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WRITTEN     BY 

PHILIP  MASSINGER,    Gent. 


Vol.  III.  EJ 


THE 

PROLOGUE. 

AVter  twice  putting  forth  to  Sea,  his  Fame 

Shipwreck' d  in  either,  and  his  once  known  Name 
In  two  Tears  Silence  buried,  perhaps  lojl 
Pthe  general  Opinion  •,  at  cur  Coji 
(A  zealous  Sacrifice  to  Neptune  inade 
For  good  Succefs  in  his  uncertain  Trade) 
Our  Author  weighs  up  Anchors,  and  once  mort 
I'orfaking  the  Security  of  the  Shore, 
Refohes  to  prove  his  Fortune  :  PFhat  Uwill  be. 
Is  not  in  him,  or  us  to  prophefy  ; 
Tou  only  can  ajfure  us.     Tet  he  prafd 
This  little  in  his  Abfence  might  be  /aid, 
Defigning  me  his  Orator.     He  fubmits 
To  the  grave  Cenfure  of  thofe  abler  Wits  ■ 
His  Weaknefs  ;  7ior  dares  he  profefs  that  when 
The  Critics  laugh,  he'll  laugh  at  them  again, 
(Strange  Self  Love  in  a  Writer !)  He  zvould  k^ow 
Hi^  Errors  as  you  find  'em,  a?id  bejtow 
His  future  Studies  to  reform  from  this 
What  in  another  might  be  Judg'd  amifs. 
And  yet  defpair  not.  Gentle-men  ;  though  he  fear 
,  His  Strengths  to  plcafe,  we  hope  that  you  fhall  hear 
Some  things  fo  writ,  as  you  may  truly  fay 
He  hath  not  quite  forgot  to  make  a  Play, 
As  "'tis  with  Malice  rumour'' d  \     His  Intents 
Are  fair  ;  and  though  he  want  the  Cc'?nplementS' 
Of  wide-mouth' d  Promifers,  who  fiill  engage 
(  Before  their  Works  are  brought  upon  the  Stage) 
Iheir  Parafites  to  proclaim  'an  :  This  lofl  Birth 

Deliver'' d  without  NoJfe,  may  yield  fuch  Mirth, 

As  biiuinc'd  equally,  will  cry  down  the  Boaji 

Of  Arrogance,  and  regain  his  Credit  loft. 

»   He  hath  not  quite  forgot  to  make  a  Plnf^ 
Ai  "tis  I'jiih  J[I(i/ice  ru.viciur'J. 
2luffv:ger  being  efteemcd  one  of  the  bed  Poets  of  the  Age  h« 
ived  in,    and  not  having  publiflied   a  Play  in   the  Interval  of  two 
Years,    gave  his  C'otemporarici  Roo'n  to  raife  fuch  %  Krport  as  i» 
here  alluded  to. 


Dramatis  Perfonas. 


Alphonfo,  King  of  Naples. 

General  of  Milain. 

Severing,  a  Nobleman  banilhed. 

MoNTECLARO,  his  Brother-in-Law,  difguifed. 

DuRAZzo,  the  Guardian. 

Caldoro,  his  Ward,  in  Love  with  Caliste. 

Adorio,  beloved  by  Caliste. 

Camillo,    -^ 

Lentulo,    >  NeapoHtan  Gentlemen. 

DONATO,        J 

Cario,  Servant  to  Adorio. 

Claudio,  Servant  to  Severino. 

Captains. 

Servants, 

Banditti. 

Jolantre,  Wife  to  Severino* 
Caliste,  her  Daughter. 
MiRTiLLA,   Caliste's  Maid. 
Calipso,  the  Confident  of  Jolantre, 
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ACT    I.       SCENE    I. 

Enfer  Durazzo,    Camillo,    Lentulo,  ^nd  Donate  5 

iwo  Servants. 

Durazzo. 
JJ^l^'^^ELL  me  of  his  Expences  ?  Which  of  you 
P"  rj.  '^  Stands  bound  for  a  gazet  ?  He  fpends  his  own  i 
^      j^  And  you  impertinent  Fools  or  Knaves,  (make 
^)fLjiF         Choice 

Of  either  Title,  which  your  Seigniorfliips  pleafe^ 
To  meddle  in't. 

C^»^.Your  Age  gives Privile2;e  to  this  harfh  Language. 

Dur.  My  Age  !   do  not  ufc: 
That  Word  again  ;    if  you  do,    I   fhall  grow  young, 
And   fwinge  you  f  )undly  :    I  would  have  you  know, 
Though  I  writ.:  fifty  odd,  I  do  not  carry 
An  Almanac  in  my  Bones  to  predeclare 
What  Weather  we  iliall  have  j  nor  do  I  kneel 

B  3  In 

t  The  Plot-of  this  Play  is  taken  from  Boceace's'i^Qvds,  Day  8th» 
Novel  7th  ;  to  which  I  refer  ths  curious  Reader. 
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In  Adoration  at  the  Spring  and  Fall 

Before  my  Doaor,  for  a  Dole  or  two 

Of  his  Rcllorativcs,  which  are  Things  I  take  it 

You  are  familiar  with. 

Cam.  This  is  from  the  Purpofe. 
i:)ur.  I  cannot  cut  a  Caper,  or  groan  like  you 
When  I  have  done,  nor  run  away  fo  nimbly 
Out  of  the  Field.     But  bring  me  to  a  Fence-School, 
And  crack  a  Blade  or  two  for  Exercife, 
Ride  a  barbM  riorfe,  or  take  a  Leap  after  me 
Following  my  Hounds  or  Hawks,  (and  by  your  Leave 
At  a  gamefome  Miilrefs)  and  you  fhali  confefs 
I  am  in  the  May  of  my  Abilities, 
And  you  in  your  December. 

Lent.  We  are  glad  you  bear  your  Years  fo  welJ. 
Bur.    My  Years  I  No  more  of  Years ;  if  you  do, 

at  your  Peril. 
Cam.  We  defire  not 
To  prove  your  Valour. 

Bur.  'Tis  your  fafeft  Courfe. 

Cam.  But  as  Friends  to  your  Fame  and  Reputation, 
Come  to  inftruft  you  :  Your  too  much  Indulgence 
To  the  exorbitant  Wafte  of  young  Caldoro 
Your  Nephew  and  your  Ward,  hath  rendred  you 
But  a  bad  Report  among  wife  Men  in  Naples. 

Bur.  Wife  Men  !  —  in  your  Opinion  •,    but  to  me 
That  underdand  myfelf  and  them,  they  are 
Hide-bounded  Money  mongers :  they  would  have  mc 
Train  up  my  Ward  a  b.opeful  Youth,  to  keep 
A  Merchant's  Book,  or  at  the  Plough,  and  cloath  him 
In  Canvas  or  coarfe  Cotton  ;  while  I   fell 
His  Woods,  grant  Leafes,  which  he  mull  make  good 
When  he  comes  to  Age,  or  be  compell'd  to  marry 
With  a  caft  Whore  and  three  Baftards  :  Let  him  know 
No  more  than  how  to  cypher  well,  or  do 
His  Tricks  by  the  Square  Root  •,  grant  him  no  Pleafure 
Eur  Coirs  and  Nine-pins  ;  fufFer  him  to  converfe 
With  none  but  Clowns  and  Coblers,  as  the  Turk  fays  ; 

Poverty, 
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Poverty,  old  Age,  and  Aches  of   all  Scalbns 
Li^hc  on  llich  hearhenilh  Guaidians. 

Doft.   You  do  woi  le 
To  the  Ruin  of  his  'State,  under  your  Favour, 
In  feeding  his  loofe  Riots. 

Dnr.   Riots!   What  Riots  ? 
He  wears  rich  Cloaths,  I  do  lb  •,  keeps  Horfes,  gam  s, 

and  wenches  j 
'Tis  not  amifs,  lb  it  be  done  with  Decorum  : 
In  an  Heir  *tis  ten  Times  more  excufable 
Than  to  be  over -thrifty.     Is  there  ought  elfe 
71iat  you  can  charge  him  with  ? 

Cam.  With  what  we  grieve  for. 
And  you  will  not  approve. 

Dur.  Out  with  it,  Man. 

Cam.  His  rafh  Endeavour,  without  your  Confent, 
To  match  himielf  into  a  Family 
Not  gracious  with  the  Times. 

Dur.  *Tis  ftill  the  better  -, 
By  this  Means  he  fliall  'fcape  Court- Vifitants, 
And  not  be  eaten  out  of  Floufe  and  Home 
In  a  Summer  Progrefs.     But  does  he  mean  t6  marry  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  Sir,  to  marry. 

Dur.  In  a  beardlefs  Chin 
'Tis  ten  Times  worfe  than  wenching.     Family !   vvhofc 
Family  ? 

Cam.  Signior  Severinoh. 

Dur.  How  .?   not  he  that  kill'd 
The  Brother  of  his  Wife  (as  it  is  rumourM"* 
Then  fled  upon  it  j   fince  profcrib'd,  and  chofen 
Captain  of  the  Banditti  -,  the  King's  Pardon 
On  no  Suit  to  be  granted  .'' 

Lent,  The  fame.  Sir.  ? 

Dur.  I'his  touches  near  :  How  is  his  Love  return*d 
By  the  Saint  he  worfliips  ? 

Don.  She  affcfts  him  not,  but  dotes  upon  another. 

Dur.  Worfe  and  worfe. 

Cam.  You  know  him,  young  Adorio. 

Dur.  A  brave  Gentleman!   whu:  proof  of  this  ^ 

B  4-  Lent^ 
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Lent.  I  dogg'd  him  to  the  Church  ; 
Where  he,  not  for  Devotion,  as  I  guefs,  ^ 
But  to  make  his  Approaches  to  his  Miftreis, 
Is  often  feen. 

Cam.  And  would  you  fland  conceal'd 
Among  thefe  Trees,  for  he  muft  pafs  this  Green, 
The  Mattins  ended,  as  llie  returns  Home, 
You  may  obferve  the  Faflliges- 

Din\  I  thank  you  ;  this  Torrent  mull  be  flopt. 

Enter  Adorio,  Cahfle,  Mirtilla,  and  Caldoro  muffled. 

Den.  They  come. 

Cam.  Stand  clofe. 

Calijl.  I  know  I  wrong  my  Modefly. 

/Idor.  And  wrong  me. 
In  being  To  importunate  for  that 
I  neither  can  nor  muft  grant. 

Caliji.  A  hard  Sentence !  and  to  increafe  my  Mifery, 
by  you 
(Whom  fond  Affedlion  hath  made  my  Judge) 
Pronounc'd  without  Companion.     Alas,  Sir, 
Did  I  approach  you  with  unchafte  Defires, 
A  fu Hied  Reputation  ;  were  I  deform'd. 
As  it  may  be  I  am,  tho'  many  affirm  t 

I  am  fomething  more  than  handfomc.-— — 

Dur.  I  dare  I'wear  it. 

Calijl.    Or  if  I  were  no  Gentlewoman,    but   bred 
coarfely. 
You  might  with  fome  Pretence  of  Reafon  flight 
What  you  fhould  fue  for. 

Dur.  Were  he  not  an  Eunuch, 
He  would,  and  fue  again  ;  I  am  fure  I  fhould. 
Pray  look  in  my  Collar,  a  Flea  troubles  me  : 
Hey-day !  there  are  a  Legion  of  young  Cupids 
At  Barley- Break  in  my  Breeches. 

CfJiJl.    Hear  me.    Sir  -,    tho'   you   continue,    nay 
increafe  your  Scorn, 
Only  vouchfafe  to  let  me  underftand 
What  my  Defects  are  i  of  which  once  convinc'd, 

I  will 
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I  will  hereafter  filence  my  harfli  Plea, 
And  fpare  your  further  Trouble. 

Mor.  I'll  tell  you,  and  bluntly,  as  my  ufual  Man- 
ner is, 
Though  I  were  a  Woman-hater,  which  I  am  not. 
But  love  the  Sex,    for  my  Ends  ;  take  me  with  you  : 
If  in  my  Thought  I  found  one  Taint  or  Blemifli 
In  the  whole  Fabrick  of  your  outward  Features, 
I  would  give  myfelf  the  Lye.     You  are  a  Virgin 
Poflefs'd  of  all  your  Mother  could  wifli  in  you  : 
Your  Father  Severino*s  dire  Difafter 
In  killing  of  your  Uncle,  which  I  grieve  for. 
In  no  Part  taking  from  you.     I  repeat  it ; 
A  noble  Virgin,  for  whofe  Grace  and  Favours 
TW Italian  Princes  might  contend  as  Rivals  •, 
Yet  unto  me  (a  Thing  far,  far  beneath  you. 
A  noted  Libertine  I  profefs  myfelf:) 
In  your  Mind  there  does  appear  one  Fault  fo  grofs. 
Nay,  I  might  fay  unpardonable  at  your  Years, 
If  jullly  you  confider  it,  that  I  cannot 
As  you  defire,  affect  you. 

Caliji.  Make  me  know  it,  I'll  foon  reform  it. 

yidor.  Would  you  would  keep  your  Word. 

Caliji:  Put  metotheTeft. 

Ador.  I  will.     You  are  too  honefl. 
And,  like  your  Mother,  too  ftridl  and  religious, 
And  talk  too  foon  of  Marriag-e  :  I  fliall  break. 
If  at  that  Rate  I  purchafe  you.     Can  I  part  with 
My  uncurb'd  Liberty,  and  on  my  Neck 
Wear  fuch  a  heavy  Yoke  ?  Hazard  my  Fortunes, 
With  all  th'expefted  Joys  my  Life  can  yield  me. 
For  one  Commodity  before  I  prove  it  ? 
Venus  forbid  on  both  Sides  ;  let  crook'd  Hams, 
Bald  Heads,   declining  Shoulders,  furrow'd  Cheeks 
Be  aw'd  by  Ceremonies  :   If  you  love  me 
I'the  Way  young  People  fhould,  I'll  fly  to  meet  it, 
And  we'll  meet  merrily. 

CaliJl.  'Tis  ftrange  fuch  a  Man  can  ufc  fuch  Language. 

Ador. 
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Jdor.  In  my  Tongue  my  Heart 
Speaks  freely,  fair  one  !  Think  upon't,  a  cloie  Friend 
Or  private  Miftrels,  is  Court-Rhetorick  ; 
A  Wife,  meer  ruftick  Solecifm.     So  good  Morrow.  ^ 

Cam.  How  like  you  this  ?        [Adorio  offers  to  go,  is 

Dur.  A  well-bred  Gentleman!        Jlaid  by  CaldoroJ] 
I  am  now  thinking  if  e'er  in  the  Dark, 
Or  drunk,  I  met  his  Mother  ?  He  muft  have 
Some  Drops  of  my  Blood  in  him  ;    for  at  his  Years 
I  was  much  of  his  Relimon* 

Cam.  Out  upon  you  1 

Don.  The  Colt's  Tooth  ftill  In  your  Mouth  ? 

Bur.  What  means  this  Whifpering  ?    . 

Ador.  You  may  perceive  I  feek  not  to  difplant  you, 
"Where  you  dcfire  to  grow  :  For  farther  Thanks, 
'Tis  needlefs  Compliment. 

Cald.  There  are  fome  Natures 
Which  blufh  to  owe  a  Benefit,  if  not 
Received  in  Corners  5  holding  it  an  impairing 
To  their  own  Worth,  fliould  they  acknowledge  iti 
I  am  made  of  other  Clay,  and  therefore  muft 
Trench  fo  far  on  your  Leifure,  as  to  win  you 
To  lend  a  patient  Ear,  while  I  profefs 
Before  my  Glory,  though  your  Scorn,  Calijle^ 
How  much  I  am  your  Servant.. 

Ador.  My  Defigns 
Are  not  fo  urgent,  but  they  can  difpenfe 
With  fo  much  Time. 

Cam.  Pray  you  now  obferve  your  Nephew. 

Dur.  How  he  looks !    like  a  School-  boy  that  had 
play'd  the  Truant, 
And  went  to  be  breech'd. 

Cald.  Madam  ! 

Calift.  A  new  AfBiflion  :  ■ 
Your  Suit  offends  as  much  as  his  Repulfe, 
It  being  not  to  be  granted. 

Mirt.  Hear  him.  Madam, 
His  Sorrow  is  not  perfonated  •,  he  deferves 
Your  Pity,  not  Contempt. 

D'url 
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Bur.  He  has  made  the  Maid  his : 
And  as  the  Mailer  of  the  Arc  of  Love 
Wifely  affirms,  it  is  a  kind  of  Paflage 
To  the  Miftrefs's  Favour. 

Cald.  I  come  not  to  urge 
My  Merit  to  deferve  you,  fince  you  are, 
Weigh'd  truly  to  your  Worth,  above  all  Value  : 
Much  Ids  to  argue  you  of  want  of  Judgment 
Tor  following  one  that  with  wing'd  feet  flics  from  you  ; 
W^hile  I,  at  all  Parts  (without  Boaftj  his  equal. 
In  vain  purfue  you  ;  bringing  thofe  Flames  with  mc, 
Thofe  lawful  Flames,  (for  Madam  know,    with  other 
I  never  fliall  approach  you)  which  Adorio 
In  fcorn  of  Hymen  and  religious  Rites 
With  atheiftical  Impudence  contemns. 
And  in  his  loofe  Attempt  to  undermine 
The  Fortrefs  of  your  Honour,  feeks  to  ruin    . 
All  holy  Altars  by  clear  Minds  ereded 
To  Virgin  Honour. 

Dur.  My  Nephew  is  an  Afs, 
What  a  Devil  hath  he  to  do  with  Virgin  Honour, 
Altars,  or  lawful  Flames  ?  when  he  fliould  tell  her 
They  are  fuperftitious  Nothings,    and   fpeak  to    the 

purpofe. 
Of  the  Delight  to  meet  in  the  old  Dance 
Between  a  Pair  of  Shetts  ;  my  Grandame  call'd  it 
The  peopling  of  the  Vv'^orld. 

Caliji.  How,  gentle.  Sir  ? 
To  vindicate  my  Honour,   that  is  needlefs  ; 
I  dare  not  fear  the  woril:  Afperfion  Malice 
Can  throw  upon  it. 

Cald.  Your  fweet  Patience,  Lady, 
And  more  than  Dove-like  Innocence  renders  you 
Inienfible  of  an  Injury,  for  which 
I  deeply  fuffer.     Can  you  undergo 
The  Scorn  of  being  refus'd  ?   I  muil  confcr'> 
It  makes  for  my  Ends  •,  for  had  he  embrac'd 
Your  gracious  Offers  tendcr'd  him,   I  had  been 
In  rijy  own  Hopes  foriakcn  i  and  if  yet 

There 
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There  can  breathe  any  Air  of  Comfort  in  me, 
To  his  Contempt  I  owe  it :  but  his  111 
No  more  fliall  make  Way  for  my  good  Intents, 
Than  Virtue,  powerful  in  herfelf,  can  need 
The  Aids  of  Vice. 

Jdor.    You   take  that  Licence,    Sir, 
Which  yet  I  never  granted. 

Ca/d.  I'll  force  more. 
Nor  will  I  for  my  ov/n  Ends  undertake  itj 
(As  I  will  make  apparent)  but  to  do 
A  Juftice  to  your  Sex,  with  mine  own  wrong 
And  irrecoverable  Lofs.     To  thee  I  turn. 
Thou  ffoatifh  Ribauld,  in  whom  Luft  is  grown 
Defenfrble,  the  laft  Defcent  to  Hell, 
Which  gapes  wide  for  thee  :  Look  upon  this  Lady, 
And  on  her  Fame,  (if  it  were  polTible 
Fairer  than  fhe  is)  and  if  bale  Defires 
And  beaftly  Appetite  will  give  thee  Leave, 
Conlider  how  flie  fought  thee,  how  this  Lady 
In  a  noble  Way  defir'd  thee  :  Was  (he  falhion'd 
In  an  inimitable  Mould,  (which  Nature  broke. 
The  great  Work  perfefted)  to  be  made  a  Slave 
To  thy  libidinous  Twines,  and  when  commanded 
To  be  us'd  as  Phyfic  sftcr  drunken  Surfeits  ? 
Mankind  fliould  rife  againil  thee  :   What  even  now 
I  heard  with  Horror,  fiiew'd  like  Blafphemy, 
And  as  fuch  I  will  punilli  it. 

[Hejirikes  Adorio,  the  reft  make  i?7,  they  all  draw* 

Caltft.  Murder  ! 

Mir.  Help! 

Bur.  After  a  whining  Prologue,  who  wouLI  %ave 
look'd  for 
Such  a  rough  Cataftrophe  ?  Nay,  come  on,  fear  nothing ; 
Never  till  now,  my  Nephew.  And  do  you  hear.  Sir, 
(And  yet  I  love  thee  too)  if  you  take  the  Wench  now 
I'll  have  it  potted  firft,  then  chronicled. 
Thou  wert  beaten  to't. 

yldcr.  You  think  you  have  fhewn 
A  memorable  Mafter- piece  of  Valour 

Iri 
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In  doing  this  in  public  ;  and  it  may 

Perhaps  deferve  her  Shoe-llring  for  a  Favour  : 

Wear  it  without  my  Envy  ;  but  exped; 

For  this  Affront,   when  Time  ferves,  I  fhail  call  you 

To  a  flrift  Accompt.  [^Exeunt, 

Dur.  Hook  on,  follow  him.  Harpies, 
You  may  feed  upon  this  Bufinefs  for  a  Month, 
If  you  manage  it  handfomely:  When  two  Heirs  quarrel. 
The  Sword-mien  of  the  City  fhortly  after 
Appear  in  Pluih,  for  their  grave  Confultations 
In   taking  up  the  Difference  ;  fome  I  know, 
Make  a  fet  Living  on't.     Nay,  ]tt  him  go, 
Thou  art  Mafter  ot  the  Field  ;  enjoy  thy  Fortune 
With  Moderation  ;  For  a  flying  Foe, 
Difcreet  and  provident  Conquerors  build  up 
A  Bridge  of  Gold.     To  thy  Miftrcfs,  Boy  !  if  I  were 
I'thy  Shirt,  how  I  could  nick  it  ! 

Cald.  You  ftand.  Madam, 
As  you  were  rooted,  and  I  more  than  fear 
My  Paffion  hath  offended  :  I  perceive 
The  Rofes  frighted  from  your  Cheeks,  and  Palenefs 
T'ufurp  their  Room  ;  yet  you  may  pleafe  to  afcribe  it 
To  my  Excefs  of  Love,  and  boundlefs  Ardor 
To  do  you  right ;  for  myfelf  I  have  done  nothing. 
I  will  not  curfe  my  Stars,  howe'er  affur'd 
To  me  you  are  loff  for  ever  :  For  fuppofe 
Adorio  (lain,  and  by  my  Hand,  my  Life 
Is  forfeited  to  the  Law,  which  I  contemn. 
So  with  a  Tear  or  two  you  would  remember- 
I  was  your  Martyr,  and  died  in  your  Service. 

Calift.  Alas,  you  weep  !  and  in  my  jufl  Compaffion 
Ot  what  you  fuffer,  I  were  more  than  Marble, 
Should  I  not  keep  your  Company  ;   You  have  fought 
My  Favours  nobly,   and  I  am   juf^ly  punilli'd 
In  wild  Adorio\  Contempt  and  Scorn 
For  my  Ingratitude,  it  is  no  better. 
To  your  Defervings  :  Yet  fuch  is  my  Fare, 
Though  I  would,  I  cannot  help  it.     O  Caidoro  ! 
In  our  mifplac'd  Affedion  I  prove 

Too 
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'loo  foon,  and  with  dear-bought  Experience,    Cupid 

Is  bhnd  indeed,  and  hath  miftook  his  Arrows. 

If  it  be  pofllblG,  learn  to  forget : 

And  yet  that  Punifhment  is  to  light ;  to  hate 

A  thanklcls Virgin:  praftife  it;  and  may 

Your  due  Confideration  that  I  am  fo, 

In  Your  Imagination  difperfe 

Loathfome  Deformity  upon  this  Face 

That  hath  bewitch'd  you.     More  I  cannot  fay. 

But  that  I  truly  pity  you,  and  wifn  you 

A  better  Choice,  which  in  my  Prayers  (Caldora) 

I  ever  will  remember.  \_Exeunt  Califte,  Mirtilla. 

Vtir.  'Ti3  a  fweet  Rogue  : 
Why  how  now  ?  thunderftruck  ? 

Cald.  I  am  not  fo  happy  : 
Oh  that  I  were  but  Mailer  of  myfelf. 
You  foon  fliould  fee  me  nothing. 

Dur.  What  would  you  do  ? 

Cald.  With  one  Stab  give  a  fatal  Period 
To  my  Woes  and  Life  together. 

Dur.  For  a  Woman  ! 
Better  the  Kind  were  loft,  and  Generation 
Maintain'd  a  new  Way. 

Cald.  Pray  you.  Sir,  forbear 
This  profane  Language. 

Dur.  Pray  you,  be  you  a  Man, 
And  whimper  not  like  a  Girl  :  All  fhall  be  well. 
As  I  live  it  iliall ;  this  is  no  hectick  Fever, 
But  a  Love-fick  Ague,  eafy  to  be  cur'd. 
And  I'll  be  your  Phyfician,  fo  you  fubfcribc 
To  my  Diredions,     Firft  you  muft  change 
This  City  whorifh  Air,   for  'tis  infected. 
And  my  Potions  wiil  not  work  here,   I  mufl;  have  yoU 
To  my  Country  Villa:  Rife  before  the  Sun, 
Then  make  a  Breakfaft  of  the  Morning-Dew 
Serv'd  up  by  Nature  on  fome  gralTy  Hill ; 
You'll  find  it  Neftar,  and  far  more  Cordial 
Than  Cullife^  Cock-broth,  or  your  Dillillations 
Of  a  hundred  Crowns  a  Quart. 

Cald, 
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Cald.  You  talk  of  nothing. 

Dur.  This  ta'en  as  a  Preparative  to  ftrengthen 
Your  qucafy  Stomach,  vault  into  your  Saddle  •, 
With  all  this  Flefli  I  can  do  it  without  a  Stirrup  : 
My  Hounds  uncoupled,     and  my  Huntfmcn  ready  % 
You  fiiall  hear  fuch  Mufic  from  their  tunable  Mouths, 
That  you  will  fay  the  Viol,  Harp,  Theorbo, 
Ne'er  made  fuch  ravifhing  Harmony,  from  the  Groves 
And  neighbouring  Woods,  with  frequent  Iterations, 
Enamour'd  of  the  Cry,  a  thoufai)d  Eccho's 
Repeating  it. 

Cald.  What's  this  to  me  ?  s 

Dur.  It  Hiall  be. 
And  you  give  thanks  for't.     In  the  Afternoon 
(For  we  will  have  Variety  of  Delights) 
We'll  to  the  Field  again,  no  Game  fliall  rife 
But  we'll  be  ready  for't  -,    if  a  Hare,  my  Greyhounds 
Shall  make  a  Courfe  -,  for  the  Pye,  or  Jay,  a  Sparhawk 
Flies  from  the  Fill  •,  the  Crow  fo  near  purfu'd. 
Shall  be  compelled  to  feek  Prote6lion  under 
Our  Horfes  Bellies ;  a  Hearn  put  from  her  Siege, 
And  a  Piftol  fliot  off  in  her  Breech,  fliall  mount 
So  high,  that  to  your  View  fhe'll  feem  to  foar 
Above  the  Middle  Region  of  the  Air. 
A  Cafi:  of  Flaggard  Falcons,  by  me  man'd. 
Eying  the  Prey  at  lirft,  appear  as  if 
They  did  turn  Tail,   but  with  their  labouring  Wings 
Getting  above  her,  with  a  Thought  their  Pinions 
Cleaving  the  purer  Element,  make  in. 

And 

*  My  Hound:  uncovplfj^  and  try  Huntfmm  ready. 
You  Jh all  hear  fuch  Mujlc^  &;c. 

':k>    '^hahjpear  in  Midfumme^i^ s  'Sight's  Dreatrif 
-A  Cry  more  tunable 


h  Hi  ne^jer  hallo  d  to,  nor  cheated  with  Her/tf 

And  in  the  Taming  of  the  Shreiv, 

Thy  Hounds  f-all  make  tht  Jreli'n  anfnuer  then. 
And  Jetih  J}:rill  LJ:ttiftxm  the  holkixj  Earth. 
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And  by  Turns  bind  with  her ;  the  Frighted  Fowl, 
Lying  at  her  Defence  upon  her  Back, 
With  her  dreadful  Beak,  a  while  defers  her  Death, 
But  by  Degrees  forc'd  down,  we  part  the  Fray 
And  feafl:  upon  her. 

Cald.  This  cannot  be,  I  grant,  but  pretty  Paftime. 

Bur.  Pretty  Paftime,  Nephew  ! 
'Tii>  roy^J^  Sport,  then  for  an  Evening  Fhght, 
A  Tiercel  gentle,  which  I  call  my  Mailers, 
As  he  were  fent  a  MelTenger  to  the  Moon, 
in  fuch  a  Place  flies,  as  he  feems  to  fay. 
See  me,  or  fee  me  not :  the  Partridge  fprung;. 
He  makes  his  Stoop  j  but  wanting  Breath,  is  forc'd 
To  cancel  Her,  then  with  fuch  Speed,  as  if 
He  carried  Lightning  in  his  Wings,  he  ilrikes 
The  trembhng  Bird  ;  who  even  in  Death  appears 
Proud  to  be  made  his  Quarry  '. 

Cald.  Yet  all  this  is  nothing  to  Calijle. 

Bur.  Thou.ilialt  find  twenty  Calijies  tliere,  for  every 
Night 
A  frefli  and  lufly  one  •,  Pll  give  thee  a  Ticket, 
In  which  my  Name,  Burazzo's  Name  fubfcrib'd. 
My  Tenants  Nut-brown  Daughters,  wholefome  Girls, 
At  Midriight  fhall  contend  to  do  thee  Service. 
I  have  bred  them  up  to't;  fhould  their  Fathers  murmur. 
Their  Leafes  are  void  ;  for  that  is  a  main  Point 
In  my  Indentures  :   And  when  v/e  make  our  Progrefs 
There  is  no  Entertainment  perfedt,  if 
This  laft  Difli  be  not  offer'd, 

C^.ld.  You  make  me  fmile. 

Bur.  I'll  make  thee  laugh  outright —  My  Horfes, 

'  Knaves  ! 

'Tis  but  fix  fhort  Hours  riding  :  yet  e'er  Night 
Thou  fnalt  be  an  alter'd  Man. 

Cd'd.  I  wifh  I  may,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 

3  The  AfTemblage  of  rural  Images,    contained  in  this  and  the 
forrgcir.g  Speeches,     cor.ftitute  a    molt  beautiful   Pidlure    of  the 

Country,  and  muft  be  very  pleafing  to  every  Reader,  who  is   fond 
of  feeing  Nature  in  her  original  D;ei5. 
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SCENE     H. 

Enter  Jolante,  Califle,  Calypfo,  Mirtilla. 

'Jol.  I  had  Spies  upon  you  Minion  ;  the  Relatioi\ 
Of  your  Behaviour  was  at  Home  before  you  : 
My  Daughter  to  hold  parley,  from  the  Church  too. 
With  noted  Libertines  ?   Her  Fame  and  Favours 
The  Qiiarrel  of  their  Swords  ? 

Caliji.  'Twas  not  in  me  to  help  it,  Madam. 

Jol  No  ?  How  have  I  Hv'd  ? 
My  Neighbour  knows  my  Manners  have  been  fuch, 
That  I  prefume  I  may  affirm,  and  boldly, 
In  no  particular  A6lion  of  my  Life 
I  can  be  juftly  cenlur'd. 

Cnlyp.    Cenfur'd,    Madam? 
Whac  Lord  or  Lady  lives  worthy  to  fiC 
A  competent  Judge  on  you  ? 

Califl.  Yet  black  Detraftion 
Will  find  Faults  where  they  are  not 

Calyp.  Her  foul  Mouth 
Is  ftopp'd,  you  being  the  Objeft  :   Give  me  Leave 
To  fpeak  my  Thoughts,  yet  ftill  undei  Corredion  ; 
And  if  my  young  Lady  and  her  Woman  hear. 
With  Reverence  they  may  be  edifi'd. 
You  are  my  gracious  Patronefs  and  Supportrefs, 
And  I  your  poor  Obferver,  nay  your  Creature, 
Fed  by  your  Bounties  •,  and  but  that  I  know 
Your  Honour  derell:s  Flattery,  I  might  lay 
(And  with  an  Emphafis)  You  are  the  Lady 
Admir'd  and  envied  at,  far,  far  above 
All  Imitation  of  the  ;>lH  ot  Women 
That  are  or  ever  fhall  be.     1  his  is  Truth  : 
I  dare  not  be  obfequious  •,  and  'twould  ill 
Become  my  Gravity,  and  Wifdom  glean'd 
From  your  oraculous  Ladyfhip,  to  a6t 
The  Part  of  a  She-Parafre. 

Jol.  If  you  do,  I  never  fhall  acknowledge  you. 

Vol.  IV.  C  Califi. 
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Calift.  Admirable  !  This  is  no  Flattery. 

MirL  Do  not  interrupt  her  : 
'Tis  fuch  a  plcafing  Itch  to  your  Lady-mother, 
That  rhe  may  peradventurc  forget  us, 
To  teed  on  her  own  Praifes. 

Jol.  I  am  not  fo  far  in  Debt  to  Age,  but  if  I  would 
Liften  to  Mens  bewitching  Sorceries, 
I  could  be  courted. 

Calyp.  Reft  fecure  of  that  ; 
All  the  Braveries  of  the  City  run  mad  for  you. 
And  yet  your  Virtue's  fuch,  not  one  attempts  you. 

Jol.  I  keep  no  Mankind  Servant  in  my  Houfe, 
In  tear  my  Chaftity  may  be  fufpeded  : 
How  is  that  voic'd  in  Naples  ? 

Calyp.  With  loud  Applaufe, 
I  affure  your  Honour. 

Jol.  It  confirms  I  can  command 
My  fenfual  Appetites. 

Calyp.  AsVaflals  to  your  more 
Than  mafculine  Reafon  that  commands  em  : 
Your  Palace  ftilM  a  Nunnery  of  Purencfs, 
In  which  not  one  lafclvious  Thought  dares  enter, 
Your  clear  Soulftanding  Centinel. 

Mirt.  Well  faid,  echo. 

Jol.  Yet  I  have  taftedthofe  Delights  which  Women 
So  greedily  long  for,  know  their  Titilations  ; 
And  when  with  Danger  of  his  Head  thy  Father 
Comes  to  give  Comfort  to  my  widowed  Sheets, 
As  foon  as  his  Defires  are  fatisfied, 
I  can  with  Eafe  forget  'em. 

Calyp.  Obferve  that. 
It  being  indeed  remarkable  :  'Tis  nothing 
For  a  fimple  Maid  that  never  had  her  Hand 
In  the  Honey-pot  of  Pleafure,  to  forbear  it  -, 
But  fuch  as  have  lick'd  there,  and  iick'd  there  often. 
And  felt  the  Sweetnefs  oPt 

Mirt.  How  her  Mou;h  runs 
Over  with  rank  Imagination  I 

Calyp. 
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Calyp.  If  fuch  can, 
As  I  urg'd  before,  the  Kickfhaw  being  offer'd 
Refufc  to  take  it,  like  my  matchlefs  Madam. 
They  may  be  Sainted. 

Jol.  I'll  lofe  no  more  Breath 
In  fiLiitlefs  Reprehenfion  i  look  to't, 
I'll  have  thee  wear  this  Habit  of  my  Mind, 
As  of  my  Body. 

Calyp.   Seek  no  other  Prefident : 
In  all  the  Books  of  Amadis  de  GauU 
The  Palmerins^  and  that  true  SpaniJJj  Story 
The  Mirror  of  Knighthood,  which  I  have  read  often;" 
Read  feelingly,  nay  more,  I  do  believe  in't 
My  Lady  has  no  Parallel. 

Jol.  Do  not  provoke  me. 
If  from  this  Minute,  thou  'ere  ftir  abroad. 
Write  Letter,  or  receive  one,  or  prefume 
To  look  upon  a  Man,  though  from  a  Window, 
I'll  chain  thee  like  a  Slave  in  fome  dark  Corner, 
Profcribe  thy  daily  Labour  •,  which  omitted, 
Expe6t  the  Ufage  of  a  Fury  from  me 
Not  an  indulgent  Mother's.     Come  Calypfo. 

Calyp.  Your  Ladyfhip's  Injunc^tions  are  fo  eafy. 
That  I  dare  pawn  my  Credit  my  young  Lady 
And  her  Woman  fhall  obey  'em.     [Exeunt  Jol.  Calyp: 

Mirtil.  You  Ihall  fry  firfl: 
For  a  rotten  Piece  of  dry  Touchwood,  and  give  fire 
To  the  great  Trend's  Nortrils,  when  he  Imokes  Tobacco. 
Note  the  Injuftice,   Madam-,  they  would  have  us, 
Being  young  and  hungry,  keep  a  perpetual  Lent, 
And  the  whole  Year  to  them  a  Carnival. 
Eafy  Injundions,  with  a  Mifchief  to  you  : 
Suffer  this,  and  fuffer  all. 

Calijl.  Not  (lir  abroad  \ 
The  Ufe  and  Pleafurc  of  our  Eyes  deny'd  us  ? 

Mirt.  Infufferable. 

Calijl.  Nor  write,  nor  yet  receive  an  amorous  Letter  I 

Mirt.  Not  to  be  endured. 

Calijl.  ^or  look  upon  a  Man  out  of  a  Window  ! 

C  2  Mirt. 


ao  THE    GUARDIAN. 

'    Mirt.  Flat  Tyranny,  infupportable  Tyranny 
To  a  Lady  of  your  Blood. 

Calijl.  She  is  my  Mother,  and  how  fhould  I  decline  it  ? 
Miri.  Run  away  frorn't,  take  any  Courfe. 
Caliji.  But  without  M(^ans,I\/JirlilIa,  how  fhall  we  live  ? 
MirL  What  a  Queftion's  that !   as  if 
A  buckfome  Lady  could  want  Maintenance 
In  any  Tlace  in  the  World,  where  there  are  Men, 
Wine,  Meat,  or  Money  ftirring. 

6W//?.  Be  you  more  modeil, 
Or  feek  fome  other  Miftrefs  :   Rather  than 
In  a  Thought  or  Dream,  1  will  confent  to  ought 
That  may  take  from  my  Honour,   I'll  endure 
More  than  my  Mother  can  impofe  upon  me, 

Mirt.  I  grant  your  Honour  is  a  fpecious  Drefiing, 
But  without  Converfation  of  Men, 
A  kind  of  nothing.    I  will  not  perfuade  you 
To  Difobedience  :  Yet  my  Conleffor  lold  me 
rAnd  he  you  know  is  held  a  learned  Clerk) 
When  Parents  do  enjoin  unnatural  Things, 
Wife  Children  may  evade  'em.     She  m.ay  as  well 
Command  when  you  are  hungry,  not  to  eat, 
Or  drink,  or  fleep  ;  and  yet  all  thefe  are  eafy, 
Compar'd  with  the  not  feeing  of  a  Man. 
As  I  perfuade  no  farther,   but  to  you 
There  is  no  fuch  NecefTity  -,  you  have  Means 
To  Ihun  your  Motlicr's  Rigour. 
Califl.  Lawful  Means  ? 

Mirt.  La-wful,  and  pleafing  too,  I  will  not  urge 
Caldcro^^  loyal  Love,  you  being  averfe  to'c. 
Make  Trial  of  /Idorio. 

Caliji.  And  give  up  my  Honour  to  his  Lull. 
Mirt.  There's  no  fuch  'i'hino- 
Intended,  Madam;  in  few  Words  write  to  him 
What  flavifii  Hours  you  fpend  under  your  Mother; 
That  you  defire  not  prefent  Marriage  from  him, 
jBut  as  a  noble  Gentleman  to  redeem  you 
From  the  Tyranny  you  fuffer.     With  your  Letter 
Piefcnt  him  fome  rich  Jewel  -,  you  have  one, 

In 
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In  which  the  Rape  of  Proferpine^  in  Jittle 
Is  to  the  Life  exprefs'd.     I'll  be  the  Mefienger 
With  any  Hazard,  and  at  my  Return, 
Yield  you  a  good  Account  oPt. 

Calijl.  'Tis  a  Balinels  to  be  confider'd  of. 

Mirt.    Con  fi  deration. 
When  the   Converfe  of  your  Lover  is  in  Qtieflion, 
Is  of  no  Moment  :   If  Hie  would  allow  you 
A  Dancer  in  the  Morning  to  well  breathe  you, 
A  Songller  in  the  Afternoon,  a  Servant 
To  air  you  in  the  Evening  •,  give  you  Leave 
To  lee  the  Theatre  twice  a  Week,  to  mark 
Hov/  the  old  Adlors  decay,  the  young  fprout  up, 
A  fitting  Obfervation,  you  might  bear  it ; 
But  not  to  fee,  or  talk,  or  touch  a  Man, 
Abominable  ! 

Calijl.  Do  net  my  Blufhes  fpeak 
How  willingly  I  would  affent  ? 

MirL  Sweet  Lady, 
Do  fomething  to  delerve  em,  and  blufh  after. 

ACT    II.       SCENE    I. 

Enkr  Jolante,  Calypfo. 

Jol.      AND   are  thefe  Frenchmen^  as  you  fay,  fuch 
j[^\^       Gallants  ^ 
Calyp.    Gallant  and  adtive  ;     their    free    Breeding 
knows  not 
The  Spanijh  and  Italian  Precifencfs 
Praclis'd  among  us.     What  we  call  immodeft, 
With  them  is  Itil'd  bold  Ccurtfliip  :  they  dare  fight 
Under  a  Velvet  Enfign  at  fourteen. 
Jol.  A  Petticoat  you  mean. 

C  3  Calyp. 
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Calyp.  You  are  i'the  right ; 
Let  a  Miftrefs  wear  it  under  an  Armour  of  Proof, 
They  are  not  to  be  beaten  off. 

Jol.  You  are  a  merry  Neighbour. 

Calyp.  I  fool  to  make  you  fo ;  pray  you  obferve  'em. 
They  are  the  forwardeft  Monfieurs  ;  born  Phyficians 
For  the  Malady  of  young  Wenches,  and  ne'er  mifs ; 
I  owe  my  Life  to  one  of  'em,  when  I  was 
A  raw  young  Thing,  not  worth  the  Ground  I  trod  on  j 
And  long'd  to  dip  my  Bread  in  Tar,  my  Lips 
As  blue  as  Salt- Water,  he  came  up  roundly  to  me, 
And  cur'd  me  in  an  Inflant  j  kenus  be  prais'd  for't. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  General.,    Monteclaro,    Attendants 
and  Captain. 

Jol.  They  come,  leave  prating. 

Calyp.  I  am  dumb,  an't  like  your  Honour. 

Alph.  We  will  not  break  the  League  confirm'd  be- 
tween us, 
And  your  great  Mafter :  The  Paflage  of  his  Army 
Through  all  our  Territories,  lies  open  to  him  i 
Only  we  grieve  that  your  Defign  for  Rome 
Commands  fuch  Hafte,  as  it  denies  us  Means 
To  entertain  you,  as  your  Worth  deferves, 
And  we  v/ould  gladly  tender. 

Gen.  Royal  Alphonfo ^ 
The  King  my  Mafter,  your  Confederate, 
Will  pay  the  Debt  he  owes,  in  Fad,  which  I 
Want  Words  t'exprefs.     I  muft  remove  to  Night, 
And  yet,  that  your  intended  Favours  may  not 
Be  loft,  I  leave  this  Gentleman  behind  me. 
To  whom  you  may  vouchfafe  'em,  I  dary  fay 
Without  Repentance.     I  forbear  to  give 
Your  Majeily  his  Charadcr  j  in  France 
He  was  a  Prefident  for  Arts  and  Arms 
Without  a  Rival,  and  may  prove  in  Naples 
Worthy  the  Imitation.  [Alphonfo  receives  Monteclarok , 

Calyp.  Is  he  not.  Madam. 

A  Monfieur 


THE     GUARDIAN.  23 

A  Monfieur  in  print  ?    Wiiat  a  Garb  was  there  ?    O 

rare  ! 
Tlien,  how  he  wears  his  Cloaths,  and  the  Fafhion  of 

'em  ! 
A  main  Aflfurance  that  he  is  within 
All  excellent :  By  this,  wile  Ladies  ever 
Make  their  Conjectures. 

Jol.  Peace,  I  have  obferv'd  him 
From  Head  to  Foot. 

Calyp.  Eye  him  again,  all  over. 

Monte.  It  cannot,  Royal  Sir,  but  argue  me 
Ot   much  Prefumption,  if  not  Impudence, 
To  be  a  Suitor  to  your  Majefty, 
Before  I  have  deferv'd  a  gracious  Grant, 
^-^  fome  Employment  profperoufly  atchiev'd. 
J&ut  Pardon,  gracious  Sir  :  When  I  left  France 
I  made  a  Vow  to  a  Bofom  Friend  of  mine 
(Which  my  Lord  General,  if  he  pleafe,  can  Witnefs) 
With  fuch  Humility,  as  well  becomes 
A  poor  Petitioner,  to  defire  a  Boon 
From  your  Magnificence.  [He  delivers  a  Petition, 

Calyp.  With  what  pundual  Form 
He  does  deliver  it. 

Jol.  I  have  Eyes ;  no  m.ore. 

Alph.  For  Severino^s  Pardon  ? — You  muft  excufc  me, 
I  dare  not  pardon  Murther. 

Monte.    His   Fa6l,    Sir, 
Ever  fubmitting   to   your  abler  Judgment, 
Merits  a  fairer  Name  :  He  was  provok'd. 
As  by  unanfvv'erable  Proofs  it  is  confirm'd, 
By  Monteclaro^  Rafl^nels  ;  who  repining 
That  Severino^  widiout  hi-s  Confent, 
Had  married  Jolante  his  fole  Sifter 
(It  being  conccal'd  aimoft  tor  thirteen  Years) 
Tho'  the  Gentleman,  at  all  Parts,  was  his  equal, 
Firft  challeng'd  him,  and  that  declin'd,  he  gave  him 
A  Blow  in  public. 

Cen.  Not  to  be  endur'd,  but  by  a  Slave, 

C  4  M^ntr, 
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Monte.  This,  great  Sir,  juftly  weigh'd. 
You  may  a  little,  if  you  pleale,  take  from 
The  Rigour  of  your  Juftice,  and  exprefs 
An  Ad  of  Mercy. 

Jol.  I  can  hear  no  more, 
This  opens  an  old  Wound,  and  makes  a  new  one. 
Would  it  were  cicatriz'd,  wait  me. 

Calyp.   As  your  Shadow.  [  Exeunt  Jol.  Calyp. 

Alph.  We  grant  you  thefe  are  glorious  Pretences, 
Revenge  appearing  in  the  Shape  of  Valour, 
Which  wife  Kings  muft  diftinguifh.     The  Defence 
Of  Reputation,  now  made  a  Bawd 
To  murther  -,  every  Trifle  falfly  ftil'd 
An  Injury,  and  not  to  be  determin'd 
But  by  a  bloody  Duel  •,  though  this  vice 
Hath  taken  Root  and  Growth  beyond  the  Mountains 
(As  France.,  and  in  flrange  Fafhions  her  Ape 
England  can  dearly  witnefs,  with  the  Lofs 
Of  more  brave  Spirits,  than  would  have  flood  the  Shock 
Of  the  Turk's  Army)  while  Alphonfo  lives 
It  lliall  not  here  be   planted  :   Move  me  no  further 
In  this.     In  what  elfe  fuiting  you  to  afk. 
And  me  to  give,  exped  a  gracious  Anfwer  : 
However,  welcome  to  our  Court,  Lord  General, 
I'll  bring  you  out  of  the  Ports,  and  then  betake  you 
To  your  good  Fortune. 

Gen.  Your  Grace  overwhelms  me.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Calypfo  and  Jolante  (with  a  Purfe  and  a  Jewel.) 

Calyp.   You   are  bound  to  favour  him  :  Mark  you 
how  he  pleaded 
For  my  Lord's  Pardon. 

Jol.  That's  indeed  a  Tye  ; 
But  I  have  a  fbronger  on  me. 

Calyp.  Say  you  love 
iiis  Pcrfon  ;  be  not  alhaui'd  ofc,  he's  a  Man  j 

For 
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For  whofe  Embraces  though  Endymion 

Lay  flceping  by,  Cynthia  would  leave  her  Oib, 

And  exchange  Kiffes  with  him. 

Jol.  Do  not  tan 
A  Fire  that  burns  already  too  hot  in  me  ; 
I  am  in  my  Honour  Tick,  fick  to  the  Death, 
Never  to  be  recovered. 

Calyp.  "What  a  Coil's  here 
For  loving  a  Man  .?  It  is  no  Africk  Wonder. 
If  like  Pq/iphae  you  doated  on  a  Bull, 
Indeed  'tv/ere  monflrous  •.,   but  in  this  you  have 
A  thoufand  thoufand  Precedents  to  excufe  you. 
A  Seaman's  Wife  may  aik   Relief  of  her  Neighbour 
When  her  Huiband's  bound  to  the  Indies,  and  not 

blam'd  for*t; 
And  many  more  bcfides  of  higher  Calling, 
Though  I  forbear  to  name  'cm.  You  have  a  Hufband, 
But  as  the  Cafe  ftands  with  my  Lord,   he  is 
A  kind  of  no  Hufband  ;  and  your  Ladyfhip 
As  free  as  a  Widov/  can  be.     I  confefs 
If  Ladies  fhould  feek  Change,  that  have  their  Hufbands 
At  Board  and  Bed,  to  pay  their  Marriage  Duties, 
The  Ibreft  Bond  of  Concord,  'twere  a  Fault, 
Indeed  it  were  :    But  for  your  Honour  that 
Do  lie  alone  fo  often,  Body  of  me, 
I  am  zealous  in  your  Caule — let  me  take  Breath. 

Jol.  I  apprehend  what  thou  v/ouldil  fay,  I  want  all 
As  Means  to  quench  the  fpurious  Fire  that  burns  here. 

Calyp.  Want  Means,  while  I,  your  Creature  live  ? 
I  dare  not 
Be  fo  unthankful. 

J.oL  Wilt  thou  undertake  it. 
And,  as  an  Earned  of  much  more  to  come. 
Receive  this  Jewel,  and  Purfe  cram'd  full  of  Crowns. 
How  dearly  I  am  forc'd  to  buy  Diflionour. 

Calyp.  I  would  do  it  gratis,  but  'twould  ill  become 
My  Breeding  to  refufe  your  Honour's  Bounty  j 
Nay,  fay  no  more,  all  Rhetoric  in  this 
Is  comprehended ,  let  me  alone  to  work  him, 

He 
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He  fhall  be  yours  j  that's  poor,  he  is  already 

At  your  Devotion.    I  will  not  boaft 

My  Faculties  this  Way,  but  fuppofe  he  were 

Coy  as  Adorns,  or  Hippolitus, 

And  your  Defires  more  hot  than  Cythered's^ 

Or  wanton  Phadra's,  I  will  bring  him  chain*d 

To  your  Embraces,  glorying  in  his  Fetters. 

I  have  faid  it. 

JoL  Go  and  profper, 
"And  imagine  a  Salary  beyond  thy  Hopes. 

Calyp.  Sleep  you 
Secure  on  either  Ear,  the  Burthen's  yours 
To  entertain  him,  mine  to  bring  him  hither.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Adorio,  Camillo,  Lentulo  and  Donate. 

Don.  Your  Wrong's  beyond  a  Challenge,  and  you 
deal 
Too  fairly  with  him,  if  you  take  that  Way 
To  right  yourfelf. 

Lent.  The  lead  that  you  can  do 
I'th'  Terms  of  Honour  is,  when  next  you  meet  him 
To  give  him  the  Baftinado. 

Cam.  And  that  done. 
Draw  out  his  Sword  to  cut  your  own  Throat.     No, 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  fhew  yourfelf  an  Italian, 
And  having  received  one  Injury,  do  not  put  off 
Your  Hat  for  a  fecond  ;  there  are  Fellows  that 
Tor  a  few  Crowns  v;ill  make  him  fure,  and  fo 
With  your  Revenge,  you  prevent  future  Mifchief. 

Ador.  I  thank  you.  Gentlemen,  for  your  lludied  Care 
Jn  what  concerns  my  Honour  •,  but  .in  that 
ni  fteer  my  own  Courfe.     Yet  that  you  may  know 
You  are  ftill  my  Cabinet  Counfellors,  my  Bofom 
Lies  open  to  you.     I  begin  to  feel 
A  Wearinefs,  nay.  Satiety  of  Loofenefs, 
And  fomething  tells  me  here,  I  Ihould  repent 
My  Harlhneis  xo  Caltp, 

Enter 
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Enter  Carlo  in  Hajie, 

Cain.  When  you  pleafe, 
You  may  remove  that  Scruple. 

Jdor.  I  fhall  think  on*t. 

Car.  Sir,  Sir,  are  you  ready  ? 

Ador.  To  do  what  ? 
I  am  fure  *tis  not  yet  Dinner-time. 

Car.  True ;  but  I  uihcr 
Such  an  unexpeded  dainty  Bit  for  Breakfaft, 
As  yet  I  never  CQok*d  :    *Tis  not  Potargo  -*, 
Fry'd  Fogs,  Potatoes  Marrow'd,  Cavear, 
Carps  Tongues,  the  Pith  of  an  EngUfh  Chine  of  Beef, 
Nor  our  Italian  delicate,  oil'd  Muflirooms, 
And  yet  a  Drawer  on  too  ;  and  if  you  Ihew  not 
An  Appetite,  and  a  ftrong  one  •,  I'll  not  lay 
To  eat  it,  but  devour  it,  without  Grace  too, 
(For  it  will  not  flay  a  Preface.)     I  am  'fham'd. 
And  all  my  paft  Provocatives  will  be  jeer'd  at. 

Ador.  Art  thou  in  thy  Wits?  What  new  found  Rarity 
Haft  thou  difcover'd  ? 

Car.  No  fuch  Matter,  Sir  -, 
It  grows  in  our  own  Country. 

Don.  Serve  it  up, 
I  feel  a  kind  of  Stomach. 

Cam.  I  could  feed  too. 

Car.  Not  a  Bit  upon  a  March  •,  there's  other  Lettice 
For  your  coarfe  Lips  •,  this  is  peculiar  only 
For  my  Mafter's  Palate,  I  would  give  my  whole  Year's 

Wages 
With  all  my  Vails,  and  Fees  due  to  the  Kitchen, 
But  to  be  his  Carver. 

Ador.  Leave  your  fooling,  Sirrah, 
And  bring  in  your  Dainty. 

Car, 

■*  ■  'Tii  not  Potatgo^ 

JWr.  DsdJIej  reads, 

'JiV  nof  Bofarga. 
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Grr.  'Twill  bring  in  itfelf. 
It  has  Life  and  Spirit  in  it,  and  for  Proof, 
Behold  :  Now  fall  too  boldly,  my  Life  on'c 
It  comes  to  be  tailed. 

Enter  Mirtilla  wifb  Letter  and  Jewel. 

Cam.  Ha  \  Califte^s  Woman. 

Lent.  A  handfome  one,  by  Venus. 

Ador.  Pray  you  forbear. 
You  are  welcome,  fair  one. 

Den.  How  that  Blufh  becomes  her, 

Ador.  Aim  your  Defigns  at  me  } 

Mirt.  I'm  trufled,  Sir, 
With  a  Bufinefs  of  near  Confequence,  which  I  would 
To  your  private  Ear  deliver. 

Car.  I  told  you  fo. 
Give  her  Audience  on  your  Couch,  it  is  fit  State 
To  a  fhe  AmbalTador. 

Adcr.  Pray  ycu.  Gentlemen, 
For  a  while  difpofe  of  yourfelves,     I'll  ftrait  attend 
you.    .  \Exeunt  the  Gent. 

Car.  Difpatch  her  firft  for  your  Honour,  the  quick- 
ly doing. 
You  know  what  follows. 

Ador.  Will  you  pleafe  to  vanlfh — r-^     \EMt  Carlo. 
Now,  pretty  one,  your  Pleafure  -,  you  fhall  find  me 
Ready  to  ferve  you,  if  you*ll  put  me  to 
My  Oath,  I'll  take  it  on  this  Book. 

Mirt.  O  Sir,  the  Favour  is  too  great,  and  far  above 
My  poor  Ambition  ;  I  muft  kifs  your  Hand 
In  Sign  of  humble  Thankfulnefs. 

Adcr.  So  modeft. 

Mirt.    It  well  becomes  a  Maid,  Sir —  Spare   thofe 
Bleflings 
For  my  noble  Miftrefs,  upon  whom  with  Juflice, 
And  with  your  good  Allowance,  I  might  add 
With  a  due  Gratitude,  you  may  confer  'em-. 
But  this  will  better  fpeak  her  chafte  Defires, 

[Delivers  the  Letter. 
Than 
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Than  I  can  fancy  what  they  are,  much  lefs 
With  moving  Language  to  their  fair  Deferts 
Aptly  exprcl's  'em.     Pray  you  read,  but  with 
Compr^flion,  I  befeech  you  :  If  you  find 
The  Paper  blur'd  with  Tears  fal'n  from  her     Fyc 
While  ihe  endeavour'd  to  fct  down  that  Truth 
Her  Soul  did  diilate  to  her,  it  muft  challenge 
A  gracious  Anfwer. 

Ador.  O  the  powerful  Charms ! 
By  that  fair  Hand  writ  down  here  ;  not  like  thofe 
Which  dreadfully  pronounc'd  by  Circe^  chang'd 
UlyJJes'  Followers  into  Beafts  -,  thefe  have 
An  oppofite  Working,  I  already  feel 
But  reading  'em,  their  faving  Operations, 
And  all  thofe  lenfual,  loofe,  and  bafe  Defires, 
Which  have  too  long  ufurp'd,  and  tyranniz'd 
Over  my  Reafon,  of  themfelves  fall  off. 
Moll  happy  Metamorphofis  !    in  v/hich 
The  Film  of  Error  that  did  blind  my  Judgment 
And  feduc'd  Underftanding^  is  remov'd. 
What  Sacrifice  of  Thanks  can  I  return 

Her  pious  Charity,  that  not  alone 

Redeems  me  from  the  worfb  of  Slavery, 

The  Tyranny  of  beaftly  Appetites, 

To  which  I  long  obfequioufly  have  bow'd  ; 

But  adds  a  matchlefs  Favour,  to  receive 

A  Benefit  from  me,  nay,  puts  her  Goodnefs 

In  my  protcdlion. 

MirL  Transformed?  It  is  [JJde 

A  blelfed  Metamorphofis,  and  works 

I  know  not  how  on  me. 

Ador.   My  Joys  are  boundlefs, 

Curb'd  with  no  Limits  ;  for  her  Sake,  Mirtilla, 

Inftrudt  me  how  I  prefently  may  feal 

To  thofe  fl:rong  Bonds  of  loyal  Love,  and  Service 

Which  never  Ihall   be  cancell'd. 
Mi}-i.  She'll  become 

Your  Debtor,   Sir,  if  you  vouchfafe  to  anfwer 

Her  pure  Affection. 

Adar, 
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y^iior.  Anfwer  it,  Miriilla  ? 
With  more  than  Adoration  I  kneel  to  it. 
Tell  her,   I'll  rather  die  a  thoufand  Deaths 
Than  fail  with  Punduality  to  perform 
All  her  Commands. 

Mirt.  I  am  loft  onthis  AfTu ranee,  [Afide, 

CWhich  if  'twere  made  to  me,  I  fhould  have  Faith  in't. 
As  in  an  Oracle.    Ah  me  !)    She  prefents  you 
This  Jewel,  her  dead  Grandfire's  Gift,  in  which 
As  by  a  true  Egyptian  Hieroglyphick, 
(For  fo  I  think  ihe  call'd  it)  you  may  be 
Inftru(5led  what  her  Suit  is,  you  fhould  do. 
And  fhe  with  Joy  will  fufFer. 

Jdor.  Heaven  be  pleas'd 
To  qualify  this  Excefs  of  Happlnefs 
With  fome  Difafter,  or  I  fhall  expire 
With  a  Surfeit  of  Felicity.     With  what  Art 
The  cunning  Lapidary  hath  here  exprefs'd 
The  Rape  of  Proferpine  ;  I  apprehend 
Her  Purpofe,  and  obey  it  •,  yet  not  as 
A  helping  Friend,  but  a  Hufband,  I  will  meet 
Her  chaft  Defires  with  lawful  Heat,  and  warm 
Our  Hymenaal  Sheets  with  fuch  Delights 
As  leave  no  Sting  behind  'em. 
Mirt.  I  defpair  then.  [AJide. 

Ador.  At  the  Time  appointed,  fay  Wench,  I'l/  at- 
tend her. 
And  guard  her  from  the  Fury  of  her  Mother, 
And  all  that  dare  difturb  her. 

Mirt.  You  fpeak  well. 
And  I  believe  you. 

Ador.  Would  you  aught  elfe. 
Mirt.  I  would  carry 
Some  Love- Sign  to  her  \  and  now  I  think  on't. 
The  kind  Salute  you  offer'd  at  my  Entrance  ^ 
Hold  it  not  Impudence  that  I  defire  it, 
I'll  faithfully  deliver  it. 

Ador.  O  a  Kifs, 
You  muft  excufe  me,  I  was  then  mine  own. 

Now 
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Now  wholly  hers.     The  touch  of  other  Lips 

I  do  abjure  for  ever  ;  but  there's  Gold 

To  bind  thee  ftill  my  Advocate.  lExit. 

Mirt.  Not  a  Kifs  ? 
I  was  coy  when  it  was  offer'd,  and  now  juflly 
When  I  beg  one  am  deny'd.     What  fcorching  Fires 
My  loofe  Hopes  kindle  in  me  ?    Shall  I  be 
Falfe  to  my  Lady*s  Truft,  and  from  a  Servant 
Rile  up  her  Rival  ?  His  Words  have  bewitch'd  me. 
And  Something  I  mull  do,  but  what  ?  'Tis  yet 
An  Embrion,  and  how  to  give  it  Form, 
Alas,  I  know  not.     Pardon  me,  Calijle^ 
I  am  neareft  to  myfelf,  and  Time  will  teach  me 
To  perfeft  that  which  yet  is  undetermined. 

-SCENE     IV.     rhe  Woods, 

Enter  Claudio  and  Sevcrino. 

Claud.  You  are  Mafter  of  yourfelf  -,  yet  if  I  may. 
As  a  try'd  Friend  in  my  Love  and  Affeftion, 
And  a  Servant  in  my  Duty,  fpeak  my  Thoughts 
Without  OiFence,  i'th'  Way  of  Counfel  to  you  j 
I  could  alledge,  and  truly,  that  your  Purpofe 
r^r  Naples,  cover'd  with  a  thin  Difguife, 
Is  full  of  Danger. 

Sever.  Danger,  Claudio  ? 
'Tis  here,  and  every  where  our  forc'd  Companion  ; 
The  rifing  and  the  fetting  Sun  beholds  us 
Inviron'd  with  it ;  our  whole  Life  a  Journey. 
Ending  in  certain  Ruin. 

Claud.  Yet  we  fhould  not, 
Howe'er  befieg'd,  deliver  up  our  Fort 
Of  Life,  till  it  be  forc'd. 

Sever.  'Tis  fo  indeed 
By  wifeil:  M^n  concluded,  which  we  Ihould 
Obey  as  Chriflians  -,  but  when  I  confider 
How  different  the  Progrefs  of  our  Adlions 
Are  from  Religion,  nay,  Morality, 

I  cannot 
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I  cannot  find  in  Reafon,  why  we  fhould 
Be  fcrupulous  that  Way  only,  or  like  Meteors 
Blaze  torth  prodigious  Terrors,  till  our  Stuff 
Be  utterly  confum'd,  which  once  put  out. 
Would  bring  Security  unto  ourfelves. 
And  Safety  unto  thofe  we  prey  upon. 
O  Claudio !  fince  by  this  fatal  Hand 
The  Brother  of  my  Wife,  bold  MontedarOy 
Was  left  dead  in  the  Field,  and  I  profcrib'd 
After  my  Flight,  by  the  Juftice  of  the  King, 
My  Being  hath  been  but  a  living  Death, 
With  a  continued  Torture. 

Claud.  Yet  in  that 
\  ou  do  delude  their  bloody  Violence 
That  do  purfue  your  Life. 

Sever.  While  I  by  rapines 
Live  terrible  to  others  as  myfelf. 
What  one  Hour  can  we  challenge  as  our  own 
(Unhappy  as  we  are)  yielding  a  Beam 
Of  Comfort  to  us  ^    Qiiiet  Night  that  brings 
Refb  to  the  Labourer,  is  the  Outlaw's  Day, 
In  v/hich  he  rifes  early  to  do  Wrong, 
And  when  his  Work  is  ended,  dares  not  fleep  : 
Our  Time  is  fpent  in  Watches  to  intrap 
Such  as  v/ould  fhun  us,  and  to  hide  ourfelves 
From  the  Minifters  of  Juftice,  that  would  bring  us 
To  the  Correction  of  the  Law.     O  Claudio  ! 
Is  this  a  Life  to  be  prefeiv'd,  and  at 
So  dear  a  Rate  ?    But  why  hold  I  Difcourfe 
On  this  fad  Subject,  fince  it  is  a  Burthen 
We  are  mark'd  to  bear,    and  not  to  be  fhook  off 
But  with  our  human  Frailty  ?    In  the  Change 
Of  Dangers  there's  feme  Delight,    and  therefore 
I  am  relbly'd  for  Naples. 

Claud.  May  you   meet  there 
All  Comforts  that  fo  fair  and  chafle  a  Wife 
(As  Fame  proclaims  her  without  Parallel) 
Can  yield  to  eafe  your  Sorrows. 
Sever.  I  much  thank  you  j 

Yet 
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Yet  you  may  Ipare  thofe  Wifhes,   which  with  Joy 
I  have  prov'd  Certainties,    and  from  their  Want 
Her  Excellencies  take  Luftre. 

Claud.  Ere  you  go  yet. 
Some  Charge  unto  your  'Squires  not  to  fly  out 
Beyond  their  Bounds,  were  not  impertinent : 
For  though  that  with  a  Look  you  can  command  'em. 
In  your  Abfence  they'll  be  headftrong. 

Sever,  'Tis  well  thought  on, 
I'll  touch  my  Horn,  they  know  my  Call,    {Blows-  his 

Claud.  And  will,  as  loon  as  heard,  Horu. 

Make  in  to't  from  all  Quarters, 
As  the  Flock  to  the  Shepherd's  Whiftle. 

Enter  Six  Banditti. 

1  Bandit.  What's  your  Will  ? 

2  Bandit.  Hail  Sovereign  of  thefe  Woods, 

3  Bandit.  We  lay  our  Lives  at  your  Highnels' Feet. 

4  Bandit.  And  will  confefs  no  King, 

Nor  Laws,  but  what  come  from  your  Mouth  \    and 

thofe 
We  gladly  will  fubfcribe  to. 

Sever.  Make  this  good 
In  my  Abfence  to  my  Subftitute,  to  whom 
Pay  all  Obedience  as  to  myfelf ; 
The  Breach  of  this  in  one  Particular 
I  will  feverely  puniih  ;  on  your  Lives 
Remember  upon  whom  with  our  Allowance 
You  may  fecurely  prey,  with  fuch  as  are 
Exempted  from  your  Fury. 

Claud.  'Twere  not  amifs, 
If  you  pleafe,  to  help  their  Memory  ;  befides, 
Here  are  fome  newly  initiated. 

Sever.  To  thefe 
Read  you  the  Articles  :  I  muft  be  gone. 
Claudia,  farewel.  \^Exit  Severino. 

Claud.  May  your  Return  be  fpeedy. 

1  Bandit.  Silence  ;  out  with  your  Table-Books. 

2  Bandit.  And  obferve. 

Vol.  IV.  D  Claud. 
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Claud.  The  Cormorant  that  lives  in  Expetflation 
Of  a  long  wiili'd-for  Dearth,  and  fmilirig  grinds 
The  Faces  of  the  Poor,  you  may  make  Spoil  of , 
Kv'n  Theft  to  fuch  is  Juflice. 

3  BaudiL  He's  in  my  Tables, 

Claud.  The  grand  Inclofer  of  the  Com.mons,  for 
His  private  Profit  or  DeTight,  "with  all 
His  Herds  that  graze  upon't  are  lawful  Prize. 

4  Bandit.  And  we  v/ill  bring ''em  in,  akho*  the  Devil 
Stood  roaring  by,  to  guard  'cm.. 

Claud.  If  a  Ulurer, 
Greedy  at  his  own  Price,  to  make  a  Purchafe, 
Taking  Advantage  upon  Bond,  or  Morti_,age, 
From  a  Prodigal,  pafs  through  our  Territories, 
Pche  Way  of  Cuilom,  or  of  Tribute  to  us, 
You  may  eafe  him  of  his  Burthen. 
.  2  Ba'ridit.  Wholfome  Doflrine. 
Claud.  Bulkier?,  of  Iron  Mills  that  grub  up  Forefts, 
With  Timber  Trees  for  Shipping. 

I  Bandit.   May  we  not  have  a  Touch  at  Lawyers  ? 
Claud.  By  no  Means  ;  they  may 
Too  foon  have  a  Gripe  at  us  j    they  are  angry  Hornets, 
Not  to  be  jefted  with. 

3  Bandit.  This  is  not  fo  well. 
Claud.  The  Owners  of  dark  Shops  that  vent  their 
Wares 
With  Perjuries  -,  cheating  Vintners  not  contented 
"With  half  in  half  in  their  Reckonings,  yet  cry  out 
When  they  find  their  Guefts  want  Coin,  'tis  late  and 

Bed-Time  ; 
Thefe  ranfack  at  your  Pleafures. 

3  Bandit.  How  fliall  we  know  'em  ? 
Claud.  If  they  walk  on  Foot,  by  their  Rat-colour'd 
Stockings. 
And  fiiining  Shoes.     If  Hoffemen  by  fhort  Boots, 
And  riding  Furniture  of  feveral  Counties. 
2  Bandit.  Not  one  of  the  Lift  efcapes  us. 
Claud.  But  for  Scholars, 
Whole  Wealth  lies  in  their  Heads,  and  not  their  Pockets, 

Soldiers 
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Soldiers  that  have  bled  in  their  Country's  Service ; 
The  Rent  rack'd  Farmer,  needy  Market  Folks  j 
The  fweaty  Labourer,  Carriers  that  tranfport 
The  Goods  of  other  Men,  are  privileg'd  : 
But  above  all,  let  none  prefume  to  ofier 
Violence  to  Women  -,  for  our  King  hath  fworn. 
Who  that  Way's  a  Delinquent,  without  Mercy, 
Hangs  for't  by  martial  Law. 

Omnes.  Long  live  Severino^ 
And  periih  all  kich  Cullions  as  repine 
At  his  new  Monarchy. 

,  Claud.  About  your  Bufinefs, 
That  he  may  find  at  his  Return  good  Caufe 
To  praile  your  Care  and  Dilcipline. 

Omnes.  We'll  not  fail.  Sir,  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Monteclaro  and  Calypfo. 

Mont.  Thou  art  fure  miftaken  -,  'tis  not  pofllble 
That  I  can  be  the  Man   thou  art  employ'd  to. 

.  Calyp.  Not  you  the  Man  ?  You  are  the  Man  of  Men, 
And  fuch  another,  in  my  Lady's  Eye, 
Never  to  be  difcover'd. 

Mont.  A  meer  Stranger  newly  arriv'd  ? 

Calyp.  Still  the  more  probable. 
Since  Ladies,  as  you  know,  affecft  (Irange  Daintie?, 
And  brought  far  to  'em.     This  is  not  an  Age 
In  which  Saints  live,  but  Women,  knowing  Women, 
That  underftand  thmr  fum?nH?n  bomim  is 
Variety  of  Pleafures  in  the  Touch, 
Deriv'd  from  fcveral  Nations  •,  and  if  Men 
Would  be  wife  by  their  Example. 

Mont.  As  molt  are.     'Tis  a  coupling  Age  ! 

Calyp.  Why,  Sir,  do  Gallants  travel  .? 
Anfwer  that  Queftion,  but  at  their  Return 
With  Wonder  to  the  Hearers,   to  difcourfe  of 
The  Garb  and  Difference  in  foreign  Feniales, 
As  the  lufty  Girl  of  France,  the  fober  German, 
The  plump  Dutch  Fro,  tlie  ftatcly  Dame  of  Spain, 
The  Roman  Libertine,  and  fpriteful  Tufcan, 

D  2  The 


3^  THE    GUARDIAN./ 

The  merry  Greek,  Fe?jeiian  Courtefan, 

The  EnglljJj  fair  Companion,  that  learns  fomething 

From  every  Nation,  and  will  fly  at  all. 

I  lay  again,  the  Difference  betwixt  thefe 

And  their  own  Country  Gameilers. 

Mont.  Aptly  urg'd. 
Some  make  that  their  main  End  ;  but  may  I  afk 
Without  Offence  to  your  Gravity,  by  what  Title 
Your  Lady  that  invites  me  to  her  Favours, 
Is  known  in  the  City. 

Calyp.  If  you  were  a  true-born  Monfieur, 
You  would  do  the  Bufinefs  firft,  and  afl<:  that  after. 
If  you  only  truck  with  her  Title,  I  fhall  hardly 
Delerve  Thanks  for  my  Travel  j  fhe  is,  Sir, 
No  (ingle  Ducat  Trader,  nor  a  Beldam 
So  frozen  up,  that  a  Fever  cannot  thaw  her  ; 
No  Lionefs  by  her  Breath. 

Mont.  Leave  thefe  Impertinencies, 
And  come  to  the  Matter. 

Calyp.  Would  you  be  wou'd  as  forward 
When  you  draw  for  the  Upfhot .?  She  is,  Sir,  a  Lady, 
A  rich,  fair,  well-complexion'd,  and  what  is 
Not  frequent  among  Vcrius^  Votaries, 
Upon  my  Credit,  which  good  Men  have  trufted  ; 
A  found  and  wholfome  Lady,  and  her  Name  is 
Madona  Jolante. 
Mint.  Jolante. 
I  have  heard  of  her  •,  for  Chaftity,  and  Beauty, 
The  Wonder  of  the  Age. 

Calyp,  Pray  you,  not  too  much 
Of  Chaftity  j  Fair  and  free  I  do  fubfcribe  to, 
And  fo  you'll  find  her. 

Mont.  Come,  y'are  a  bafe  Creature, 
And  covering  your  foul  Ends  with  her  fair  Name, 
Give  me  jult  Reaibrr  to  fufped  you  have 
A  Plot  upon  my  Life. 

Cdyp.  A  Plot !    Very  fine  ! 
Nay,  'tis  a  dangerous  one  ;  pray  you  beware  of  t, 
*Tis  cunningly  contrived,  I  plot  to  bring  you 

A  Foot 
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A  Foot,  with  the  Travel  of  fome  forty  Paces, 

To  thofe  DcHghts,  which  a  Man  not  made  of  Snow, 

Would  ride  a  thoufand  Miles  for.      You  Ihall  be 

Receiv'd  at  a  Poflern  Door,  if  you  be  not  cautious. 

By  one  whole  Touch  would  make  old  Nejtor  young. 

And  cure  his  Hernia,     A  terrible  Plot ! 

A  Kifs  then  ravifli'd  from  you  by  fuch  Lips 

As  flow  with  Ne5lar^  a  juicy  Palm  more  precious 

Than  the  fam'd  Sybillah  Bough,  to  guide  you  fafe 

Through  Mills  of  Perfumes  to  a  glorious  Room, 

Where  Jove  might  feaft  his  Juno  ;  a  dire  Plot. 

A  Banquet  PU  not  mention,  that  is  common  : 

But  I  mull  not  forget  to  make  the  Plot 

More  horrid  to  you.     The  retiring  Bower, 

So  furnilTi'd  as  might  force  the  Perfians  Envy, 

The  Silver  bathing  Tub,  the  Cambrick  Rubbers, 

Th'embroider'd  Quilt,  a  Bed  of  Goflamire, 

And  Damafk  Roles ;  a  meer  Powder  Plot 

To  blow  you  up  ;  and  laft,  a  Bed-fellow, 

7^0  whole  rare  Entertainment  all  thefe  are 

But  Foils  and  Settings  off. 

Mont.  No  more,  her  Breath 
Would  warm  an  Eunuch. 

Calyp.  I  knew  I  fhould  heat  you, 
Now  he  begins  to  glow. 

Mont.  I  am  Flelh  and  Blood, 
And  I  were  not  Man,  if  I  fhould  not  run  the  Hazard, 
Had  I  no  other  Ends  in't.     I  have  confider'd 
Your  Motion,  Matron. 

Calyp.  My  Plot,  Sir,  on  your  Life, 
For  which  I  am  defervedly  fufpedled 
For  a  bafe  and  dangerous  Woman.   Fare  you  well,  Sir, 
I'll  be  bold  to  take  my  Leave. 

Mont.  I  will  alono;  too 
Come,  pardon  my  Sufpicion,   I  confels 
My  Error  ;  and  eying  you  better,  I  perceive 
There's  Nothing  that  is  ill  that  can  flow  from  you. 
I  am  fcrious,  and  for  Proof  of  it  Pll  purchafe 
Jour  good  Opinion. 

D  ^  Calyf, 
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Ccilyp.  I  am  gentle  natur'd, 
And  can  forget  a  greater  Wrong  upon 
Such  Terms  ol"  Satisfaftion. 

Mont.  What's  the  Hour  ? 

Cnlyp.  Twelve. 

Mont.  I'll  not  raifs  a  Minute. 

Calyp,  I  ihali  find  you  at  your  Lodging  ? 

Mont.  Certainly  -,  return  my  Service, 
And  for  me  kils  your  -Lady's  Hands. 

Calyp,  At  Twelve  I'll  be  your  Convoy. 

Mont.  I  defire  no  better.  [Exeunt^ 

ACT     III.       SCENE    L 

Enter  Durazzo,  Caldoro,  Servant. 
Dur.  T 1  T  A  L  K  the  Horfes  down  the  Hill ;  I  have 

To  fpeak  in  private. 

Cald.  Good  Sir,  no  more  Anger, 
Duraz.  Love  do  you  call  it  ?   Madnefs,  wilful  Mad-^ 
nefs ; 
And  fince  I  cannot  cure  it,  I  would  have  you 
Exaclly  mad.     You  are  a  Lover  already. 
Be  a  Drunkard  too,  and  after  turn  Imail  Poet, 
And  then  you  are  mad  Katexikene,  the  Madman. 
Ciild.  Such  as  are  fafe  on  Shore  may  fmile  at  Tem» 
pefts. 
But  I  that  am  embark'd,  and  every  Minute 
Exped  a  Shipwreck,  relilh  not  your  Mirth  j 
To  m.e  it  is  unfeafonable. 

Duraz.  Pleafmg  Viands 
Are  made  fharp  by  fick  Palates.    I  affed 
A  handfome  Miftrcfs  in  my  grey  Beard,  as  well 
As  any  Boy  of  you  ail  j  and  on  good  Terms 

Will 
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Will  venture  as  far  i'th'  Fire,  fo  fhe  be  willing 

To  entcrcain  me  j  but  e'er  I  would  doac, 

As  you  do,  where  there  is  no  flattering  Hope 

Ever  t'enjoy  her,  I  vv\.uld  forrwcar  Wine, 

And  kil!  this  luicherous  Itch  with  drinking  Water, 

Or  live  like  a  Carthufian  on  Poor-John, 

Then  bathe  myfelf.  Night  by  Night,  in  Marble  Dew, 

And  uib  no  Soap  but  Camphire-Balls. 

Cald.  You  may, 
(And  I  rnuft  iuffer  it)  like  a  rough  Surgeon, 
Apply  thefe  burning  Cauflicks  to  my  Wounds, 
Already  gangreen'd,  when  foft  Unguents  would 
Better  expreis  an  Uncle,  with  fome  Feeling 
Of  his  Nephew's  Torments. 

Diiraz.   I  fhall  melt,  and  cannot 
Hold  out  if  he  whim.per.     O  that  this  young  Fellow, 
Who  on  my  Knowledge  is  able  to  beat  a  Man, 
Should  be  baffled  by  this  Wind  imagin'd  Boy, 
Or  fear  his  3ird-Bolts. 

Cald.  Y'ave  put  yourfelf  already 
To  too  much  Trouble  in  bringing  me  thus  far : 
Now,  if  you  pleafe,  with  your  good  Wifhes,  leave  me 
To  my  hard  Fortunes. 

Duraz.  I'll  forfake  myfelf  firfb. 
Leave  thee  ?  I  cannot,  will  not ;  thou  Ilialt  have 
No  Caufe  to  be  weary  of  my  Company,  ^^ 

For  I'll  be  ufeful,  and  e'er  I  fee  thee  perifli, 
j^ifpenfing  with  my  Dignity  and  Candour, 
I  vvill  do  Something  for  thee,   though  it^voui? 
Of  the  old  'Squire  of  Troy.     As  we  ride,  we  will 
Confulr  of  ihe'Means  :    Bear  up. 

Cal.   I  cannot  fink. 
Having  your  noble  Aids  to  buoy  me  up  -, 
There \vas  never  fuch  a  Guardian. 

Dur.   How's    this  ? 
Stale  Compliments  to  me  ?  When  my  W^ork's  done. 
Commend  th'Artificcr,  and  then  be  thankful,  [^^^'ff";; 

D  4  ?  C  E  r>  E 
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S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Califte  (richly  habited)  and  Mirtilk  (in  her 
firjl  Gown.) 

Calijl.  How  doeft  thou  like  my  Gown  ? 
Mirt.  'Tis  Rich  and  Courtlike. 
CaliJl.  The  Dreflings  too  are  luitable  ? 
Mirt.  I  muft  fay  lo, 
Or  you  might  blame  my  want  of  Care. 

Calijl.  My  Mother 
Little  Dreams  of  my  intended  Flight,  or  that 
Thefe  are  my  nuptial  Ornaments. 
Mirt.  I  hope  lb. 

Caliji.  How  dully  thou  replieft !  thou  doft  not  envy 
'Jdorio's  noble  Change,  or  the  good  Fortune 
That  it  brings  to  me  ? 

Mirt.  My  Endeavours 
That  Way  can  anfwer  for  me. 

Calift.  True,  you  have  difcharged 
A  faithful  Servant's  Duty,  and  it  is 
By  me  rewarded  like  a  liberal  Miftrefs : 
I  fpeak  it  not  to  upbraid  you  with  my  Bounties, 
T ho'  they  deferve  more  Thanks  and  Ceremony 
Than  you  have  yet  exprefs'd. 
Mirt.  The  Miferies  which 
From  your  Happinefs  I  am  furc  to  fufFer, 
Reftrain  my  forward  Tongue  ;  and  gentle,  Madam^ 
Excufe  my  Weaknefs,  though  I  do  appear 
A  little  daunted  with  the  heavy  Burthen 
I  am  to  undergo  :  When  you  are  fafe. 
My  Dangers  like  to  roaring  Torrents  will 
Gufh  in  upon  me  j  yet  I  would  endure 
Your  Mother's  Cruelty  i  but  how  to  bear 
Your  Abfence,  in  the  very  Thought  confounds  me  : 
Since  we  were  Children,  I  have  lov'.d  and  ferv'd  yo;u, 
i  willingly  learn'd  to  obey,  as  you 
Grew  up  to  Knowledge,  that  you  might  command  me  5 

And 


THE    GUARDIAN  41 

And  now  to  be  divorc'd  from  all  my  Comforts, 
Can  this  be  borne  with  Patience  ? 

Calijl.  Theileceflity 
Of  my  ftrange  Fate  commands  it  •,  but  I  vow 
By  my  Jdcrio's  Love,  I  pity  thee. 

Miri.  Pity  me.  Madam  !  a  cold  Charity : 
You  mufl:  do  more,  and  help  me. 

Calif}.  Ha !  what  laid  you  ? 
I  muft  ?  Is  this  fit  Language  for  a  Servant  ? 

MirL  For  one  that  would  continue  your  poor  Servant^ 
And  cannot  live  that  Day  in  which  fhe  is 
Deny*d  to  be  fo  :  Can  Mirtilla  fit 
Mo'^rning  alone,  imagining  thole  Pleafures 
Which  you  this  blefil'd  Hymeneal  Night 
Enjoy  in  the  Embraces  of  your  Lord, 
And  my  Lord  too  in  being  your's  (already 
As  fuch  I  love  and  honour  him)  ihall  a  Stranger 
Sew  you  in  a  Sheet  to  guard  that  Maidenhead 
You  muft  pretend  to  keep,  (and  'twill  become  you.) 
Shall  another  do  thole  bridal  Offices 
Which  Time  will  not  permit  to  remember. 
And  I  pine  here  with  Envy  ?  Pardon  me, 
I  muft  and  will  be  pardon'd,  for  xiiy  PalTions 
Are  in  Extremes,  and  ufe  fome  fpeedy  Means 
That  I  may  go  along  with  you,  and  fiiare 
In  thole  Delights,  but  with  becoming  Diftance  : 
Or  by  his  Life,  which  as  a  Saint  you  fwear  by, 
I  will  difcover  all. 

Calijl.  Thou  canft  not  be 
So  treacherous  and  cruel,  in  deftroying 
The  Building  thou  haft  rais'd. 

Mirt.  Pray  you  do  not  tempt  me. 
For  'tis  refolv'd. 

Calijl.   I  know  not  what  to  think  ot't. 
In  the  Difcovery  of  my  Secrets  to  her, 
I  have  made  my  Slave  my  Miftrefs,  I  muft  footh  her. 
There's  no  Evafion  elfc.  \afide.'\     Pry  thee,  Mirtilla, 
Be  not  fo  violent,  I  am  ftrangely  taken 

With 
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With  thy  Aife<5lion  for  me,  'twas  my  Purpofe 
To  have  thee  fent  for. 

Mirt.  When  ? 

Crlijl.  This  very  Night, 
And  I  vow  deeply  I  fliall  be  no  fooner 
In  the  defir'd  Poiicffion  of  my  I.ord  -, 
But  by  fome  of  his  Servants  I  will  have  thee 
Convey 'd  unto  us. 

Mirt.  Should  you  break  ? 

Calijl.  I  dare  not  : 
Come,  clear  thy  Looks,  for  inflantly  we'll  prepare 
For  our  Departure. 

Mirt.  Pray  you,  forgive  my  Boldnefs, 
Growincy  from  my  Excefs  of  Zeal  to  ferve  you. 

Calift.  I  thank  thee  for't. 

Mirt,  You'll  keep  your  Word. 

Caliji,  Still  doubtful 

Mirt.   'Twas  this  I  aim'd  at,  and  leave  the  refl  to 
jFortune.  {_Excunt. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Adorlo,     Camillo,    Lentulo,    Donato,    Carlo 

and  Servants. 

Ador.  Hafte  you  unto  my  Villa,  and  take  all 
Provifion  along  with  you  •,  and  for  Ufe 
A.nd  Ornament,  the  Shortnefs  of  the  Time 
Can  furnirti  you  •,  let  my  bed  Plate  be  fet  out. 
And  coftlieft  Plangings,  and  iPt  be  pofTible 
With  a  merry  Dance  to  entertain  the  Bride, 
Provide  an  Epithalamium. 

Car.  Truft  me  for  Belly  Timber,  and  for  a  Song  I 
have 
A  Paper  Blurrer  ;  who  on  all  Occafions, 
For  all  Times,  and  all  Seafons,  hath  fuch  Trinkets 
Ready  i'the  Deck.     It  is  but  altering 
The  Names,  and  they  will  ferve  for  any  Bride, 
Or  Bridegroom  in  the  Kingdom. 

Adcri. 
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Ador.  But  for  the  Dance  ? 

Car.  I  will  make  one  myfelf,  and  foot  it  finely. 
And  fummoning  your  Tenants  at  my  Drefler, 
Which  is  indeed  my  Drum,     Make  a  rare  Choice 
Of  th'able  Youth,  llich  as  fweat  fufficiently. 
And  fmell  too,  but  not  of  Amber,  which  you  know  is 
The  Grace  of  the  Country-Hall. 

Adcr.  About  it,  Cario^  and  look  you  be  careful. 

Car.  For  mine  own  Credit,  Sir.  [£.v//, 

Ador.  Now, 
Noble  Friends,    confirm  your  Loves,   and  think  not 
Of  the  Penalty  of  the  Law,  that  does  forbid 
The  Healing  away  an  Heir.     I  will  fecure  you. 
And  pay  the  Breach  oft. 

Cam.  Tell  us  what  we  fhall  do. 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter. 

Ador.  Pray  you  be  careful 
To  keep  the  Weft  Gate  of  the  City  open. 
That  our  Paffage  may  be  free,  and  Bribe  the  Watch 
With  any  fum  ;  this  is  all. 

Don.  A  dangerous  Bufinefs. 

Cam.    I'll   make  the  Conftable,  Watch  and  Porter 
drunk. 
Under  a  Crown. 

Lent.  And  then  you  may  pafs  while  they  fnore. 
Though  you  had  done  a  Murder. 

Cam.  Get  but  your  Miftrefs, 
And  leave  the  reft  to  us. 

Ador.  You  much  engage  me. 
But  I  forget  myfelf. 

Cam.   Pray  you  in  what.  Sir  ? 

Ador.  Yielding  too  much  to  my  Afteflion, 
Though  lav.'ful  now,  m.y  wounded  Reputation 
And  Honour  fufFer  :  The  Difgrace  in  taking 
A  Blow  in  public  from  Caldoro^  branded 
With  the  infamous  Mark  of  Coward,  in  delaying 
To  right  myfelf,  upon  my  Cheek  grows  freflicr. 
That's  firft  to  be  confider'd. 

Cam: 
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C^m.  If  you  dare 
Truft  my  Opinion,  (yet  I  have  had 
Some  Pradlice  and  Experience  in  Duels) 
You  are  too  tender  that  Way  :  Can  you  anfwer 
The  Debt  you  owe  your  Honour,    till  you  meet 
Your  Enemy  from  whom  you  may  exa6t  it  ? 
Hath  he  not  left  the  City,  and  in  Fear 
Conceal'd  himfelf,  for  ought  I  can  imagine  ? 
What  would  you  more  i 

Ador.  I  fnould  do. 

Cam.  Never  think  on^t. 
Till  fitter  Time,  and  Place  invite  you  to  it. 
I  have  read  Caravza,  and  find  not  in  his  Grammar  * 
Of  Quarrels,  that  the  injur'd  Man  is  bound 
To  feek  for  Reparation  at  an  Hour  -, 
But  may,  and  without  Lofs,  till  he  hath  fettled 
More  ferious  Occafions  that  import  him. 
For  a  Day  or  two  defer  it. 

Jdor.  You'll  fubfcribe 
Your  Hand  to  this  ? 

Cam.  And  juftify't  witii  my  Life, 
Frefume  upon't. 

Jdor.  On  then,  you  fhall  over-rule  me.       [Exetmf^ 

SCENE     IV, 

Enter  Jolante  and  Calypfo. 

JoL  I'll  give  thee  a  golden  Tongue,    and  have  it 
hung  up 
O'er  thy  Tomb  for  a  Monument. 

Calyp. 

5  /  ^a've  read  Caranza,  and  find  not  in  his  Grammar, 

This  makes  good  the  Charaftcr  of  the  Age,  in  which  they 
fought  Duels  by  the  Book. 

Carar.za  Wns  an  Author  who  wrote  a  Treatife  on  the  Duello  :  He 
is  often  mentioned  by  FUchir  with  Ridicule,  and  by  Ben  John/on  in 
lie  Kt'-M  lug. 
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Cahp.  I  am  not  prepar'd  yet 
To  leave  the  World  •,  there  are  many  good  Pranks 
I  muft  difpatch  in  this  Kind  before  I  die  : 
And  I  had  rather,  if  your  Honour  pleafe, 
Have  the  Crowns  in  my  Purfe. 

Jol.  Take  that. 

Calyp.  Magnificent  Lady  ! 
May  you  live  long,  and  every  Moon  love  Change. 
That  I  may  have  frefh  Employment.  You  know  what 
Remains  to  be  done. 

Jol.  Yes,  yes,  I  will  command 
My  Daughter  and  Mirtilla  to  their  Chamber. 

Calyp.  And  lock  'em  up  :  Such  liquorifh  Kitlings 
are  not 
To  be  trufted  with  our  Cream,  E'er  I  go,  Pll  help  you 
To  fet  forth  the  Banquet,  and  place  the  candid  Eringo's 
Where  he  may  be  fure  to  tafte  'em.  Then  undrefs  you. 
For  thefe  Things  are  cumberfome,  when  you  fliould  be 

a6live  : 
A  thing  Night  Mantle  to  hide  part  of  your  Smock, 
With  your  Pearl  embroider'd  Pantophles  on  your  Foef, 
And  then  you  are  arm'd  for  Service  ;  nay,  no  trifling. 
We  are  alone,  and  you  know  'tis  a  Point  of  Folly 
To  be  coy  to  eat,  when  Meat  is  let  before  you. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Adorio  and  Servant, 

Jdor.  'Tis  Eleven  by  my  Watch,  the  Hour  appointed. 
Liftea  at  the  Door  •, — hear'ft  thou  any  ftirring  ? 

Serv.  No  Sir,  all's  filent  here. 

Adcr.  Some  curfed  Bufmefs  keeps 
Fler  Mother  up.     Pll  walk  a  little  Circle, 
And  fhev/  where  you  Iliall  wait  us  with  tiie  Horfes, 
And  then  return.     This  fliort  Delay  afRiclis  me, 
And  I  prefumc,  to  her  it  is  not  pleafing.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

Enter  Durazzo  and  Caldoro. 

Dur.  What's  now  to  be  done  ?  Prythee  let's  to  Bed, 
I  am  fleepy. 
And  here's  my  Hand  on*t  without  more  ado. 
By  fair  or  foul  Play,  we'll  have  her  to  Morrow 
In  thy  PoiTeflion. 

Cald.  Good  Sir,  give  me  leave 
To  tafte  a  little  Comfort  in  beholding 
The  Place  by  her  fweet  Prefence  fandlify'd. 
She  may  perhaps  to  take  air,  ope  the  Cafemcnt, 
And  looking  out,  a  new  Star  to  be  gaz'd  on 
By  me  with  Adoration,  blefs  thefe  Eyes. 
Ne'er  happy  but  when  fhe  is  made  the  Object. 

Dtir.  Is  not  here  fine  fooling  ? 

Caldo.  Thou  great  Queen  of  Love, 
Or  real  or  imagin'd,  be  propitious 
To  me  thy  faithful  Votary  ;  and  I  vow 
T'erecl  a  Statue  to  thee  equal  to 
Thy  Pifture  by  Jpelksh  fkilful  Hand, 
Left  as  the  great  Example  of  his  Art ; 
And  on  thy  Thigh  I'll  hang  a  golden  Cupid, 
His  Torches  flaming,  and  his  Quiver  full, 
For  farther  Llonour. 

Bur.  End  this  waking  Dream,  and  let's  away. 

Enter  Califte  and  Mirtilla. 

:XaliJi.  Mirtilla  I 

Cald.  'Tis  her  Voice. 

Califi.  You  heard  the  Horfes  footing. 

Mirt.  Certainly. 

Califi.  Speak  low,  my  Lord  Adorio„ 

Cald.  I  am  dumb. 

Bur.  The  Darknefs  friend  us  too, 
Moft  honour'd  Madam, 
Adorio^  your  Servant. 
•     Califi.  As  you  are  fo, 
I  do  command  your  Silence  till  v/e  are 

Further 
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Farther  remov'd  •,  and  let  this  Kifs  afTure  you, 
(\  thank  the  fable  Night  that  hides  my  Blulheb) 
I  am  wholly  yours. 

Dur.  Forward  you  Michcr. 

Mtrt.  Madam,  think  on  Mirtilla.  [Goes  in. 

Dur.  I'll  not  now  enquire 
The  Myftery  of  this,  but  blefs  kind  Fortune 
Favouring  us  beyond  our  Hopes  :  yet  now  I  think  on't, 
I  had  ever  a  lucky  Hand  in  fuch  Smock  Night- work. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Adorio  afid  Servant. 

jidor.    This  Slownefs  does  amaze  me ;    (he's  not 
alter'd 
In  her  late  Refolution. 

[Within  Jolant.']  Get  you  to  Bed, 
And  ftir  not  on  your  Life,  till  I  command  you. 

Jdor.  Her  Mother's  Voice !   Liften. 

Serv.  Here  comes  the  Daughter. 

Enter  Mirtilla. 

Mirt.   Whither  fliall  I  flie  for  Succour  ^ 
Ador.  To  thefe  Arms,  your  Caftle  of  Defence,  im- 
pregnable, 
And  not  to  be  blown  up.     How  your  Heart  beats  ! 
Take  Comfort,  dear  Calijle^  you  are  now 
In  his  Prote6tion  that  will  ne'er  forfake  you, 
Adcrio :  Your  chang'd  Adorio  fwears 
By  your  befb  Self,  an  Oath  he  dares  not  break, 
He  loves  you,  loves  you  in  a  noble  Way, 
Flis  Conilancy  firm  as  the  Poles  of  Heaven. 
I  will  urge  no  Reply,  Silence  becomes  you, 
And  I'll  defer  theMufic  of  your  Voice 
Till  we  are  in  a  Place  of  Safety. 

Mirt.  O  bleft  Error  1  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Severino. 

'TIs  Midnight :  How  my  Fears  of  certain  Death 
Being  furpriz'd,  combat  with  my  ftrong  Hopes 
Rais'd  on  my  chafte  Wife's  Goodnefs !  I  am  grown 
A  Stranger  in  this  City,  and  no  Wonder 
I  have  too  long  been  fo  unto  myfelf : 
Grant  me  a  little  Truce,  my  troubled  Soul, 
I  hear  fome  Footing,  ha  ! 

Enter  Monteclaro  and  Calypfo. 

Calyp.  That  is  the  Houfe, 
And  there's  the  Key  :  You'll  find  my  Lady  ready 
To  entertain  you  :  'Tis  not  fit  I  fhould 
Stand  gaping  by  while  you  bill :  I  have  brought  you  on». 
Charge  home,  and  come  ofi^  with  Honour.  [Etdt, 

Sever.  It  makes  this  Way. 

Motit.  I  am  much  troubled,  and  know  not  what  to 
think 
Of  this  Defign. 

Sever.  It  ftill  comes  on. 

Mont.  The  Watch !  I  am  betray 'd. 

Sever.  Should  I  now  appear  fearful 
It  would  difcover  me  •,  there  is  no  retiring, 
My  Confidence  muft  proteft  me,  I'll  appear 
As  if  I  walk'd  the  Round.     Stand. 

Mont.  I  am  loft. 

Sever.  The  Word  ? 

Mont.  Pray  you  forbear  •,  I  am  a  Stranger, 
And  mifiin^,  this  dark  fiormy  Night,  my  Way 
To  my  Lodging,  you  (hall  do  a  courteous  Office 
To  guide  me  to't. 

Sever.  Do  you  think  I  Hand  here  for  a  Page  or  a 
Porter  } 

Mont.  Good  Sir,  gro\v  not  fo  high, 
I  can  juftify  my  being  abroad  j  I  am 

No 
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No  pilfering  Vagabond,  and  what  you  are 

Stands  yet  in  Suppofition  ;  and  I  ciiargc  you 

If  you  are  an  Officer,  bring  me  bel'ore  your  Captain ; 

For  if  you  do  aflault  me,  tho'  not  in  iear 

Of  what  you  can  do  alone,  I  will  cry  Murder 

And  raife  the  Streets. 

Sever,  Before  my  Captain,  ha  ? 
And  bring  my  Head  to  the  Block.     Would  we  were 

parted, 
I  have  greater  Caufe  to  fear  the  Watch  than  he.  [^afide. 

Mont.  Will  you  do  your  Duty  .'' 

Sever.   I  mull  dole  with  him  : 
Truth,  Sir,   whatever  you  are,  (yet  by  your  Language 
1  guefs  you  a  Gentleman)  I'll  not  ufe  the  Rigour 
Of  my  Place  upon  you  ;  only  quit  this  Street, 
For  your  Stay  here  will  be  dangerous,  and  good  Night. 

Mont.  The  like  to  you.  Sir  ;  I'Jl  grope  out  my  Way 
As  well  as  I  can.  O  damn'dBawd  I    fare  you  well,  Sir. 

\^Exit  Monteclaro. 

Sever.  I  am  glad  he's  gone ;  there  is  a  fecret  Faflagc 
Unknown  to  my  Wife,  through  which  this  Key  will 

guide  me 
To  her  delired  Embraces,  which  mufb  be. 
My  Prefence  being  beyond  her  Hopes,  mofl:  welcome, 

lExit, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  Jolante   (with  a  rich  Banquet  and  Tapers)  (in  a 
Chair,  i^ehind  a  Curtain.) 

JcL    I  am  full  of  perplexed  Thoughts :  Imperious 
Blood, 
Thou  only  art  a  Tyrant :  Judgment,  Reafon, 
To  whatfoever  thy  Edi(5ls  proclaim. 
With  vaiTal  Fear  fublc;  ibe  againit  themfelves. 
I  am  yet  lafe  in  the  Port,  and  fee  before  me. 
If  I  put  off,  a  rough  tempeftuous  Sea, 
The  raging  Winds  of  Infamy  from  all  Quarters 
AfTuring  my  Deftrudion  •,  yet  my  Luft 

Vol.  IV.  E  Swelling 
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Swelling  the  wanton  Sails,  (my  Underflanding 

Stow'd  under  Hatches)  like  a  defperate  Pilot 

Commands  me  to  urge  on  :  My  Pride,  my  Pride, 

Self-love,  and  Over- Value  of  myfelf 

Are  juftly  punifh'd  :  I  that  did  deny 

My  Daughter's  Youth  allowed  and  lawful  Pleafures, 

And  would  not  fuffer  in  her  thofe  Defircs 

She  fuck'd  in  with  my  Milk,  nov/  in  my  waning 

Am  fcorcht  and  burnt  up  with  libidinous  Fire 

That  muft  confume  my  Fame  ;  yet  flill  I   throw 

More  Fuel  on  it. 

Enter  Severlno. 

Sever.  'Tis  her  Voice,  poor  Turtle : 
She's  now  at  her  Devotions,  praying  for 
Her  banifh'd  Mate  :   Alas,  that  for  my  Guik 
Her  Innocence  lliould  fuffer  !    But  I  do 
Commit  a  fecond  Sin  in  my  deferring 
The  Extafy  of  Joy  that  will  tranfport  her 
Beyond  herfelf,  when  fhe  flies  to  my  Lips,- 
And  feals  my  Vv^elcome.    Jolante  I 

Jol.  Ha! 
Good  Angels  guard  me. 

Sever.  What  do  I  behold  ? 
Some  fudden  Flafli  of  Lightning  ftrike  me  blind. 
Or  cleave  the  Centre  of  the  Earth,  that  I 
May  living  find  a  Sepulchre  to  fwallow 
Me  and  my  Shame  together. 

Jol.  Guilt  and  Horror 
Confound  me  in  one  Inftant ;  thus  furpriz'd. 
The  Subtil ty  of  all  Vv''antons,  though  abilraclecfc. 
Can  fhew  no  iteming  Colour  of  Excufe, 
To  plead  in  my  Defence. 

Sever.  Is  this  her  Mourninn-  ? 
O  killing  Objcdl !    The  imprifon'd  Vapours 
Of  Rage  and  Sorrow  make  an  Earthquake  in  me  : 
This  little  World,  like  to  a  tottering  Tower, 
Not  to  be  underpropp'd  •,  yet  in  my  Fall 
m  crufli  thee  with  my  Ruins.         [Draws  a  Poniard-^ 

Jol. 
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Jol  Good  Sir,  hold  :  \(he  kneels. 

For,  my  Defence  unheard,  you  wrong  your  Jullice, 
It"  you  proceed  to  Execution, 
And  will  too  late  repent  it. 

Sever.  Thy  Defence  .'' 
To  move  it,  adds  (could  it  receive  Addition) 
Uglinefs  to  the  ioathlbme  Leprofy, 
That  in  thy  being  a  Strumpet  hath  already 
Infeded  every  Vein,  and  fpreads  itfelf 
Over  this  Carrion,  which  would  poifon 
Vultures  and  Dogs,  fhould  they  devour  it.  Yet  to  flamp 
The  Seal  of  Reprobation  on  thy  Soul, 
I'll  hear  thy  impudent  Lies  borrowed  from  Hell, 
And  prompted  by  the  Devil,  thy  Tutor,  Whore, 
Then  fend  thee  to  him.     Speak. 

Jol.  Your  Gorgon  Looks 
Turn  me  to  Stone,  and  a  dead  Palfy  feizes 
My  filenc'd  Tongue, 

Sever.  O  Fate  !  that  the  Difeafe 
Were  general  in  Women  ;  what  a  Calm 
Should  wretched  Men  enjoy  !    Speak,  and  be  briefj) 
Or  thou  fhalt  fuddenly  feel  me. 

Jol.  Be  appeas'd.  Sir, 
Until  I  have  deliver'd  Reafons  for 
This  folemn  Preparation. 

Sever.  On,  I  hear  thee. 

Jol.  With  Patience  afk  your  Memory  ;    'twill  in- 
flruft  you, 
This  very  Day  of  the  Pv4onth,  feventeen  Years  fmce. 
You  married  me. 

Sever.  Grant  it,  what  canfl:  thou  urge  from  this  ? 

Jol.  That  Day,  fince  ycur  Profcription,  Sir, 
In  the  Remembrance  of  it  annually, 
The  Garments  ot  my  Sorrow  laid  afide, 
I  have  with  Pomp  obfcrv'd. 

Sever.  Alone ! 

Jol.  The  Thoughts 
Of  my  Felicity  then,  my  Mifery  now 
Were  the  invited  Guefts  ;  Imagination 

E  2  Teaching 


52  THE    GUARDIAN. 

Teaching  me  to  believe  that  you  were  prefent. 
And  a  Partner  in  it. 

Sever.  Rare  !  this  real  Banquet 
To  feaft  your  Fancy  :  Fiend  !    could  Fancy  drink  ofF 
Thefe  Flaggons  to  my  Health,  or  th'  Idol  Thought 
Like  Baal  devour  thefe  Dclicates  ?  The  Room 
Perfum'd  to  take  his  Noftrils  ?    This  loofe  Habit 
Which  Mejfalina  would  not  v/ear,  put  on 
To  fire  his  luftful  Eyes  ?    Wretch,  am  I  grown 
So  weak  in  thy  Opinion,  that  it  can 
Flatter  Credulity  that  thefe  grofs  Tricks 
May  be  folded  on  me  ?  Where's  my  Daughter  ?  Where 
The  Bawd  your  Woman  ?    Anfwer  me  ;  CrJiJie, 
Mirtilla  ?  They  are  difpos'd  of,  if  not  murder'd. 
To  make  all  fure  •,  and  yet  methinks  your  Neighbour, 
Your  Whiftle,  Agent,   Parafite,  Calypfo, 
Should  be  within  Call,  when  you  hem  to  ufher  in 
The  clofe  Adulterer. 
Jol.  What  will  you  do  ? 
Sever.  Not  kill  thee,  do  not  hope  it,  lam  not 

So  near  to  Reconcilement.     Ha  !  this  Scarf, 

Th*  intended  Favour  to  your  Stallion,  now  [Binds  her. 

Is  ufeful  :    Do  not  flrive ;  thus  bound  exped: 

All  fludied  1  ortures,  my  AfTurance,  not 

My  Jealoufy  thou  art  falfe,  can  pour  upon  thee*. 

In  Darknefs  howl  thy  Mifchiefs  j  and  if  Ranknefs 

Of  thy  Imagination  can  conjure 

The  Ribauld,  glut  thyfelf  with  him  : 

I  will  cry  aim,  and  in  another  Room 

Determine  of  my  Vengeance.    Oh,  my  Heart-Strings ! 

\_Exit,  voith  Tapers. 
Jol.  Moft  miferabie  Woman  !  and  yet  fitting 
A  Judge  in  mine  own  Caufe  upon  myfelf, 
I  could  not  mitigate  the  heavy  Doom 
My  incens'd  Hufband  muft  pronounce  upon  me. 
In  my  Intents  I  am  guilty,   and  for  them 
Muft  fuffer  the  fame  Punifliment,  as  if 
I  had  in  Fa6l  offended. 

[Calypfo 
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[Calypfo  [peaks  at  the  Door. ^ 

Calyp,  Bore  my  Eyes  out 
If  you  prove  me   faulty  :    I'll  but  tell  my  Lady 
What  caus'd  your  Stay,  and  inftantly  prefent  you. 
How's  this  ?  No  Lights .?  What  new  Device  ?   Will 

flie  play 
At  Blindman's  Buff:  Madam? 

JgL  Upon  thy  Life, 
Speak  in  a  lower  Key. 

Calyp.   The  Myftery 
Of  this,  fweet  Lady  ;  where  are  you  } 

Jol.   Here,  faft  bound. 

Calyp,  By  whom  ? 

Jol.  I'll  whifper  that  into  thine  Ear, 
And  then  farewel  for  ever. 

Calyp.  How  ?    My  Lord, 
I  am  in  a  Fever :  Horns  upon  Horns  grow  on  him. 
Could  he  pick  no  Hour  but  this  to  break  a  Bargain 
Almoft  made  up  ? 

Jol.  What  fliall  we  do  .? 

Calyp.   Betray  him  •,  Til  inftantly  raife  the  Watch." 

Jol.  And  fo  make  me  for  ever  infamous. 

Calyp.  The  Gentleman,  the  rareft  Gentleman  is  at 
the  Door, 
Shall  he  lofe  his  Labour  .'    Since  that  you  muft  perifti, 
'Twill  fliew  a  Woman's  Spleen  in  you  to  fall 
Defer vedly  ;  give  him  his  Anfwer,  Madam. 
I  have  .on  the  fudden  in  my  Head  a  ftrange  Whimfy, 
But  I  will  firft  unbind  you. 

Jol.  Now  v/hat  follows  ? 

Calyp.  I  will  fupply  your  Place ;  and  bound,  give  me 
Your  Mantle,  take  my  Night  Gown,  fend  away 
The  Gentleman  fatisfied.     I  know  my  Lord 
Wants  Power  to  hurt  you  :  I  perhaps  may  get 
A  Kifs  by  the  Bargain,  and  all  this  may  prove 
But  fomp  n?at  Love*Trick  :  If  he  Ihould  grow  furious 
And  qucilion  me,  I  am  refolv'd  to  put  on 

E  ^  An 


'54  THE    G  U  A  R  D  I  A.  N. 

An  obftinate  Silence,  Pray  you  difpatch  the  Gentleman, 
His  Courage  may  cool. 

Jol  I'll  fpeak  with  him  •,  but  if 
To  any  bafe  or  luilful  End,  may  Mercy 
In  my  laft  Gafp  forfake  me.  \Exlt. 

Calyp.  I  was  too  rafli. 
And  have  done  what  I  wilh  undone  :  Say  he  lliould 

kill  me, 
I  have  run  my  Head  in  a  fine  Noofe ;  and  I  fmell 
The  Pickle  I  am  in  -,  'las,  how  I  fhudder 
Still  more  and  more  !    Would  I  were  a  She- Prwpus, 
Stuck  up  in  a  Garden  to  fright  away  the  Crows, 
So  I  were  out  of  the  Houfe  ;  fhe's  at  her  Pleafure, 
Whate'er  llie  faid,  and  I  mud  endure  the  Torture. 
He  comes  j  I  cannot  pray,  my  Fears  will  kill  me. 

Enkr  Severino,    throwing    open    the  Doors    violently^ 
having  a  Knife. 

Sever.  It  is  a  Deed  of  Darknefs ;  and  I  need 
No  Light  to  guide  me  ;  there  is  Something  tells  me 
I  am  too  ilow-pac'd  in  my  Wreak,  and  trifle 
In  my  Revenge.     All  hufh'd  ?  No  Sigh  ngr  Groan 
To  witnefs  her  Compunftion  ?    Can  Guilt  fleep  ? 
And  Innocence  be  open-Ey'd  ?    Even  now 
Perhaps  fhe  dreams  of  the  Adulterer, 
And  in  her  Fancy  hugs  him  :    Wake,  thou  Strumpet, 
And  indantly  give  up  unto  my  Vengeance 
The  Villain  that  defiles  my  Bed  •,  difcover 
Both  what  and  where  he  is,  and  fuddenly. 
That  I  may  bind  you  Face  to  Face,  then  few  you 
Into  one  Sack,  and  from  fome  deep  Rock  hurl  yoij 
Into  the  Sea  together :    Do  not  play  with 
The  Lightning  of  my  Rage  ;  break  ftubborn  Silence, 
And  anfwer  my  Demands  ;    will  it  not  be  ? 
I'll  talk  no  longer  :  Thus  I  mark  thee  for 
A  common  Strumpet.  . 

Calyp.  Oh! 

Sever.  Thus  ftab  thefe  Arms 
JJiat  have  ftretch'd  out  themfelves  to  grafp  a  Stranger, 


THE    GtTARDIAN.  55 

CaJyp.  Oh! 

Sever.  This  is  but  an  Indu<5lion  •,  I'll  draw 
The  Curtains  of  the  Tragedy  hereafter  : 
Howl  on,  *tis  Mufic  to  me.  [Exit  Severino. 

Calyp.  He  is  gone. 
A  Kils  and  Love-Tricks  ?    He  hath  villainous  Teeth, 
May  fublim'd  Mercury  draw  'em.     If  all  Dealers 
In  my  Profellion  were  paid  thus,  there  would  be 
A  Dearth  of  Cuckolds.     Oh  my  Nofe  !    I  had  one  j 
My  Arms,  my  Arms  !    I  dare  not  cry  for  Fear  : 
.Curfed  Defire  of  Gold,  how  art  thou  punifli'd  .'' 

Enter  Jolante. 

Jol.  Till  now  I  never  truly  knew  myfeJf, 
Nor  by  all  Principles  and  Lectures  read 
In  Chaftity's  cold  School,  was  fo  inftruded 
As  by  her  contrary.     How  bafe  and  deform'd 
Looie  Appetite  is !  as  in  a  few  fhort  Minutes 
This  Stranger  hath,  and  feelingly,  delivcr'd. 
Oh  !  that  I  could  recall  my  bad  Intentions, 
And  be  as  I  was  Yefterday  untainted 
In  my  Defires,  as  I  am  ftill  in  Fa6l, 
(I  thank  his  Temperance)  I  could  look  undaunted 
Upon  my  Hufband's  Rage,  and  fmile  at  it  i 
So  ftrong  the  Guards  and  fure  Defences  are 
Of  armed  Innocence  ;  but  I  will  endure 
The  Penance  of  my  Sin,  the  only  Means 
Is  left  to  purge  it.     The  Day  breaks  •,  Calypfo  I 

Calyp.  Here,  Madam,  here. 

Jol.  Hath  my  Lord  vifited  thee  ? 

Calyp.  Hell  take  fuch  Vifits  •,  thefe  ftab'd  Arms  and 
Lofs 
Of  my  Nofe,  you  left  fall  on,  may  give  you  a  Relifli 
What  a  Night  I  have  had  oft,  and  what  you  had  Ivif- 

tered  , 
Had  I  not  fupplied  your  Place. 

Jol.  I  truly  grieve  for't  -, 
Did  not  my  Huiband  fpeak  to  thee  ? 
.  Xalyp.  Yes,  I  heard  him 

E  4  And 


5^  THE    G  U  A*R  D  I  A  N. 

And  felt  him  ecce  fignum,  with  a  Mifchief, 
But  he  knew  not  me  ;  J  ike  a  true  bred  Spartan  Fox 
With  Silence  I  endured  it,  he  could  not  get 
One  Syllable  from  me. 

Jol.  Something  may  be  fafhion'd 
From  this  Invention  :  Help  me,  I  muft  be  fudden, 
Thou  art  free,  exchange,  quick,  quick,  now  bind  me 

fure. 
And  leave  me  to  my  Fortune. 

Calyp.  Pray  you  confider, 
The  Lof§  of  my  Nole ;  had  I  been  but  carted  for  you. 
Though  wafh'd  with  Mire  and  Chamber-lye,  I  had 
Examples  to  excufe  me  j  but  my  Nofe,  my  Nofe,  dear 
Lady.  [^Exit, 

Jol.  Get  off,  I'll  fend  to  thee. 
If  fo,  it  may  take  -,  if  it  fail,  I   muft 
jSuffer  whatever  follows. 

Enter  Severino  with  a  Tapr. 

Sever,  I  have  fearched 
In  every  Corner  of  the  Houfe,  yet  find  not 
My  Daughter,  nor  her  Maid,  nor  any  Print 
Of  a  Man's  Footing,  which  this  wet  Night  would 
Be  eafily  difcern'd,  the  Ground  being  foft. 
At  his  coming  in  or  going  out. 

Jol.  'Tishe, 
And  I'm  within  hearing ;  Heav'n  forgive  this  Feigning, 
I  being  forc'd  to't  to  preferve  my  Life, 
To  be  better  fpent  hereafter. 

Sever.  I  begin  to  ftagger,  and  my  Love,  if  it  knew 
how. 
Her  Piety  heretofore,  and  Fame  remembred^ 
Would  plead  in  her  Excufe. 

Jol.  Yoq  bleifed  Guardians 
Of  matrimonial  Faith,  and  juft  Revengers 
Oi  fuch  as  do  in  Fad  offend  againft 
Your  facred  Rites  and  Ceremonies  ;  by  all  Titles 
/^nd  holy  Attributes  you  do  vouchfat9 

To 
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To  be  invok'd,  look  down  with  faving  Pity 
Upon  my  matchlels  Sufferings. 

Sever.   At  her  Devotions, 
Affiliation  makes  her  Repent, 

Jol,  Look  down 
Upon  a  wretched  Woman  ;  and  as  I 
Have  kept  the  Knot  of  Wedlock,  in  the  Temple 
By  the  Prieft  faften'd  firm,  ("though  in  loofc  Wiflies 
I  yield  I  have  offended)  to  ftrike  blind 
The  Eyes  of  Jealoufy  that  fee  a  Crime  %, 

I  never  yet  committed,  and  to  free  me 
From  the  unjuft  Sufpicion  of  my  Lord, 
Reftore  my  martyr'd  Face  and  wounded  Arms 
To  their  late  Strength  and  Beauty. 

Sever.  Does  fhe  hope  to  be  cur'd  by  Miracle  ? 

JoL  This  Minute  I 
Perceive  with  Joy  my  Orifons  heard  and  granted  i 
You  Minifters  of  Mercy,  who  unfeen. 
And  by  a  fupernatural  Means  have  done 
This  Work  of  heavenly  Charity,  be  ever  canoniz'd  for't. 

Sever.  I  did  not  dream,  I  heard  her, 
And  I  have  Eyes  too,  they  cannot  deceive  me. 
"If  I  have  no  Belief  in  their  Afllftance, 
I  muft  turn  Sceptick.     Ha  !  this  is  the  Hand  ; 
And  this  the  fatal  Inftrument :   Thefe  Drops 
Of  Blood,  that  gufh'd  forth  from  her  Face  and  Arms, 
Still  frefh  upon  the  Floor  :  This  is  fomething  more 
Than  Wonder  or  Amazement,  I  profefs 
J  am  altonifli'd. 

JgI.  Be  incredulous  flill. 
And  go  on  in  your  barbarous  Rage,  led  to  it 
By  your  falfe  Guide,  Sufpicion,  have  no  Faith 
In  my  lb  long  try'd  Loyalty,  nor  believe 
That  which  you  Ice  ;   and  for  your  Satisfaflion, 
My  doubted  Innocence  clear'd  by  Miracle, 
Proceed,  thefe  Veins  have  now  new  Blood,  if  you 
Refolve  to  let  it  out. 

Sever,  1  would  not  be  fool'd 
With  Eafmefs  of  Belief,  and  faintly  give  [JJide. 

Credit 
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Credit  to  this  ftrange  Wonder  :  'tis  now  thought  on, 
In  a  fitter  Place  and  Time,  I'll  found  this  farther. 

[Unites  her. 
How  can  I  expiate  my  Sin  ?  Or  hope. 
Though  now  I  write  myfelf  thy  Slave,  the  Service 
Of  my  whole  Life  can  win  thee  to  pronounce 
Defpair'd  of  Pardon  ?  Shall  I  kneel  ?  That's  poor. 
Thy  Mercy  muil  urge  more  in  my  Defence, 
Than  I  can  fancy.     Wilt  thou  have  Revenge  ? 
My  Heart  lies  open  to  thee. 

Jol.  This  is  neediefs  to  me,    who  in  the  Duty  of  a 
Wife, 
Know  I  muft  fuffer. 

Sever.  TKou  art  made  up  of  Goodnefs, 
And  from  my  Confidence  that  I  am  alone. 
The  Object  of  thy  Pleafures,  until  Death 
Divorce  us,  we  will  know  no  Separation 
Without  inquiring  why  (as  fure  thou  wilt  not. 
Such  is  thy  meek  Obedience)  thy  Jewels 
And  choiceft  Ornaments  pack'd  up,  thou  fhalt 
Along  with  me  ;  and  as  a  Qiieen  be  honour'd 
By  fuch  as  ftyle  me  Sovereign.     Already 
My  Banifliment  is  repeal'd,  thou  being  prefent : 
The  Neapolitan  Court  a  Place  of  Exile 
When  thou  art  abfent ;  my  Stay  here  is  mortal. 
Of  which  thou  art  too  fenfible,  I  perceive  it. 
Come,  deareft  Jolante^  with  this  Breath 
All  Jealoufy  is  blown  away. 

Jol.  Be  conflant.  [ExeunL 


The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 


A  C  T. 
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ACT    IV.       SCENE    I. 

yf  Noife  within^    as  the  Fall  of  a  Horfe, then 

enter  Durazzo,  Caldoro,  Calille,  Servant. 

Duraz.  T  TEll  take  the  ftumbling  Jade. 

[X     Cald.  Heaven  help  the  Lady. 

Serv.  The  Horfe  hath  broke  his  Neck. 

Duraz.  Would  thine  were  crack'd  too. 
So  the  Lady  had  no  Harm.     Give  her  frelh  Air, 
'Tis  but  a  Swoon. 

Cald.  'Tis  more,  fhe's  dead. 

Duraz.  Examine 
Her  Limbs  if  they  be  whole  :  Not  too  high,  not  too 

high 
You  Ferrit,  this  is  no  Coney-borough  for  you. 
How  do  you  find  her  ^ 

Cald.  No  Breath  of  Comfort,  Sir,  too  cruel  Fate ! 
Had  I  ftill  pin'd  away,  and  ling'red  under 
The  Modefty  of  juft  and  honeft  Hopes 
After  a  long  Confumption,   Sleep  and  Death, 
To  me  had  been  the  fame  •,  but  now  as  'twere 
Poflefs'd  of  all  my  Wifhes,  in  a  Moment 
To  have  'em  ravifh'd  from  me  !   Suffer  Shipwreck 
In  view  of  the  Port !   and,  like  a  half-ftarv'd  Beo-gar, 
No  fooner  in  Companion  cloath'd,  but  coffin'd ! 
Malevolent  Deftinies,  too  cunning  in 
Wretched  Caldoro^s  Tortures.     O  Cal/Jle, 
If  thy  immortal  Part  hath  not  already 
Left  this  fair  Palace,  let  a  Beam  of  Light 
Drawn  from  thine  Eye,  in  this  Cimmerian  Darknefs, 
To  guide  my  lliaking  Hand  to  touch  the  Anchor 
Of  Hope  in  thy  Recovery, 

(:^///?.  Oh  !  V 

Duraz* 
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Dfira-z.   She  lives, 
Pifluib  her  not,  ilie  is  no  Right  bred  Woman 
If  iLe  die  with  one  Fall  ;  fome  of  my  Acquaintance 
Have  took  a  thoufand  merrily,  and  are  (till 
Excellent  Wreftlers  at  the  clofe  hug. 
Cald.  Good  Sir. 

Biiraz.  Prythee  be  npt  angry,  I  fhould  fpeak  thus  if 
My  Mother  were  in  her  Place. 

Cald.  But  had  you  heard 
The  Mufic  of  the  Language  wliich  flie  us'd 
To  me,  believ'd  Adorio^  as  fhe  rode 
Behind  me  ;  little  thinking  that  fhe  did 
Embrace  Caldoro. 
Califi,  Ah,  Adoriof 
Duraz.  Leave  talking,  I  conceive  ic. 
Calijl.  Are  you  fafe  ^ 
Cald.  And  rais'd  like  you  from  Death  to  Life  to  hear 

you. 
Caliji.  Hear  my  Defence  then,  e'er  I  take  my  vail  off, 
A  fimple  Maid's  Defence,  which  looking  on  you, 
I  faintly  could  deliver  j  willingly 
I  am  become  your  Prize,  and  therefore  ufe 
Your  Viftory  nobly ;  Heaven's  bright  Eye,  the  Sun, 
JDraws  up  the  groffeft  Vapours,  and  I  hope 
I  ne'er  Ihall  prove  an  envious  Qgud  to  darken 
The  Splendour  of  your  Merits.     I  could  urge 
With  what  Difdain,  nay  Scorn,  I  have  declined 
The  Shadows  of  infinuating  Pleafures 
Tender'd  by  all  Men  elfe,  you  only  being 
The  Object  of  my  Hopes  :  That  cruel  Pi'ince 
To  whom  the  Olive-branch  of  Peace  is  offer'd. 
Is  not  a  Conqueror,  but  a  bloody  Tyrant, 
If  he  refufe  it ;  nor  fliould  you  wifli  a  Triumph, 
Becaufe  Califte\  humble  •,  I  have  faid 
And  now  expeifl  your  Sentence. 

Duraz.  What  a  Throng 
Of  Clients  would  be  in  the  Court  of  Love, 
Were  there  many  fuch  Ihe  Advocates!  Art  thou  dumb  ? 
Canic  thou  fay  nothing  for  thyfelf  ? 

CalL 
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Cald.  Dear  Lady, 
Open  your  Eyes,   and  look  upon  the  Man, 
The  Man  you  have  elccled  for  your  Judge, 
Kneehng  to  you  for  Mercy. 

Cali/t.   I  fhould  know 
This  Voice,  and  fomething  more  than  fear  I  ani 
Deceiv'd,  but  now  I  look  upon  his  Face, 
I  am  alTur'd  I  am  wretched. 

Diiraz.   Why,  good  Lady  ? 
Hold  her  up,  flie'll  fall  again,  before  her  time  elfe, 
TheYouth's  a  well  timbered  Youch,  look  on  his  making; 
His  Hair  curl'd  naturally,  he's  whole  chefted  too, 
And  will  do  his  Work  as  well,  and  go  through  Ilitch 

with't, 
As  any  Adorio  in  the  World ;  my  'State  on't, 
A  Chicken  of  the  right  kind  ;  and  if  he  prove  not 
A  Cock  of  the  Game,  cuckold  him  firll,  and  after 
Make  a  Capon  of  him. 

Calift.   I'll  cry  out  a  Rape, 
If  thou  unhand  me  not.     Would  I  had  died 
In  my  late  Trance,  and  never  liv'd  to  know 
I  am  betray'd. 

Diiraz.  To  a  young  and  a6live  Hu/band^ 
Call  you  that  Treachery  ?  There  are  a  Shoal  of 
Young  Wenches  i'th'City,  would  vow  a  Pilgrimage 
B'^yond  Jeru/akm^  to  be  lb  cheated. 
To  her  again,  you  Milk-fop,  violent  Siorms 
Are  foon  blown  over. 

Caltjl.  How  could'ft  thou,  Caldoro^ 
With  fuch  a  frontlefs  Impudence,  arm  thy  Hopes 
So  far,  as  to  believe  I  mis;ht  confent 
To  this  lewd  Pradicc  .'*   Have  I  not  often  told  thee 
How,  e'er  I  pitied  thy  mifplaced  Affeflion, 
I  could  not  anfwerit  ?  And  that  there  was 
A  ftrong  Antipathy  between  our  Paffions, 
Not  to  be  reconcil'd. 

Cald.  Vouchfafe  to  hear  me 
With  an  impartial  Ear,  and  it  will  take  froni 
Tl-^e  Rigour  ot  your  Ccnfure.     Man  was  mark'd 

A  P;iend 
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A  Friend  in  his  Creation  to  himfelf. 
And  may  with  fit  Ambition  conceive 
The  greateft  BlefTings,  and  the  higheft  Honours 
Appointed  for  him,  if  he  can  atchieve  'em 
The  right  and  noble  Way  :  I  grant  you  were 
The  End  of  my  Defign,  but  ftill  purfu'd 
With  a  becoming  Mod efly.  Heaven  at  length 
Being  pleas'd,  and  not  my  Arts  to  further  it, 
Duraz.  Now  he  comes  to  her  :  On,  Boy. 
Cald.  I  have  ferv'd  you 

With  a  religious  Zeal,  and  borne  the  Burthen! 

Of  your  Negledl  (if  I  may  call  it  fo) 

Beyond  the  Patience  of  a  Man.     To  prove  this, 

I  have  feen  thofe  Eyes  with  pleafant  Glances  play  * 

Upon  AdoriQ\^  like  Phcsbe's  Shine, 

Gilding  a  Chryflal  River,  and  your  Lip 

Rife  up  in  civil  Courtfhip  to  meet  his, 

While  I  bit  mine  with  Envy  :  Yet  thefe  Favours 

(Howe'er  my  Paffions  rag'dj  could  not  provoke  mfe' 

To  one  A6t  of  Rebellion  againft 

My  Loyalty  to  you  ;  the  Sovereign 

To  whom  I  owe  Obedience. 

Calijl.  My  Blufhes  confefs  this  for  a  Truth. 
Duraz.  A  Flag  of  Truce  is 

Hung  out  in  this  Acknowledgment. 
Cald.  I  could  add, 

(But  that  you  may  interpret  what  I  fpeak. 

The  Mahce  of  a  Rival,  rather  than 

My  due  Refpcil  to  your  Deferts.)     How  faintly 

Adoria 

5  I  hwvefeen  thcfe  Eyes  iviih  pleafant  Glances  p/aj 
Upon  Adorio's,  &c. 

This  is  a  moft  beautiful  Simile  ;  in  Shake/pear  we  have  one  -^ZTy 
anuch  like  it,  which  I  Ihall  here  fet  down. 

-He  fays,  be  lo'ves  fny  Daughter  ; 


1  think  fo  too  :  For  tie'ver  gazd  the  Moon 
Upon  the  Water,  as  he'' 11  f  and  and  read. 
As  'itMSre  my  Daughter's  Eyes. 

Winter's  Tale,  Ad.  IV.  Scene  Y 


THE    GUARDIAN.  ( 

Adorio  hath  return'd  Thanks  to  the  Bounty 

Of  your  Affedlion,  afcribing  it 

As  a  Tribute  to  his  Worth,  and  not  in  you 

An  A6t  of  Mercy  :  Could  he  eUe,  invited 

(As  by  your  Words  I  underltood)  to  take  you 

To  his  Protedion,  grofly  negleft 

So  gracious  an  Otfer  ?  Or  give  Power 

To  Fate  itfelf  to  crofs  him  ?  O,  dear  Madam, 

We  are  all  the  Balls  of  time,  tofs'd  to  and  fro, 

From  the  Plough  unto  the  Throne,  and  back  again. 

Under  the  Swing  o\.  Deftiny  Mankind  fuffers  ; 

And  it  appears,  by  an  unchang'd  Decree, 

You  were  appointed  mine ;  wife  Nature  always 

Aiming  at  due  Proportion  :  and  if  fo, 

I  may  believe  with  Confidence,  Heaven   in  Pity 

Of  my  fincere  Affeftion,  and  long  Patience, 

Dire6led  you  by  a  moft  blefied  Error 

To  your  vow'd  Servant's  Bofom. 

Dnraz.   By  my  Holy  Dame 
Tickling  Philofophy. 

Califi.  I  am,  Sir,  too  weak 
To  argue  v/ith  you  ;  but  my  Stars  have  bette? 
(I  hope)  provided  for  me. 

Cald.  If  there  be 
Difparity  between  us,  'tis  in  your 
Companion  to  level  it. 

Duraz.  Give  Fire 
To  the  Mine,  and  blow  her  up. 

Califi.  I  am  fenfible 
Of  what  you  have  endured,  but  on  the  fuddcn^ 
With  my  unufual  Travel,  and  late  Bruife, 
I  am  exceeding  weary  •,  in  yon  Grove, 
While  I  repofe  myfelf,  be  you  my  Guard. 
My  Spirits  with  fome  little  Red  reviv'd, 
We  will  confider  further  :  For  my  Part 
You  (hall  receive  modell  and  gentle  Anfwers 
To  your  Demands,  though  P.iort  perhaps  to  make' 
Full  Satisfaftion. 


Call 
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Cald.  I  am  exalted 
In  the  Employment,  deep  fecure,  I'll  be 
Your  vigilant  Centinel. 

Ctiliji.  But  I  command  you. 
And  as  you  hope  for  future  Grace  obey  me, 
Prefume  not  with  one  ftol'n  Kifs  to  difturb 
The  Quiet  of  my  Slumbers ;  let  your  Temperance, 
And  not  yourLuft,  watch  over  me. 

Cald.  MyDefires 
Are  frozen,  till  your  Pity  fliall  diflblve  'em. 

Buraz.  Frozen  !    think  not  of  Froft,  Foolj  in  the 
Dog-days, 
Remember  the  old  Adage,  and  make  ufe  oft, 
Occafion's  bald  behind. 

Caliji.  Is  this  your  Uncle  ? 

Cald.  And  Guardian,  Madam;  at  your  better  LeifurCj 
When  I  have  deferv'd  it,  you  may  give  him  Thanks 
For  his  many  Favours  to  me. 

Caiijl.  He  appears  a  pleafant  Gentleman. 

[Exeufit  Caldoro  ^;7^Calift©. 

Dur.  You  fhould  find  me  fo^ 
But  that  I  do  hate  Inceft.     I  grow  heavy^ 
Sirrah,  provide  freih  Horfcs ;  I'll  feek  out 
Some  hollow  Tree,  and  dream  till  you  returtij 
Which  I  charge  you  to  haften. 

Serv.  With  all  Care,  Sir.  [^EaeunL 

Enter  Carlo  and  Countrymen^  (for  the  Dance  and  Song) 

Car.  Let  your  Eyes  be  ri vetted  to  my  Heels,    and 

mils  not 
A  Hair's  Breadth  of  my  Footing  •,  our  Dance  has 
A  moft  melodious  Note,  and  I  command  you 
To  have  Ears  like  Hares  this  Night  for  my  Lord's 

Honour, 
And  fomething  for  my  Worfhip :  Your  Reward  is 
To  be  drunk  blind  like  Moles  in  the  Wine-cellar, 
And  though  you  ne'er  fee  after,  'tis  the  better. 
You  were  born  for  this  Night's  Service  :  And  do  you 

hear, 
Wire-ftring  and  Cats-guts  Men,    and  ftrong  breath'd 

Hoboys,  For 
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For  the  Credit  of  your  Calling,  have  not  your  Inftru- 

ments 
To  tune,  when  you  fliould  ftrike  up  ;     but  twan"-  it 

pcrfe<5lly, 
As  you  would  read  your  Neck-Verfe,  and  you  Warbler, 
Keep  your  Wind-pipe   moid,  that  you  may  not  (pic 

and  hem. 
When  you  fhould  make  Divifion,  How  I  fweat  ! 

Authority  is  troublcfome They  are  come, 

I  know  it  by  the  Cornet  that  I  plac'd 

On  the  Hill  to  give  me  Notice  :  Marfhal  yourfelves 

I'the  Rear,  the  Van  is  yours.     Now  chant  it  fpritely. 

Enter  Adorio,  Mirtilla,  Camillo,  Lentulo  ^WDonato. 

.      Adow  A  well-penn'd  Ditty.  {.^^^Z- 

^    Cam.  Not  ill  lung. 
Ador.  What  follows  ? 

Car.    Ufe  your  Eyes ;  if  ever,    now  your   Mafter- 
piece.  \Bance, 

Ador.  *  ris  well  perform'd,  take  that,  but  not  from 
me, 
*Tis  your  new  Lady's  Bounty,  thank  her  for't. 
All  that  I  have  is  her's. 

Car.  I  muft  have  three  Shares 
For  my  Pains  and  Properties,  the  Reft  fhall  be 
Divided  equally.  [£x,  Cario  i^  Rujiici. 

Mirt.  My  real  Fears 
I   Begin,  and  loon  my  painted  Comforts  vanidi 
!  In   my  Difcovery. 
1       Ador.  Welcome  to  your  own  : 
i  You  have  (a  Wonder  in  a  Woman)  kept 
1  Three  Ions;  Flours  Silence ',  and  the  o-reater,  holding 
I  Your  own  Choice  in  your  Arms,  a  BlelTing  for  which 
I  will  be  thankful  to  you,  nay  unmafk 
And  let  mine  Eye  and  Ears  together  feaft. 
Too  long  by  you  kept  empty  :  Oh  you  want 
Your  Woman's  Help,  V X  do  her  Oiiice  for  you. 

iPidh  eg  her  Ma'k. 
Mirtilla  f 

Vol,  IV.  F  Ca^.. 
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Cam.  It  is  fhe,  and  wears  the  Habit 
In  which  Cnlijie  three  Days  fince  appeared 
As  fhe  came  from  the  Temple. 

Lent.  All  this  Trouble  for  a  poor  Waiting-maid  ? 

Don.  We  are  grofsly  gull'd; 

Jdor.    Thou  Child  of  Impudence,  anfwer  me,  and 
truly, 
Or  though  the  Tongues  of  Angels  pleaded  Mercy, 
Tortures  Ihall  force  it  from  thee. 

AlirL  Innocence 
Is  free  and  open  breafted  ;  of  what  Crime 
Stand  I  accus'd,  my  Lord  ? 

Jdor.  What  Crime  ?  No  Language 
Can  fpeak  it  to  the  Height  j  I  fhall  become 
Difcourfe  for  Fools  and  Drunkards.     How  was  this 
Contriv'd  ?  Who  help'd  thee  in  the  Plot  ?  Difcover-- 
Were  not  Calijleh  Aids  in't  ? 

Mirt.  No,  on  my  Life  ;  nor  am  I  faulty. 

Ador.  No  :  What  Maygame's  this  ? 
Didil  thou  treat  with  me  for  thy  Miftrefs's  Favours, 
To  make  Sale  of  thine  own  ? 

Mirt.  With  her. and  you 
I  have  dealt  faithful :  You  had  her  Letter 
With  the  Jewel  I  prefented  •,  flie  receiv'd 
\ovA-  courteous  Anfwer,  and  prepar'd  herfelf 
To  be  remov'd  by  you  :  And  howfoever 
You  take  ]3ehght  to  hear  what  you  have  done. 
From  my  Simplicity,  and  make  my  Weaknefs 
The  Subjed  of  your  Mirth,  as  it  fuits  well 
"^Vith  my  Condition,  I  know  you  have  her 
In  your  Pofleflion. 

Ador.  How !  Has  fhe  left  her  Mother's  Houfe  ? 

Mirt.  You  drive  this  Nail  too  far  ; 
Indeed  fhe  deeply  vow'd  at  her  Departure 
To  fend  fome  of  your  Lordfhip's  Servants  forme, 
(Though  you  were  pleas'd  to  take  the  Pains  yourfelf) 
That  1  might  llill  be  near  her,  as  a  Shadow 
To  tollow  her  the  Subftance. 


Ador.  She  is  gone  then  ? 


Mirt. 
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Miri.  This  is  too  much  ;  but,  good  my  Lord,  for- 
give rae, 
I  come  a  Virgin  hither  to  attend 
My  noble  Miftrefs,  though  I  muft  confefs 
I  look  with  lore  Eyes  upon  her  good  Fortune, 
And  wifli  it  were  mine  own. 

Ador.  Then  as  it  feems 
You  do  yourfelf  afFedl  me  ? 

Mirt.  Should  Die  hear  me,  .  >' 

And  in  her  fudden  Fury  kill  me  for't, 
I  durft  not.  Sir,  deny  it ;  fmce  you  are 
A  Man  fo  form'd,  that  not  poor  I  alone, 
But  all  our  Sex  like  me  I  think  fland  bound  ■' 

To  be  enamour'd  of  you. 

Ador.  O  my  Fate  ! 
How  juflly  am  I  punilh'd  !  In  thee  punifh'd 
For  my  defended  Wantonnefs  ?  I  that  fcorn'd 
The  Miftrefs  when  fhe  fought  me,  now  I  would 
Upon  my  Knees  receive  her,  am  become 
A  Prey  unto  her  Bondwoman, 
My  Honour  too  neglefted  for  this  Purchafe. 
Art  thou  one  of  thofe 

Ambitious  Serving-women,  who  contemning 
Th'Embraces  of  their  Equals,  aim  to  be 
The  Wrong  Way  ladyfy'd  by  a  Lord  ^  Was  there 
No  forward  Page  or  P'ootman  in  the  City 
To  do  the  Feat,  that  in  thy  Luft  I  am  chofen 
To  be  the  Executioner  ?  Dar'ft  thou  hope 
I  can  defcend  fo  low  ? 

Mirt.  Great  Lords  fometlmes 
For  Change  leave  Calvert  Salmon,  and  eat  Sprats  j 
in  Modefty  I  dare  fpeak  no  more. 

Catn.  If  'twere 
A  Firti-day,  though  you  like  it  not,  I  could  lay 
I  have  a  Stomach,  and  would  content  myfelf  ' 
With  this  pretty  Whiting-mop. 

Ador.  Difcover  yet 
How  cam'ft  to  my  Hands. 

F  7.  Mift^ 
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Mirt.  My  Lady  gone. 
Fear  of  her  Mother's  Rage,  fhe  being  found  abfenty 
Mov'd  me  to  flie  •,  and  quitting  of  the  Houfe, 
You  were  pleas'd  unafk'd  to  comfort  me,  I  us'd 
No  Sorceries  to  bewitch  you  ;  then  vouchlaf'd 
(Thanks  ever  to  the  Darknefs  of  the  Night) 
To  hug  me  in  your  Arms,  and  I  had  wrong'd 
My  Breeding  near  the  Court,  had  I  refus'd  it. 

Ador.  This  is  Hill   more  bitter  ;  canft  thou  guefs 
to  whom 
Thy  Lady  did  commit  herfelf  ? 

Mirt.  They  were  Horfemen,  as  you  are. 

Ador.  In  the  Name  of  Wonder, 
How  could  they  pais  the  Port,  where  you  expefled 
My  coming  ? 

Cam.  Now  I  think  upon't,  there  came 
Three  mounted  by,  and  behind  one  a  Woman 
Embracing  faft  the  IV'ian  that  rode  before  her. 

Lent.  I  knew  the  Men,  but  fhe  was  vail'd. 

Ador.  What  were  they  ? 

Lent.  The  firft  the  Lord  Durnzzo,  and  the  fecond 
Your  Rival,  young  Caldoro  •,  it  was  he 
That  carried  the  Wench  behind  him. 

Donat.  The  laft  a  Servant  that  fpur'd  faft  after  'em. 

Ador.  Worfe  and  v/orfe  !   'twas  Ihe  ! 
Too  much  AfTurance  of  her  Love  undid  me. 
Why  did  you  not  ilay  'em  ? 

Donat.  We  had  no  fuch  Commiffion. 

Camil.  Or  fay  we  had  ?  Wlio  durft  lay  Fingers  oa 
The  angry  old  Rufiian. 

Lcjit.  For  my  Part  I  had  rather 
Take  a  baited  Bull  by  the  Horns. 

Ador.  You  are  fure  Friends 
For  a  Man  to  build  on. 

Camil.  I'hey  are  not  far  off. 
Their  Horlcs  appeared  fpent  too  \  let's  take  frefh  ones 
And  coaft  the  Country,  ten  to  one  we  find  'em. 

Ador.   I  will  not  eat  nor  fleep,  until  I  have  'em. 
Moppet,  you  floall  along  too. 

Mirt. 
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M'trt.  So  you  pleafe, 
J  may  keep  my  Place  behind  you  ;  I'll  fit  faft, 
And  ride  with  you  all  the  Work!  over. 

Camjl.  A  good  Girl.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Monteclaro  ajid  Calypfo. 

Mont.  Her  Hufband  Srcerino  ? 

Calyp.  You  may  lee 
His  Handy- Work  by  my  flat  Face  ;  no  Bridge 
Left  to  fupport  my  Organ.     If  I  had  one. 
The  Comfort  is,  I  am  now  fecure  from  the  Grincomes, 
I  can  loofe  nothing  that  Way, 

Monte.  Doft  thou  not  know 
What  became  of  the  Lady  ? 

Calyp.  A  Nofe  was  enough  to  part  with, 
J  think,  in  the  Service  ;  I  durft  Itay  no  longer, 
But  I  am  full  afllir'd  the  Houfe  is  empty. 
Neither,  poor  Lady,  Daughter,  Servant  left  there  : 
I  only  guefs  he  hath  forc'd  'em  \o  go  with  him 
To  the  dangerous  Foreft  where  he  lives  like  a  King 
Among  the  Banditti,  and  how  there  he  hath  us'd  them^ 
Is  more  than  to  be  fear'd. 

Mont.  I  have  play'd  the  Fool, 
And  kept  myfelf  too  long  conceal'd,  fans  Queflion 


With  the  Danger  of  her  Life.     Leave  me- 
The  King  I 

Enter  Alphonfo  and  Captain.  \ 

Calyp.  The  Surgeon  muft  be  paid. 

Mont.  Take  that. 

Cal.  I  thank  you, 
I  have  got  enough  by  my  Trade,  and,  I  will  build 
An  HoJpital  only  for  nofelefs  Bawds, 
'l\vill  fpeak  my  Charity,  and  be  myfelf 
The  Governefs  of  the  Siftcrhood.  [Exit. 

Alph.  I  may  forget  this  in  your  Vigilance  hereafter  ; 
But  as  I  am  a  King,  if  you  provoke  me 
7'he  fecond  time  with  Negligence  of  this  Kind, 
You  iholl  deeply  fmarc  for't. 

F  2  Mont. 
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Alont.  The  King's  mov'd. 

Alpb.  To  fiifFer  a  Murderer  by  us  profcrib'd,  at 
his  Pleafure 
To  pafs  and  repafs  through  our  Giiards ! 

Capt.  Your  Pardon 
For  tl\is,  my  gracious  Tord,  binds  me  to  be 
More  circumfped  hereafter. 

Alph.  Look  you  be  fo  : 
Monfieur  Laval^  you  were  a  Suitor  to  me 
For  Severino^s  Pardon. 

Mont.  I  was  io,  my  good  Lord. 

Jlph,  You  might  have  met  him  here  to  have 
thank'd 
You  for't,  as  nov/ 1  underfland. 

Mont.  So  it  is  rumour'd  -, 
And  hearing  in  the  City  of  his  Boldnefs, 
(I  would  not  fay  Contempt  of  your  Decrees) 
As  then  I  pleaded  Mercy,  (under  Pardon) 
1  now  as  much  admire  the  Slownefs  of 
Your  Juftice,  though  it  force  you  to  fome  Trouble, 
'In  fetching  him  in. 

Alph.*  I  have confider'd  it. 

Mont.  He  hath  of  late,  as  'tis  fufpe6led,  done 
An  Outrage  on  his  Wife,  forgetting  Nature 
To  bis.o.wn  Daughter,  in  whom,  Sir,  I  have 
Some  nearer  Litereft  than  I  (land  bound  to 
In  my  Humanity,  v/hich  I  gladly  would 
Make  known  unto  your  Highnefs. 

Alph.  Go  along. 
You  Ihail  have  Opportunity  as  we  walk.: 
See  you  what  I  committed  to  your  Charge, 
In  Readinefs,  and  without  Noife. 

O.pt.  I  iliaJI,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

'I'hi  End  of  the  Fourth  Act, 

ACT 
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ACTV.       SCENE    I. 


Enter  Claudio,  and  all  the  Banditti^  making  a  Guard  : 
Severino  and  Jolante,  with  Oaken-leaved  Garlands 
and  Singers. 

Sever.  TTEre,  as  a  Queen,  fliare  in  my  Sovereignty  : 
JLX  The  Iron  Toils  pitch'd  by  the  Law  to  take 
The  Forfeiture  of  my  Life,  I  have  broke  through. 
And  fecure  in  the  Guards  of  thele  few  Subjeds, 
Smile  at  Alphonfo''s  Fury,  though  I  grieve  for 
The  fatal  Caufe  in  your  good  Brother's  Lofs, 
That  does  compel  me  to  this  Courfe. 

Jol.  Revive  not 
A  Sorrow  long  fmce  dead,  and  fo  diminifli 
The  full  Fruition  of  thofe  Joys,  which  now 
I  ftand  poiTefs'd  of:  Womanifh  Fear  of  Danger 
That  may  purfue  us,  I  fliake  off,  and  with 
A  mafculine  Spirit. 

Sever.  'Tis  well  faid. 

Jol.  In  you.  Sir, 
I  live  ;  and  when,  or  by  the  Courfe  of  Nature, 
Or  Violence  you  muft  fall,  the  End  of  my 
Devotions  is,  that  one  and  the  fame  Hour 
May  make  us  fit  for  Heaven. 

Sever.  I  join  with  you 
In  my  Votes  that  Way  :  But  how,  Jolante., 
You  that  have  fpent  your  pad  Days,  flumbring  in 
The  Down  of  Quiet,  can  endure  the  Hardncfs 
And  rough  Condition  of  our  prefent  being. 
Docs  much  difturb  me. 

F  4  7'i- 
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Jol.  Thefe  Words,  Sever ino  \ 
Shall  more  than  feem  to  me  a  populous  City  ; 
You  being  prefent,  here  are  no  Allurements 
To  tempt  my  Frailty,  nor  the  Converlation 
Of  fuch,  whofe  choice  Behaviour  or  Difcourfe 
May  nourifh  jealous  Thoughts. 

Sever,  True,  Jolante, 
Nor  fhall  lufpeded  Chaflity  fland  in  need  here 
To  be  clear'd  by  Miracle. 

Jol.  Still  on  that  String ! 
It  yields  harfli  Difcord. 

Sever.  I  had  forgot  myfelf, 
And  wilh  I  might  no  more  remember  it. 
The  Day  wears,  Sirs,  without  one  Prize  brought  in 
As  Tribute  to  your  Queen.    Claudio,  divide 
Our  Squadron  in  fmall  Parties,  let  'em  watch 
All  Paflages,  that  none  efcape  without 
The  Payment  of  our  Cuftoms. 

Claud.  Shall  we  bring  in 
The  Perfons  with  the  Pillage  .? 

Sever.  By  all  Means, 
Without  Reply  about  it,  we'll  retire 

[E xeun I  Chudio  and  the  rejt. 
Into  my  Cave,  and  there  at  large  difcourfe 
Our  Fortunes  pafl,  and  ftudy  fome  apt  Means 
To  find  our  Daughter  ;  fince  fhe  well  difpofed  of, 
Our  Happinefs  were  perfedl. 

JoL 

'  Jol.  Thefe  WooJs,  Severino, 
Zhali  more  than  feem,  &c. 

In  the  fecond  Part  of  King  Henry  VI.  is  a  moft  beautiful  Paffage 
>hac  refembles  this,  the'  vaftly  fuperior. 

Tti  not  the  hand  I  care  for,  iKiert  thzu  hence  \ 
A  Wildernefs  is  populous  enough. 
So  Sufiolk  had  thy  heanjenly  Company, 
for  ivJjeye  thou  art,  there  is  the  World  itfelf: 
With  enfry  fe'vral Phafure  in  the  World: 
Atid  nx.-here  thou  art  7:ct.  Defalation. 
!  */  Aaill.  Scene  VIII. 
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^ol.  We  muft  wait 
With  Patience  Heaven's  Pleafure. 

Sever.  'Tis  my  Purpofe.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     11. 

Enlej'  Lentulo  ^7id  Camillo. 

Lent.  Let  the  Horfes  graze,  they  are  fpcnt. 

Cam.  I  am  fure  I  am  fleepy,  and  nodded  as  I  rode  : 
Here  was  a  Jaunt  Pth'  Dark  through  thick  and  thin. 
And  all  to  no  Purpofe:  What  aDulnefs  grows  upon  me^ 

Lent.   I  can  hardly  hold  ope  mine  Eyes  to  lay  fo. 
How  did  we  lofe  Adorio  ?  \^hey  Jit  down. 

Cam.  He,  Donato,  and  the  Wench 
That  cleaves  to  him  like  Bird-Lime,    took  the  Right 

Hand, 
But  this  Place  is  our  Rendevouz. 

Lent.  No  Matter, 
We'll  talk  of  that  anon Tieigh  ho,  [Sleeps. 

Cam.  He's  faft  already, 
Lentulo  j  ril  take  a  Nap  too.  [Sleeps. 

Enter  Adorio,  Mirtilla,  and  Donate. 

yidor.  Was  ever  Man  fo  croft  ? 

Mirt.  So  bleft  :   This  is  the  fineft  Wild-goofe  Chace. 

yldor.  What's  that  you  mutter  ? 

Mirt.  A  fhort  Prayer,  that  you  may  find 
Your  wifh'd  for  Love,  though  I  am  loft  for  ever. 

Donat.  Pretty  Fool,  who  have  we  here  ? 

Ador.   This  is  Camillo. 

Mirt.  This  Signfor  Lentulo. 

Adcr.  Vv''akeVm, 

Donat.  They'll  not  ftir. 
Their  Eye-  lids  are  glu'd^and  mine  coOi  by  your  Favour, 
I'll  follov/  their  Example.  [L/Vj  down. 

Ador.   Are  you  not  weary  ? 

Mirt.  I  know  not  what  the  Word  means,  while  I  travel 
To  do  you  ^rvice. 

Ador. 
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Jdor.  You  expeft  to  reap 
The  Harveft  of  your  Flattery  ;  but  your  Hopes 
Will  be  blafted,  I  aiTure  you. 

Mirt.  So  you  give  Leave 
To  fow  it,  as  in  me  a  Sign  of  Duty, 
Though  you  deny  your  Beams  of  gracious  Favour 
7'o  ripen  it,  with  Patience  I  fiiall  fuffer. 

Ador.  No  more  ;  my  Refolution  to  find 
Caljjle,  by  what  Accident  loft,  I  know  not. 
Binds  me  not  to  deny  myfelf  what  Nature 
Exadleth  from  me.     To  walk  alone  a  Foot 
(Tor  my  Hcrfe  is  tir'dj  were  Madnefs,  I  muft  flcep  ; 
You  could  lie  down  too. 

Mirt.  Willingly  ;  fo  you  pleafe  to  ufe  me. 

Ador.  Ufe  thee  ? 

Mirt.  As  your  Pillow,  Sir, 
I  dare  prefume  no  farther,  noble  Sir. 
Do  not  too  much  condemn  me  ;  generous  Feet, 
Spurn  not  a  fawning  Spaniel. 

Ador.  Well  !  ■  fit  down. 

Mirt.  I  am  ready,  Sir. 

Adcr.  So  nimble ! 

Mirt.   Love  is  ad:ive  ; 
Nor  v/ould  1  be  a  flow  thing  :  Reft  fecure.  Sir, 
On  my  Maidenhead,  I'll  not  ravifh  you. 

Adcr.  For  once,  fo  far  I'll  truft  you. 

{^Lies  down  in  her  Lap. 

Mirt.  AM  the  Jcys  of  Reft 
Dwell  on  your  Eye-lids  ;  let  no  Dream  diftlirb 
Your  foft  and  Gentle  Slumbers.     I  cannot  fing. 
But  I'll  talk  you  afleep  :  And  I  befeech  you 
Be  not  offended,  though  I  glory  in 
My  being  thus  employ'd  \  a  Happinefs 
That  ftands  form.ore  than   ample  Satisfaftion 
For  all  I  have,  or  can  endure.     He  fnores. 
And  does  not  hear  me  j  would  his  Senfe  of  Feehng 

Were  bound  up  too  :  I  fnould 1  am  all  Fire. 

Such  Heaps  of  Treafure  offer'd  as  a    Prey 
Would  tempt  a  modeft  Thief  j  I  can  no  longer 

F'orbear. 
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Forbear.     I'll  gently  touch  his  Lips,  and  leave 

[^Kijfis  him; 
No  Print  of  mine.     Ah  !  I  have  heard  of  Neftar  j 
But  till  now  never  tafted  it  :  Thefe  Rubies 
Are  not  clouded  by  my  Breath.     If  once  agaia 
I  Ileal,  from  fuch  a  full  Exchequer,  Trifles 

[KiJ/es  n^a'in. 
Will  not  be  mifs'd,  I  am  entranced  :  Our  Fancy 
Some  fay,  in  Sleep  v/orks  (tronger,  I  will  prove 
How  far  my . —  ^Sleeps, 

Enter  Durazzo. 
Duraz.  My  Bones  ach, 
I  am  exceeding  cold  too,  I  muft  feek  out 
A  more  convenient  Truckle-bed.     Ha !  Do  I  dream! 
No,  no,  I  wake,  Cajnillo,  Lentulo^ 
Donato  this  -,  and,  as  I  live,  Adorio 
In  a  handfome  Wench's  Lap,  a  Whorefon ;  you  are 
The  bed  accommodated,  I  will  call 
My  Nephew,  and  his  Miftrefs  to  this  Pageant. 
The  Objed  may  perhaps  do  more  upon  her, 
Than  all  Caldoro's  Rhetoric.     With  what 
Security  they  fleep  !  fure  Mercury 
Hath  travel'd  this  Way  with  his  charming  Rod. 
Nephew  !  Calijte !  Madam  ! 

Enter  Caldoro  ^?td  Califte. 

Cald.  Here,  Sir, 
Is  your  Man  returned  with  Horfes  ? 

Duraz.  No,  Boy,  no  ; 
But  here  are  fome  you  thought  not  of. 

Caiijl.  Adorio! 

Duraz.  The  Idol  that  you  worfliippcd. 

Caliji.  This  Mir t ilia  ?  I  am  made  a  Stale. 

Duraz.  I  knew  'twould  take.  [A/tde. 

Califi.  Falfc  Man  ! 
But  much  more  treacherous  Woman,  'tis  apparent. 
They  jointly  did  confpire  againft  my  Weaknefs, 

And 
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And  credulous  Simplicity,  and  have  ^" 

Prevail'd  againft  it, 

Cald.  Til  not  kill  'em  fleeping  ; 
But  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  wake  *em  lirft,  and  after 
Offer  them  as  a  fatal  Sacrifice,  to  your  juft  Anger. 
Duraz.  You  are  a  Fool,  referve  your  Blood  for  bet- 
ter Ufes. 
Cal^J}.  My  fond  Love  is  chang'd  to  an   Extremity 
of  Hate, 
His  very  Sight  is  odious. 

Duraz.  I  have  thought  of 
A  pretty  Punifhment  for  him,  and  his  Comrade?, 
Then  leave  him  to  his  Harlotry  :  If  fhe  prove  not 
Torture  enough,  held  me  an  Afs.     Their  Horfes 
Are  not  far  off,  I'll  cut  the  Girts  and  Bridles, 
Then  turn  'em  into  the  Wood  :    if  they  can  run 
Let  'em  follow  us  as  Footmen.     Wilt  thou  fight 
For  what's  thine  own  already  ? 

Caliji.  In  his  Hat 
He  wears  a  Jewel,  which  this  faithlefs  Strumpet 
As  a  Salary  of  her  Luft,  deceiv'd  me  of; 
He  fhall  not  keep't  to  my  Difgrace,  nor   will  I 
Stir  till  I  have  it. 

Duraz.  I  am  not  good  at  nimming  ; 
And  yet  that  fhall  not  hinder  us,  by  your  Leave,  Sir, 
'Tis  Reflitution.    Pray  you  all  bear  Witnefs 
I  do  not  Ileal  it  -,  here  'tis. 

Calijl.  Take  it  not 
As  a  Miflrefs's  Favour,  but  a  ftrong  AfTurancc 
I  am  your  Wife. 
CaU.  O  Heaven  ! 
Duraz.  Pray  i'th'Church. 
Let  us  away.     Nephew,  a  Word  :  Have  you  not 
Been  billing  in  the  Brakes  ?  Ha,  and  fo  deferv'd 
This  unexpefled  Favour. 
Cald.  You  are  pleafant. 

[Exeunt  Durazzo,  Caldoro  and  Califte. 
yidor.  As  thou  art  a  Gentleman,  kill  me  not  bafely, 

[  Starls  up  i  tbe  rejt  awake. 
Give  me  Leave  to  draw  my  Sword.  CamiL 
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Camil,  Ha  !    What's  the  Matter  ? 

Lent.  He  talk'd  of's  Sword. 

Donat.  I  fee  no  Enemy  near  us. 
That  threatens  Danger. 

Miri.  Sure  'twas  but  a  Dream. 

Ador.  A  fearful  one.     Methought  CaJdo7'o*s  Sword 
Was  at  my  Throat,  Calijle  frowning  by. 
Commanding  him,  as  he  defir'd  her  Favour, 
To  ftrike  my  Head  off. 

Camil.  Meer  Imagination 
Of  a  difturbed  Fancy. 

Mirt.  Here's  your  Hat,  Sir, 

Ador.  But  where's  my  Jewel  ? 

CamiL  By  all  Likelihood  loft 
This  troublefome  Night, 

Donate  I  faw  it  when  we  came  unto  this  Place. 

Mirt.  I  look'd  upon't  myfelf,  when  you  repos'd^ 

Ador.  What  is  become  of  it  .'* 
Reftore  it,  for  thou  haft  it  j  do  not  put  me 
To  the  Trouble  to  fearclr  you. 

Mirt.  Search  me  ? 

Adcr.  You  have  been. 
Before  your  Lady  gave  you  Entertainment, 
A  Night-Walker  in  the  Streets. 
•  Mirt.   How,  my  good  Lord  ? 

Ador.  Traded  in  picking  Pockets,  when  tame  Gulls 
Charm'd  with  your  proftituted  Flatteries, 
Dcign'd  to  embrace  you. 

Mirt.  Love,  give  Place  to  Anger. 
Charge  me  with  Iheft,  and  proftituted  Bafenels  ? 
Were  you  a  Judge,  nay  more,  the  King  \  thus  LTg'd, 
To  your  Teeth  1  would  fay,  'tis  falfe. 

Ador.  This  will  not  do. 

Camil.  Deliver  it  in  private. 

Mirt.  You  fliall  be 
In  public  hang'd  firft,  and  the  whole  Gang  of  y^u. 
I  fteal  what  I  prefented  .^ 

Lent.  Do  not  ftrive. 

Adcr. 
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Mor,  Though  thou  hafl  fwallow'd  it,   I'll  rip  thy 
Entrails, 
But  I'll  recover  \U 
Mirt.  Help,  help? 
Ador.  A  new  Plot. 

Enter  Claudio,  and  two  Banditti,  prefenting  their  VifloUi 

Claud.  Forbear,  libidinous  Monlters ;  if  you  offer 
The  leaft  Refiftance,  you  are  dead  ;  if  one 
But  lay  his  Hand  upon  his  Sword,  fhoot  all. 

Ador.  Let  us  fight  for  what  we  have^  and  if  you  eai* 
Win  it,  enjoy  it. 

Claud.  We  corne  not  to  try 
Your  Valour,  but  for  your  Money  ;  throw  down  youf 

Sword, 
Or  I'll  begin  with  you  :    So  if  you  will 
Walk  quietly  without  Bonds,  you  may,  if  not 
We'll  force  you  -,  thou  Ihalt  have  no  Wrong, 
But  Juftice  againll  thefe. 

1  Bandit.  We'll  teach  you, » Sir, 

To  meddle  with  Wenches  in  our  Walks. 

2  Bandit.  It  being  againft  our  Canons. 
Camil.  Whither  will  you  lead  us  ? 

Claud.  You  Ihall  know  that  hereafter :    Guard  'erti' 
fure.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IIL 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Monteclaro,  Captain.- 
Alpho.  Are  all  the  Paflages  ftop'd 
Cap.  And  ftrongly  man'd  ; 
They  muft  ufe  Wings,  and  tiy,  if  they  efcape  us^ 
Monte.  But  why,  great  Sir,  you  fliould  expofe  your 
Perfon 
To  fuch  apparent  Danger,  when  you  may 
Have  'em  brought  bound  before  you  ;  is  beyond 
My  Apprehenfion. 

Alpha.  I  am  better  arm'd 
Than  you  fuppofe  \  befides  it  is  confirm'd 
r  By 
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By  all  that  have  been  robb'd,  fince  Severino 

Commanded  thele  Banditti  j  though  it  be 

Unufual  in  Italy,  imitating 

The  courteous  Englijh  Thieves,  for  To  they  call  'em. 

They  have  not  done  one  Murthcr  :    I  muft  add  too 

That  from  a  ftrange  Relation  I  have  heard 

Of  Severino's  Juftice,  in  difpofmg 

The  Preys  brought  in,  I  would  be  an  Eye-Witnef$ 

Of  what  I  take  up  now  but  on  Report : 

And  therefore  'tis  my  Pleafure  that  we  fliould 

As  foon  as  they  encounter  us,  without 

A  Shew  of  Oppofition,  yield. 

Mont.   Your  Will 
Is  not  to  be  difputed. 

j4iph.  You  have  plac'd 
Your  Ambufii  fo,  that,  if  there  be  Occafion, 
They  fuddenly  may  break  in. 

Capt.   My  Life  upon't.    * 

Alph.  We  cannot  travel  Tar,  but  we  fliall  meet 
With  fome  of  thefe  good  Fellows ;  and  be  fure 
You  do  as  I  command  you. 

Mont.  Without  Fear,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Severino  ^nd  Jolante. 

Sev.  'Tis  true.  I  did  command  Cnlijle  fliould  no^ 
Without  my  Knowledge  and  Confent,  aflilled 
By  your  Advice,  be  married  •,  but  your 
Reftraint,  as  you  deliver  it^  denying 
A  grown  up  Maid  the  m.odefb  Converfation 
Of  Men,  and  warrantable  Pleafures,  rcliih'd 
Of  too  much  Rigour,  v*'hich  no  Doubt  hath  driven  her 
To  take  fome  defperate  Courfe. 

Jol.  What  then  I  did 
Was  in  my  Care  thought  bed. 

Sever.  So  I  conceive  it  ^ 
But  where  was  your  Difcrction  to  forbid  — 

Accds  and  fit  Approaches,  when  you  knsw 

Her 
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Her  Suitors  noble,  either  of  which  I  would 
Have  willi'd  my  Soii-in-I>aw  ?  Adorio, 
However  wild,  a  young  Man  of  good  Parts, 
But  better  Fortunes  :  His  Competitor 
CaldorOy  for  his  Sweetnefs  of  Behaviour, 
Staidnefs,  and  Temperance,  holding  the  firft  Place 
Among  the  Gallants  moll  obferv'd  in  Naples  ; 
His  own  Revenues  of  a  large  Extent, 
But  in  the  Expedation  of  his  Uncle's 
And  Guardian's  Eftates,  by  the  Courfe 
Of  Nature  to  defcend  on  him,  a  Match 
For  the  belt  Subject's  Blood,  I  except  none. 
Of  Eminence  in  lialj. 
Jol  Your  Wilhes, 
Howe*er  a  while  delay'd,  are  not,   I  hope, 

ImpolTibilities. 

^ev.  Though  it  prove  To, 

Yet  *tis  not  good  to  give  a  Check  to  Fortune 

When  fhe  comes  fmiling  to  us.— — 

Hark,  this  Cornet  [Cornel  'UJithin. 

Afiures  us  of  a  Prize  ;  there  fit  in  State, 

'Tis  thy  firft  Tribute. 

Jol.  Would  we  might  enjoy 

Our  own  as  Subje6ls. 

Sev.  What's  got  by  the  Sword, 

Is  better  than  Inheritance  :  All  thofe  Kinofdoms 

Subdu'd  by  Alexander,  were  by  Force  extorted. 

Though  gilded  o'er  with  glorious  Stiles  of  Conquell ; 

His  Vicftories  but  royal  Robberies, 

And  his  true  Definition  a  Thief; 

When  circled  with  huge  Navies  to  the  Terror 

Of  fuch  as  plough'd  the  Ocean,  as  the  Pirate, 

Who  from  a  narrow  Creek  puts  off  for  Prey 

In  a  fmall  Pinnace.     From  a  fecond  Place 

New  Spoil  brought  in. —  From  a  tliird  Party  -,  brave  ! 

This  fhal!  be  regilter'd  a  Day  of  iriumph 

Defign'd  by  Faie  to  honour  thee.——-. 

Welcome,  Claiidiv, 

Good  Booty,  ha  ? 

9i  Enter 
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Enier  Claudio,  Banditti,  Adorio,  Lentulo,  Donato 
Camiilo,  Mirtilla,  at  &ne  Door  j  Banditti,  Durazzo, 
Caidoro,  Califte,  at  ayiother  j  Alphonfo,  Monte- 
claro,  Captain,  and  Banditti, 

Claud.  Their  Outfides  promile  fo. 
But  yet  they  have  not  made  Difcovery 
Of  what  they  ftand  poffeft  of. 

Sev.  Welcome  all, 
Good  Boys  \  you  have  done  bravely,  if  no  Blood 
Be  fhed  in  the  Service. 

I  Bayid.  On  our  Lives,  no  Drop,  Sir. 

Sez.  'Tis  to  my  Wifli. 

JoL  My  Lord  ! 

Sev.  No  more  ;  I  know  'em. 

Jol.  My  Daughter  and  her  Woman  too  \ 

Sev.  Conceal  your  Joys. 

Duraz.  Fallen  in  the  Devil's  Mouth. 

Caliji.  My  Father, 
And  Mother  !  To  what  Fate  am  I  refcrv'd  ? 

Cald,  Continue  mafk'd  j  or  grant  that  you  be  known^ 
From  whom  can  you  exped:  a  gentle  Sentence, 
If  you  defpair  a  Father's  ? 

Ador.  Now  I  perceive 
Which  Way  I  loll  my  JeweL 

Mirt.   I  rejoice 
I  am  clear'd  from  Theft ;  you  have  done  me  Wrong, 
But  I  unafk'd  forgive  you. 

Duraz.  'Tis  fome  Comfort  yet  -, 
The  Rivals,  Men  and  Women,  Friends  and  Foes,  are 
Together  in  orle  Toil, 

Sev.  You  all  look  pale. 
And  by  your  private  Whifperings  and  foft  Murmurs, 
Expr^fs  a  general  Fear  :  Pray  you  fliake  it  off-. 
For  underftand  you  are  not  fall'n  into 
The  Hands  of  a  Bujiris  or  a  Caciis., 
Delighted  more  in  Blood  than  Spoil  •,  but  given  up 
To  the  Power  of  an  unfortunate  Gentleman, 
Not  born  to  thefe  low  Courfes,  howfoe'cr 

Vol.  IV.  G  Mv 
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My  Fate,  and  juft  Difplealure  of  the  King 

Defign'd  me  to  it :  You  need  not  to  doubt 

A  fad  Captivity  here,  and  much  lefs  fear 

For  Profit  to  be  fold  for  Slaves,  then  (hipp'd 

Into  another  Country.    In  a  Word, 

You  know  the  profcrib'd  Severino,  he 

Not  unacquainted,  but  familiar  with 

The  moft  of  you.     Want  in  myfelf  I  know  not. 

But  for  the  Pay  of  thefe  my  Squires,  who  eat 

Their  Bread  with  Danger  purchas'd,  and  muft  be 

With  other's  Fleeces  cloth'd,  or  live  expos'd 

To  the  Summer's  fcorching  Heat  and  Winter's  Cold  % 

To  thefe  before  you  be  compell'd  (a  vVord 

I  fpeak  with  much  Unwillingnefs)  deliver 

Such  Coin  as  you  are  furnilh'd  with. 

Duraz.  A  fine  Method  ! 
This  is  neither  begging,  borrowing,  nor  Robbery, 
Yet  it  hath  a  Twang  of  all  of  them.  But  one  Word,  Sir. 

Sever.  Your  Pleafure. 

Duraz.  When  we  have  thrown  down  our  Muck, 
What  follows  ? 

Sever.  Liberty,  with  a  fafe  Convoy, 
To  any  Place  you  chufe. 

Duraz.  By  this  hand  you  are 
A  fair  Fraternity  •,  for  once  I'll  be 
The  firft  Example  to  relieve  your  Covent. 
There's  a  thoufand  Crowns,    my  Vintage,    HarvefV, 

Profits, 
Arifing  from  my  Hei*ds,  bound  in  one  Bag, 
Share  it  among  you. 

Sever.  You  are  flill  the  jovial. 
And  good  Durazzo. 

Duraz.  To  the  Offering  ;   nay. 
No  hanging  an  Arfe,  this  is  their  Wedding-Day. 
What  you  muft  do  Spite  of  your  Hearts,  do  freely 
For  your  own  Sakcs. 

Camil.  There's  mine. 

Lent.  Mine. 

Donat.  All  that  I  have. 

~~^  Cald. 
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Cald.  This  to  prefer ve  my  Jewel. 

\They  all  thro-j)  down  their  Vurfes, 

Ador.  Which  I  challenge  : 
Let  me  have  Jufticc,  for  my  Coin  I  care  not, 

Mont.   I  will  not  weep  for  mine. 

Capt.  Would  it  were  more. 

^ev.  Nay,  you  arc  priviledg'd  ;  but  why,  old  Father, 
Art  thou  fo  flow  ?    Thou  halt  one  Foot  in  the  Grave, 
And,  if  Defire  of  Gold  do  not  increafe 
With  thy  expiring  Leafe  of  Life,  thou  fhouldfl: 
Be  forwardeft. 

Mph.   In  what  concerns  myfelf, 
i  dp  acknowledge  it,  and  I  fliould  lie, 
A  Vice  I  have  detefted  from  my  Youth) 
If  I  deny'd  my  prefent  Store,  fince  what 
I  have  about  me  now  weighs  down  in  Value 
Almoft  a  hundred-fold,  whatever  thefe 
Have  laid  before  you  :    See  I  do  groan  under 
The  Burthen  of  my  Treafure  :  Nay,  'tis  Gold, 

\^ brows  down  three  Bags. 
And  if  your  Hunger  of  it  be  not  fated 
With  what  already  I  have  fhewn  unto  you. 
Here's  that  fhall  glut  it.     In  this  Cafket  are 
Ineftimable  Jewels,  Diamonds 
Of  fuch  a  piercing  Luftre  as  ftruck  blind 
Th'  amazed  Lapidary,  while  he  labour'd      \Opem  the 
To  honour  his  own  Art  in  fetring  'em.  Cafket. 

Some  orient  Pearls  too,   which  the  Qiieen  of  Spain 
Might  wear  as  Ear-Rings,  in  Remembrance  of 
The  Day  that  fhe  was  crown'd. 

Sever-  The  Spoils,  I  think 
Of  both  the  Indies. 

Duraz.  The  great  Sultan's  poor. 
It  parallel'd  with  this  Cra-fus. 

Sever.  Why  doft  thou  weep  ? 
\     Alpb.  From   a  mod   fit  Confideration  of 
!My  poverty  •,  this,  tho'  rellor'd,  will  not 
! Serve  my  Occafions. 

Sever.  Impofllble  ! 

G  2  t)i:raz. 
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Dtiraz.  May  be 
He  would  buy  his  Pafsport  up  to  Heaven, 
And  then  this  is  too  little,  though  in  the  Journey 
It  were  a  good  Viaticum. 

Alph.  I  would  make  it 
A  Means  to  help  me  thither  :  Not  to  wrong  you 
With  tedious  Expeftation,  rii  difcover 
What  my  Wants  are,  and  yield  my  Reafons  for  'cm: 
I  have  two  Sons,  Twins,  the  true  Images 
Of  what  I  was  at  their  Years  ;  never  Father 
Had  fairer  or  more  promifmg  Hopes  in  his 
Pofterity  :    But,  alas,  thele  Sons  ambitious 
Of  glittering  Honour,  and  an  After-Name, 
Atchiev'd  by  glorious,  and  yet  pious  Aftions, 
(For  fuch  were  their  Intentions)  put  to  Sea  : 
They  had  a  well  rigg'd  Bottom,  tuUy  mann'd. 
An  old  experienc'd  Mafter,  lufty  Sailors, 
Stout  Landmen,  and  what's  fomething  more  than  rare. 
They  did  agree,  had  one  Defign,  and  that  was 
In  Charity  to  redeem  the  Chriftian  Slaves, 
Chain'd  in  the  Turkifli  Servitude, 

Sever.  A  brave  Aim. 

Duraz.  A  moft  heroic  Enterprize  ;  I  languifli 
To  hear  how  they  fucceeded. 

y^lph.  Profperoufly, 
At  firft,  and  to  their  Willies  :  divers  Gallies 
They  boarded,  and  fome  ftrong  Forts  near  the  Shore 
They  fuddenly  furprized  j   a  thoufand  Captives, 
Redecm'd  from  th'  Oar,   paid   their  glad  Vows  and 

Pray'rs 
For  their  Deliv'rance ;  their  Ends  acquir'd. 
And  making  homeward  in  triumphant  Manner ; 
(For  fure  the  Caufe  deferv'd  it.) 

Duraz.  Pray  you  end  here  ; 
The  bed,  I  fear,  is  told,  and  that  which  follows 
Mufl  conclude  ill. 

Alph.  Your  Fears  are  true,  and  yet 
I  mufl  v/ith  Grief  relate  it.     Prodigal  Fame 
In  every  Place  with  her  loud  Trump  proclaiming 

The  I 
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The  Greatnefs  of  the  Action  -,   the  Pirates 

Of  Tufiis  and  Algiers  'aid  Wait  for  *em 

At  their  Return  :     fo  tell  you  what  Refiftancc 

•They  in.ide,  and  how  my  poor  Sons  fought,  would  but 

Increal'c  my  Sorrow,  and  perhaps  grieve  you 

To  hear  ir  paflionately  defcrib'd  unto  you. 

In  Brief,   they  were  taken,  and  for  the  grca:  Lofs 

The  Enemy   lid  fuftain,  their  Victory 

Being  with  much  Blood  bought,  they  do  endure 

Tiie  heavielL  Captivity,   wretched  Men 

Did  ever  fuffer.     O  my  Sons  !    My  Sons  I 

To  me  for  ever  lofl  ^  Loft,  loft  for  ever ! 

Sever.  Will  no::  thefe  Heaps  of  Gold,  added  to  thine, 
Sufhce  for  Ranfom  ? 

Alph.  For  my  Sons  it  would  \ 
But  they  refufe  their  Liberty,  if  all 
That  were  engaged  with  them,  have  not  their  Irons 
Vith  theirs  ftruck  off,  and  fet  at  liberty  with  thcni, 
Which  thefe  Heaps  cannot  purchafe. 

Sever.  Hi; !   The  Toughnefs 
Of  my  Heart  melts  !  ije  comforted,  old  Father ; 
I  have  fome  hidden  Treafure,  and  if  all 
I  and  my  'Squires  thefe  three  ^ears  have  laid  up, 
Can  make  the  Sum  up,  freely  take  it. 

Buraz,  I'll  fell 
Myfelf  to  my  Shirt,  Lands,  Moveables,  and  thou 
Shalt  part  with  thine  too.  Nephew,  rather  than 
,  Such  brave  Men  fhall  live  Slaves. 

2  Bandit.  We  v;ill  not  yield  to't, 

3  Bandit.  Nor  lofe  our  Parts. 
Sever,  How's  this  } 

2  Bandit.  You  are  fitfer  far 
To  be  a  Churchman,  than  to  have  Command 
Over  Good- Fellows. 

Sever.  Thus  I  ever  ufe  \ Strikes  'an  dozvn. 

Such  faucy  Rafcals  •,  fecond  me,  Claudio. 
Rebellious,  do  you  grumble  r   I'll  not  leave 
One  Rogue  of  *em  alive, 

Alfh^  Hold,  give  the  Sign,        [!k  difcovers  himfelf 
G   3  ^^.V. 
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'  All.  The  King. 
,  Sever.  Then  I  am  loll. 

Claud.  The  Woods  are  full 
Of  armed  Men. 

Alph.  No  Hope  of  your  Efcape 
Can  flatter  you. 

Sever.  Mercy,  dread  Sir. 

Jlph.  Thy  Carriage 
In  this  unlawful  Courfe  appears  fo  noble, 
Efpecially  in  this  laft  Trial,  which 
I  put  upon  you,  that  I  wilh  the  Mercy 
You  kneel  in  vain  for,  might  fall  gently  on  you» 
But  when  the  holy  Oil  was  pour'd  upon 
My  Head,  and  I  anointed  King,  I  fw   "e 
Never  to  pardon  Murder.    I  could  wiiik  at 
Your  Robberies,  though  our  Laws  call  'em  Death  j 
But  to  difpenfe  with  Vi:ntecli,ro*s  Blood 
Would  ill  become  a  King  ;  in  him  I  loft 
A  worthy  Subjed:,  and  muft  cake  from  you 
A  ftrift  Account  oft.     'Tis  in  vain  to  move. 
My  Doom's  irrevocable. 

Mo7it.  Not,  dread  Sir, 
If  Monteclaro  live. 

Alph.  If  ?   good  Laval  ? 

Mont.  He  lives  in  him,  Sir  that  you  thought  Laval, 
Three  Years  have  not  lb  alter'd  me  but  you  may 
Remember  Monteclaro. 

Duraz.  How  ! 

JgL  My  Brother  ! 

Calijl.  Uncle  ! 

Mcnt.  Give  me  Leave  :    I  was 
Left  dead  in  the  Field,  but  by  the  Duke  Montpenfter^ 
^Now  General  at  Milain,  taken  up. 
And  v/ith  much  Care  recover'd. 

Alph.   Why  iiv'd  you 
So  long  conceal'd  ? 

Mont.  Confounded  v/ith  the  Wrono- 
I  did  my  Brother,  in  provoking  hmi 
To  fight,  I  fpent  the  Time  in  France  that  I 

Was 
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Was  abfent  from  the  Court,  making  my  Exile 
The  Puniflimcnt  im;>os'd  upon  myfelf 
For  my  Offence. 

Jol.  Now,  Sir,  T  dare  confefs  all. 
This  was  the  Gueft  invited  to  the  Banquet, 
That  drew  on  your  Sulpicion. 

Sever.  Your  Intent, 
Though  it  was  ill  in  you,  I  do  forgive. 
The  red  I'll  hear  at  Leifure.    Sir,  your  Sentence. 

Alph.   It  is  a  general  Pardon  unto  all. 
Upon  my  Hopes  in  your  fair  Lives  hereafter. 
You  will  deferve  it. 

Sever.  Claud.  C^c.  Long  live  great  Alphonfo. 

Duraz.  Your  Mercy  Ihewn  in  this,    now,    if  you 
plcafe, 
Decide  thefe  Lovers  Difference^ 

yllpb.   That  is  eafy. 
I'll  put  it  to  the  Womens  Choice,  the  Men 
Confenting  to  it. 

Caliji.  Here  I  fix  then,  never  to  be  remov'd. 

Cald.  'Tis  my  Nil  ultra.  Sir. 

Mirt.  O  that  I  had  the  Happinefs  to  fay 
So  much  to  you.  I  dare  maintain  my  Love 
Is  equal  to  my  Lady's. 

Ador.  But  my  Mind 
A  Pitch  above  yours.    Marry  with  a  Servant 
Of  no  Deiccnt  or  Fortune. 

Sever.  You  are  deceiv'd. 
,Howe'er  flie  has  been  train'd  up  as  a  Servant, 
She  is  the  Daughter  of  a  noble  Captain, 
Who,  in  his  Voyage  to  the  Perfia?!  Gulph, 
Perilh'd  by  ShipvvTeck  •,  one  I  dearly  lov'd. 
He  to  my  Care  intruded  her,  having  taken 
•My  Word,  if  he  return'd  not  hke  himfelf, 
I  never   fliould  difcover  what  Hie  was  ; 
But  it  being  for  her  Good,  I  will  difpenfc  with  it. 
•So  much,  Sir,  for  her  Blood.    Now  for  her  Portion. 
So  dear  I  hold  the  Memory  of  my  Friend, 
It  fliall  rank  with  my  Daughter's. 

G  4  AdQT. 
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Jdor.  This  made  good, 
I  will  not  be  per'erfe. 

Diirax.  With  a  Kifs  confirm  it. 

Adcr.  I  fign  all  Concord  here,  but  muft  to  you,  Sir, 
For  Reparation  of  my  wounded  Honour, 
The  Juilice  of  the  King  confenting  to  it. 
Denounce  a  lawful  War.  ^ 

Alph.  This  in  our  Prefence. 

Ador.  The  Caufe,  dread  Sir,  commands  it :  Though 
your  Edids 
Call  private  Combats,  Murders,  rather  than 
Sit  down  with  a  Difgrace,  arifing  from 
A  Blow  ;  the  Bonds  of  my  Obedience  fhook  off, 
I'll  right  myfelf. 

Cald.  I  do  confefs  the  Wrong, 
Forgetting  the  Occafion,  and  defire 
Remifllon  from  you,  and  upon  fuch  Terms 
As  by  his  facred  Majefty  Ihall  be  judg'd 
Equal  on  both  Parts. 

Ador.  I  defire  no  more. 

Alph.  All  then  are  pleas'd.    It  is  the  Glory  of 
A  King  to  make,  and  keep  his  Subjeds  happy  ; 
For  us,  we  do  approve  the  Roman  Maxim, 
To  fave  one  Ci'tizen  is  a  greater  Prize 
Than  to  have  kill'd  in  War  ten  Enemies.         [Exeunt, 
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Between    Juno   and   Hymen. 

JUNO  to  the  Bride. 

JP  NT  E  R  a  Matd\  but  made  a  Bridie 

Be  hold^  and  freely  tafie 
T'he  Marriage  Banquet^    ne'er  denyd 

To  fuch  as  fit  down  chafte. 
Though  he  unlooje  thy  Virgin  Zone, 

Prefmn'd  againjl  thy  PVill ; 
Thofe  Joys  referv'd  to  him  alone. 

Thou  art  a  Virgin  Jlill. 

HYMEN  to  the  Bridegroom. 

Hail,  Bridegroom,  hail  I    Thy  Choi-ce  thus  made. 

As  thou  wouldft  have  her  true, 
Thcu  mujl  give  o'er  thy  "juantcn  Trade 

And  bid  loofe  Fires  adieu  : 
That  Hujband  ivho  would  have  his  JVife 

To  htm  continue  chajle. 
In  her  Embraces  fpends  his  Life, 

And  makes  abroad  no  Wafte. 

HYMEN    and    JUNO. 

%port  then  like  Turtles,  and  bring  forth 

Such  Pledges  as  may  be 
AJfurance  cf  the  Father's  IVorth, 

And  Mother's  Purity. 
Juno  doth  blefs  the  Jiuptial  Bed, 

Thus  HymenV  Torches  burn. 
Live  lo-ng,  and  may,  when  hth  are  dead^ 

Tour  Afhcsfll  one  Urn.  SON  C; 
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Entertainment  of  the  Foreft's  Queen. 

117' E  LCO  M  Ey  thrice  welcome  to  this  Jhady  Green^ 

Our  long-wijh^d  Cynthia,  the  Forejl's  ^leen^ 
1'he  Trees  begin  to  hud^  the  glad  Birds  fing^ 
In  Winter  charted  by  her  into  the  Spring. 
We  knoiv  no  Nighty  •'' 
Perpetual  Light 

Dawns  from  your  Eye. 
Tou  being  near-t 
We  cannot  fear, 

Though  Death  flood  by. 
From  you  our  Szvords  take  Edge,  our  Hearts  grotv  bold^ 
From  you  in  Fee,  their  Lives  your  Liegemen  hold. 
Thefe  Groves  your  Kingdom,  a7td  our  Law  your  Will ; 
&mile,  and  we  fpare,  but  if  you  frown,  we  kill. 
Blefs  then  the  Hour 
That  gives  the  Pow''r 

In  which  you  may. 
At  Bed  and  Boards 
Fmbracc  ycur  Lord 

Both  Night  and  Day. 
Welcome,  thrice  welcome  to  this  (Joady  Green, 
Our  long-wifh'd  Cynthia,  the  Forefs  ^een. 
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EPILOGU      E. 

JAM  left  to  enquire^  then  to  relate 

To  the  Jiill  doubtful  Author^  at  what  Rate 
His  Merchandife  are  valued.     If  they  proz/e 
Staple  Commodities  in  your  Grace  and  Love^ 
To  this  lafi  Birth  of  his  Mine kva^  he 
VowSy  and  we  do  believe  him  ferioujly^ 
Sloth  cafi  off^  and  all  Pleafures  elfe  declin^d^ 
He'll  fearch  with  his  befi  Care^  until  he  find 
New  IVays^  and  make  good  in  fome  labour' d  Son^, 
Though  he  grow  oldy  Apollo  Jiill  is  youngs 
Chertjh  his  good  Intentions^  and  declare 
By  any  Sign  of  Favour ^  that  you  are 
Well  pleas' dy  and  with  a  general  Confcnt^ 
And  he  defires  no  more  Encouragement. 


A 

Very  Woman  t 

OR,    THE 

PRINCE  of  TAKEN  Tj 
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TRAGI-COMEDY. 


As  it  hath  been  often  afted  at  the  Private  Houfe,  ia 
Black-Friars^  by  his  late  M  a  j  e  s  t  y's  Servants, 
with  great  Applaufe.     1655. 
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PROLOGUl- 

CT^O  y«f^,  <2«^  fome  there  are^  no  ^lejlicn  berCy 

Who^  happy  in  their  Memories^  do  bear 
This  Subject  long  fince  aSled^  and  can  fay^ 
Truly ^  we  have  feen  Something  like  this  Piny, 
Oiir  Author^  "joith  becoming  Mcdejly^ 
(For  in  this  Kind  he  ne'er  zvas  bold)  by  me^ 
In  his  Defence  thus  anfwers^  By  Command 
He  undertook  this  Tajk^  nor  could  it  ftand 
With  his  Love  Fortune  to  refufe  to  do 
What  by  his  Patron  he  ivas  caWd  unto  : 
For  whofe  Delight  and  yours^  ive  hope,  '•Ji'ith  Care 
He  hath  review'' d  it ;   and  with  him  we  dare 
Maintain  to  any  Man,  that  did  allow 
^Twas  good  before^  it  is  much  bettered  new. 
Nor  is  it,  fure,  agai?tji  the  Proclamation 
To  raife  new  Piles  upon  an  old  Foundation. 
So  much  to  them  delivered  -,  to  the  rejt. 
To  whom  each  Sceiie  is  frejh,  he  doth  prcteji 
Should  his  Mufe  fail  now  a  fair  Flight  to  make. 
He  cannot  fancy  what  will  plcafe  or  take. 
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Dramatis    Perforia?. 

Viceroy  of  Sicily, 

Pedro,  his  Son. 

Duke  of  Messina. 

Don  Martino  Cardenes,  his  Son, 

Don  John  Antonio,  Prince  of  Parent. 

Doctor  Paulo,   a  Physician. 

CucuLO,  a  Sicilian. 

Apothecary. 

Citizen. 

Mafter. 

Man. 

Captain, 

Page.  ■  ^    :-  • 

Servants.  <  '^• 

Slaves. 

Moors. 

Pyrates; 

Guard; 

Almira,'  the  Viceroy's  Daughter. 
Leonora,  Duke  of  Messina's  Niece. 
Borachia,   Wife  to  Cuculo. 
Two  Women. 

The  Scene  Sicily. 
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ACT     I.         SCENE     I. 

Enfer  Pedro    <r?;?^  Leonora. 

■P<?^.  ^{^C^p  Y  vvorthieft  Miflrefs !  this  Day  cannot 
"D     j,i     C?^     end 

4^^^      ^  But  profperous  to  Fedro,  that  begins 
%vQP*     Witih  this  fo  vvifh*d  encounter. 

Leo.  Only,  Servant, 
To  give  you  Thanks  in  your  own  courtly  Language, 
Would  argue  me  more  ceremonious 
Than  heartily  affected  ;  and  you  are 
Too  well  aflurcd,  or  I  am  miierable, 
Our  equal  Loves  have  kept  one  Rank  too  long  i 

To  (land  at  Diftance  now. 

Fed.  You  make  me  happy 
In  this  lo  wife  Reproof,  which  I  receive 
Asa  chafte  Favour  fiom  you,  and  will  ever 
Hold  fuch  a  ftrong  Command  over  my  Uclirec, 
That  though  my  Blood  turn  Rebel  to  my  Reafon, 

Vol.  IV.  H  1  never* 
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I  f¥OT^  1lix.il  prcilmi€  to  fcek  ought  from  you, 
B«t«S'-ks.t  (tout  Honour  fafc)  you  well  may  grant  mt^ 
And  VijtiEc  lign  cbe  Warcant-. 

£jso^  Yoyjr  Love  to  me 
So  felted,  wdii  ftill  prefeiv-e  y<Gur  Mitlrcfs 
Wort;hy  her  Servant,  and  in  your  Reftraint 
0>f  toole  ASi'dions,  bind  me  tailef  to  you  : 
B^t  r-bere  will  be|a  Time  when  we  -may  v/elcGn>e 
TI1C&  wifk'd  for  Plcafuii'ts,  asHeav"'n*s  gr^ateft  BleiTingSj 
WfceR  t:hat  the  Viceroy,  your  mofc  noble  Father, 
And  the  Duke  my  Uncle,  and  to  tiiar,    my  Guardian, 
Shall  by  their  free  Confent  -confirm  them  iawfuh   . 

P^d.   You  ever  fhall  direfij^  .and  I  obey  you  : 
is  wy  Si  Pier  ftirring  yet  ? 

i><7,  Long   fmce. 

P^d.  Some  Bufinefs 
With  her,  join'd  to  my  Service  to  yourfelf, 
M&th  brought  m-ehidier;  pray  you  vouclifaie  tlie  Favour 
T^acqiiaint  her  with  £0  muciL 

i>^.  I  a£n  prevented^ 

Enter  AJmira  andimo  Women. 

Aim.  Do  tlie  reil  here ;  my  Cabinet  is  too  hot: 
This  Room  is  cookr — Brother  1 

P£d.  "Morrow  Sifter  i 
IDo  I  r«ot  come  .unfeafonably  ? 

jilm.  Why,  good  Brother? 

Ped.  Becaufe  you  are  not  yet  fully  made  up, 
Nof  Ht  for  Yifitation.     There  are  Ladies 
And  gi^at Ones,  that  will  .hardly  grant  Acceis, 
Oo  any  Ternis,  to  their  own  Farthers,  as 
They  arc  diem felves^  nor  willingly  be  feen 
Before  tliey  have  ailc'd  Counfel  of  Lheir  Dodor 
HowtheGeri^fe  will  appear,  newly  laid  on. 
Whesi  they  afk  BlelTing. 

jllm.  Such,  iadaed.  tliere  are 
Thst  woiiid^t^  iliil  youngj,  in  Defpite  of  Time, 
Tha^m  iht  mmklod  Winter  of  their  Age 

Would 
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Would  force  a  feeming  April  of  frefh  Beauty, 

As  \i  it  were  within  the  Power  of  Art 

To  frame  a  fccond  Nature  :   But  for  me, 

And  for  your  Miftrcfs,   I  dare  fay  as  much  ; 

The  Faces,  and  the  Teeth,  you  fee,  we  llcpt  with. 

Fed.   Which  is  not  frequent,  filler,  witli  fome  Ladies, 

Aim.  You  fpy  no  Sign  of  any  Night-mafk  here  j 
(Tie  on  my  Carkanet ')  nor   does  your  Nolhil 
Take  in  the  Scent  of  ftrong  Perfume?,  to  lliHe 
The  Sournefs  of  our  Breaths  as  we  are  falling  : 
You're  in  a  Lady's  Chamber,  gentle  Brother, 
And  not  in  your  Apothecary's  Shop. 
We  ufe  the  Women,  you  perceive,  that  ferve  us. 
Like  Servants,  not  like  fuch  as  do  create  us. 
'Faith,  fearch  our  Pockets,  and,  if  yon  find  there 
Comfits  of  Ambergreafe  to  help  our  Kilfes, 
Conclude  us  faulty. 

Fed.   You  are  pleafant.   Sifter: 
And  I  am  glad  to  find  you  fo  difpofed. 
You  will  the  better  hear  me. 

Aim.   Whiit  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Fed.   I  am  entreated  by  the  Prince  ofl'areni 
Don  John  Antonio. 

Aim.  Would  you  would  choofc 
Some  other  Subject. 

Fed.  Pray  you,  give  me  leave  ; 
For  his  Defires  are  fit  for  you  to  hear. 
As  for  me  to  prcier.     This  Prince  ot  T'arent 
(Let  it  not  wrong  him,  tLat  I  call  him  Friend) 
Finding  your  Choice  of  Don  Cardenes  lik'd  of 
•By  both  your  Fathers,  and  his  Hopes  cutoff, 
Refolvcs  to  leave  FaUrmo. 

Aim.  He  does  well : 
That  I  hear  gladly. 

Fed.  How  this  Prince  came  hither. 
How  bravely  furnifhed,  how  attended  on, 
How  he  hatli  borne  himfelf  here,   with  what  Charge 
He  hath  continued,  his  Magnificence 

«  Carkanet,  a  Bracelet  or  Necklace. 

H  2  la 
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In  coilly  Banquets,  curious  Mafques,  rarePrefents 
And  of  all  Sorts,  you  cannot  but  remember. 
Aim.  Give  me  myGioves. 
Fed.  Now,  for  Reward  of  all 
His  coil,  his  Travel,  and  his  duteous  Service^ 
He  does  intreat  that  you  will  pleafe  he  may 
Take  his  Leave  of  you,  and  reccrve  the  Favour 
Of  killing  of  your  Hands. 

Aim.  You  are  his  Friend, 
And  (hall  difcharge  the  Part  of  one  to  tell  him 
That  he  may  fpare  the  Trouble — I  defirenot 
To  fee,  or  hear  more  of  him. 

Fed,  Yet,  grant  this, 
Which  a  meer  Stranger  in  the  way  of  CourtHiip 
Might  challenge  from  you. 
Jim.  And  obtain  it  fooner. 
Fed.  OneReafonfor  this  would  do  well. 
Aim.  My  Will 
Shall  now  ftand  for  a  thouHind.     Shall  I  lofe 
The  Priviledge  o;"  my  Sex,  which  is  my  Will, 
To  yield  a  Reafon  like  a  Man  ?  or  you. 
Deny  your  Sifter  that  which  all  true  Women 
Claim  as  their  firft  Prerogative,  which  Nature 
Gave  to  them  for  a  Law  ?  and  iTiould  I  break  it, 
I  were  no  more  a  Woman. 

Fed.  Sure  a  good  one 
You  cannot  be,  if  you  put  off  that  Virtue 
Which  be  ft  adorns  a  good  one,  Courtefy 
And  affable  Behaviour.     Do  not  flatter 
Yourfelf  with  the  Opinion  that  your  Birth, 
Your  Beauty,  or  whatever  falfe  Ground  elfe 
You  raife  your  Pride  upon,  will  ftand  againft 
TheCenfure  of  juft  Men. 

Aim.  Why  let  it  fall  then  •, 
I  ftili  ihall  be  unmov'd. 

Leo.  And,  pray  you,  be  you  fo. 

Aim.  What  Jewel's  that  ? 

Worn.  That  which  the  Prince  of  larent — — 

Abh 
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Aim.  Left  here,  * 

And  you  receiv'd  without  my   Know]cd'-'e  ; 
I  've  \Jk  oi  'c  now.     Docs  the  Page  wai°  wit'iOar, 
My  Lord  Cardenes  fent  t'cnquire  my  Mcalch  ? 

IFom.  Ye?,   Madam. 
Aim.  Give  it  him,  and  with  it  pray  him 
To  return  my  Service  to  his  Lord,  and  mine. 

Ped.   Will  you  fo  undervalue  one  that  has 
So  truly  lov'd  you,  to  beftow  the  Pledge 
Of  his  Affcdion  (being  a  Prince)  u[)on 
The  Servant  of  his  Riv*l  ? 

Leo.  'Tis  not  wcl!. 
'Faith,  wear  it  Lady  ?   fend  Gold  to  the  Boy  ; 
'Twill  pleafe  him  better. 

Ahn.    Do  as  I  command  you, 
I  will  keep  nothing  that  may  put  me  in  mind 
Don  J chn  Antonio  ever  lov'd,  or  was, 
Being  wholly  now  Cardcr.es. 

Ped.    In  another 
This  v/cre  meer  Barbarifm,  Sifter,   and  in  you 
(For  I'll  not  footh  you)  at  tlie  beft,  'tis  RuLicnefs. 

Aim.   Rudenefs? 

Ped.   Yes,    Rudenefs,  and,  what's  worfe,  the  Want 
0\  civil  Manners,   nay.  Ingratitude 
Unto  the  many  and  fo  fair  Dcfervings 
O^ Don  Antonio.     Does  thisexprefs 
Your  Breeding  in  the  Court,   or  that  you  call 
The  Viceroy  rather  .''   A  poor  Feafant's  Daughter 
1  hat  ne'er  had  Converfation  bur  with  Beafts 
(Or  Men  bred  like  them)  would  not  fo  far  fliame 
Her  Education. 

Aim.  Pray  you,  leave  my  Chamber • 

I  know  you  for  a  Brother,   not  a  Tutor. 

Leo.  You  are  too  violent,    Madam. 

Aim.  Were  my  Father 
Here  to  command  me,  (as  you  take  upon  you 
Almoft  to  play  his  Part)  I  would  refufe  it. 
Where  I  love,  I  profefs  it  ;  where  I  hate, 
In  every  Circumftance  I  dare  proclaim  it : 

H  3  Of 
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Of  all  that  weat^he  Shapes  of  Men,  I  loath 
That  Prince  you  plead  for  •,  no  Antipathy  ^ 
Between  Things  moil  averfe  in  Nature,  hold 
A  ftronger  Enmity  than  his  with  mine: 

With  which  reft  fati^fied  :  if  not,  your  Anger 

May  wrong  yourleif,  not  me. 

Leo.   My  L.ord  Caj'denes  ! 

Fed.  Go  i  in  foft  Terms— .if you  perfift  thus,  you 
Will  be  one 

Aim.  What  one?  pray  you,  out  with  it. 

Fed.  Why,  one  that  1  fliall  wilh  a  Stranger  to  me. 
That  1  might  cuifc  you:  but 

Enter  Martino. 

Mar.  Whence  grows  this  He:it? 

Fed.  Be  yet  advis'u,  and'^cntertain  him  fairly, 
(For  I  will  fend  him  to  you)  or  no  more 
Know  me  a  Brother. 

jilm.  As  you  pleafe. 

Fed.  Good  Morrow.  [E.xit. 

Mar.  Good   Morrow  I    and   part   thus  ?  you   feem 
mov'd  too : 
What  defperate  Fool  durft  raife  a  Tempeft  here 
Tofinkhimlelf.? 

Aim.  Good  Sir,  have  Patience  -, 
The  Caufe  ^though  I  confefs  I  am  not  pleas'd) 
No  way  defer ves  your  Anger. 

Mar.  Not  mine.  Madam? 
As  if  the  leaft  Offence  could  point  at  you. 
And  I  not  feel  it  :   As  you  have  vouchfaf'd  me 
The  Promife  of  your  Heart,  conceal  it  not, 
Vv  homfoever  it  concerns. 

A'o  Antipathy 


Beinxecn  'Things  mojl  averfe,  &C. 
So  ^hake/pear  in  King  Lear, 

Ne  Contraries  hold  more  Antipathy ^ 
^ba?!  /,  and  fuch  a  Knave 
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Mm,  It  is  not  worth 
.  So  ferious  an.  Ejiquiry  :  My  kind  I>. (,cri<.T 
Had  a  Defireto  icarn  me  lome  n's.-v;  CoujUhJp    ' 
Whicbl  diilaa-cd,  that  was  a!l. 

Mar,  Your  Bror  her? 
In  bting  yours,  with  more  Security 
He  might  provoke  you  ;  yet,  it' lie  hatlvpaft 
A  Brother's  Bounds  • 

Leo:  What  then,  my  Lofd  I 

Mar.  Believe  it, 
Fii  call  him  to  Accorapt  fcr't. 

Leo.  Tell  him  ib. 

Aim.  No  more. 

Leo.  Yes,  thus  much  5  thuogh  my  MotfeRy 
Be  caird  in  Queriion-for  it,  in  his  Abfcncs 
I  will  defend  him  :  He  hath  faid  nor  dene 
But  what  Do?2  Pedro  v/cll  might  lay  or  do. 
Mark  me,  Don  Pedro  I  in  which  undcrftand 
As  worthy,  and  as  well  xs  can  be  hop*d  for 
Ofthofe  that  love  him  bcft, — froin  Don  Card^a. 

Mar.  This  to  me,  Coofm  I 

Jim.  Yea  forget  yourfelf. 

Leo.    No,  nor  the  Caule  (irk  which  you  did  fbi^y) 
"Which  is  fo  juft,  that  it  needs  no  concealing 
On  Pedro's  Fart. 

Alnj.  What  mean  you? 

Leo.  I  dare  fpeak  it. 
If  you  dare  hearnt.  Sir  ;  He  did  perfuadc 
Almira^  your  Almira^  to  vouchfate 
Some  little  Conference  with  the  Prince  a^  Parent 
Before  he  left  the  Court  i  and,  that  the  World 
Might  take  fome  Notice,  though  he  profp^rr'd  not 
In  his  fo  lov'd  Defign,  he  was  not  fcorn'd. 
He  did  deHre  the  kiffing  of  her  Hand, 
And  then  to  leave  her — this  was  much : 

Mar.  *Twas  more 
Than  ihould  have  been  urg*d  by  him,  welJ  denyM 
On  your  Part,  Madam,  and  1  thank  youlor't. 
^/?/«;?/<3  had  his  ArJwer,  I  your  Grant; 

H  4  ^"^ 
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And  why  your  Brother  fhould  prepare  for  him 
An  after  interview,  or  private  Favour, 
I  can  find  Httle  Rcafon. 

Leo.  None  at  all, 
Why  you  fliould  bedifpleafed  with't 

Mar.  HisRefpea: 
To  me,  as  things  now  are,  fhould  have  weigh'd  down 
His  former  Friendfliip-_'tvvasdone  indifcreetly, 
I  would  be  loth  to  fay  maliciciifly, 
To  build  up  the  demolifli'd  Hopes  of  him 
That  was  my  Rival.     What  had  he  to  do 
(If  he  view  not  my  Happinefs  in  your  Favour, 
With  wounded  Eyes)  to  take  upon  himfelf 
An  Office  fo  diftafteful  ? 

L.eo.  You  may  afk 
As  well,  what  any  Gentleman  has  to  do 
With  civil  Courtefy. 

Aim.  Or  you  with  that, 
Which  at  no  Part  concerns  you.     Good  mv  I  ord 
Reft  fat:sfied,   that  I  faw  him  not,  nor  will ': 
And  that  nor  Father,  Brother,  nor  the  World 
Can  work  me  unto  any  thing,  but  what 
You  give  Allowance  too— in  which  AiTurance, 
With  this,  I  leave  you. 

Leo,  Nay  take  me  along, 
You  are  not  angry  too  ? 

Aim.  Prefumeon  that.  {Exeunt 

Mar,  Am  laiTur'dofher,  and  fhall  again 
Be  tortur'd  with  Sufpicion  to  lofe  her. 
Before  I  have  enj^y'd  her.?  the  next  Sun 
Shall  fee  her  mine;  ivhy  fhould  I  doubt,  then  ?  yet 
To  doubt  is  later,  than  to  be  fecure 
JBut  one  fhon  Day :  Great  Empires  in  lefs  Time  ^ 

■ Great  Empifes  in  hfs  Time 

Hai:e  fuffered  Change,  &c 
There  is  a  very  beautiful  Paffage  in  Ben  Joh./on's  E<very  Man   in  his  ' 

Trivo  Hours/  Hal  Things  ne-ver  dreamt  of  set 
May  bt  conlriv' ci^  /,  and  eje^d  teo. 

Have 
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Have  fuffer'd  Change-^fhc's  conflar.t-^bu:  a  Woman^ 
And  wh.t  a  Lover's  Vows,  Perfuafions,  Tears' 
May  in  a  Minute,  work  upon  fuch  Frailty 
There  are  too  many,   and  too  fad  Example. 
The  i  nnce  of  Tareni  gone,  ail  were  in  Safety  - 
Or  not  admitted  to  folicite  her,  ' 

My  Fejrs  would  quit  me— 'tis'my  Faulr    if  I 
Give  way  to  that  •,  and  k  t  him  ne'er  dcfire 
To  own  what's  hard,  that  dares  not  guard  it 
who  waits  there  ? 

Enisr  Sen- mils  and  Pa<ye 

Seru.  Would  your  Lordfliip  mi^ht  ♦? 
Mar.   'Tiswell  "^ 

You  are  fo  near. 

Enter  Don  John,  and  Servant. 

John.     Take  care  all  Things  be  ready 
For  my  Remov^c. 

Serv.  They  are. 

Mar.   We  meet  like  Friends, 
No  more  like  Rivals  now  :   my  Emulation 
Puts  on  the  Shape  of  Love  and  Service  to  you. 

John.     It  is  recurn'd: 

In  t-ix'o  Hours  Jbfence;  ice//,  /  nvU!  not  go. 
Tixo  Hours!  no,  feering  Opportunity, 
ly-illnot  gi-veyour  Sub  til ty  that  Scope. 
Who  ^m: II  mt  judge  him  nvorthy  to  be  robb'J,' 
7 hat  fets  his  Doers  ivide  open  to  a  Thief, 
Andjhe'ws  the  Felon  luhere  his  7rea/ure  lies  ? 
-^gain,  'what  earthy  Spirit  butnuill  Attempt 
1b  tajiethe  Fruit  o/B.autys  goUcn  Tree, 
When  leaden  Sleep  feals  up  the  Dragon's  Eyes  ? 

.  ^*l^L''.To'uldyour  Lord/hi p  might?  ^^'  ^^^'  ^""'  "'' 

This  I  think  ought  to  be  read 

If  cud  your  Lordjhip  oug\\t  >  i.e.   doCS 
I'our  Lord/hip  luant  any  thing  9 

-»  Mar. 
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Mar,  'Twas  rumor'd  in  the  Court 
You  were  to  leave  the  City,  and  (hat  won  me 
To  find  you  out.     Your  Excellence  may  wonikr 
That  I,  that  never  fuv  yoii  till  this  Hour 
But  that  I  wifh'd  you  dead,  fo  willingly 
Should  come  to  wait  upon  you  to  the  Ports, 
And  there,  with  Hope  you  never  will  look  back. 
Take  my  !aft  Farewell  of  you. 

John.     Never  look  back  ? 

Mar,  I  faid  fo  -,  neither  is  it  fit  you  fliould  ^ 
And,  may  1  prevail  with  you  as  a  Friend, 
You  nevrr  fiiali,  nor,  while  you  live,  hereafter 
Think  of  the  Viceroy's  Court,  o\-  o^  Palermo^ 
But  as  a  Grave,  in  wliich  the  Prince  of  Tarent 
Buried  his  Honour. 

John.     You  fpeak  in  a  Language 
I  do  not  under  {land. 

Mar.  No  ?  I'll  be  plainer. 
What  Mad-man,  that  came  hither  with  that  Pomp 
Don  John  Antonio  did,  that  exa6l  Courtier 
Bon  John  Antonio^  with  whofe  brave  Fame  only 
Great  Princefies  have  fall'n  in  Love,  and  dy'dj 
That  came  with  fuch  Affurance  as  young  Paris 
Did  to  fetch  Hekuy  being  fent  back,  contemn'd, 
Difgrac'd  and  fcorn'd,  his  large  Expence  laugh'd  at. 
His  Bravery  fcoff'd,  the  Lady  that  he  courted 
Left  quietly  in  PolTeflion  of  another  j 
(Not  to  be  nam*d  that  Day  a  Courtier 
Where  he  was  mentioned,  the  fcarce  known  Cardems^ 
And  he  to  bear  her  from  him)  that  would  ever 
Be  ktn  again,  having  got  fairly  ofi\, 
By  fuch  as  will  live  ready  WitnefiTes 
Of  his  Repulfe,  and  fcandal? 

John.  The  Grief  of  it. 
Believe  me,  will  not  kill  me.     All  Man's  Honour 
Depends  not  on  the  moft  uncertain  Favour 
Of  a  fair   Miftrefs. 

Mar.  'Troth,  you  bear  it  well. 
You  fhould  have  ktn  fomc  that  were  fenfible 

Of 
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Of  aDifgrace,  that  would  have  ragM,  and  I'ouo^ht 
To  cure  their  Honour,  with  Ibmc  Itrangc  Revenge: 
But  you  are  better  tempeiM  ;  and  thvy  wrung 
The  Neapolitans  in  their  Renort, 
That  fay  they  are  hery  Spirits,  uiicapable 
Of  the  Icall  Injury,  dang'rous  to  be  ralk'd  with 
Atter  a  Lofs,  where  nothing  can  move  you; 
Bur,  hke  a  Stoick,  with  a  Conitancy, 
Words  nor  Affronts,  can  fluike,  you  ftill  go  on 
And  fmile  wlicn  Men  abufe  you. 

John.     If  they  wrong 
Tliemfelves,  I  can ;  yet,  I  would  have  you  know, 
I  dare  be  nngry. 

Mar.  'Tis  not  polTible. 
A  TafteoPt  would  do  well :   And  I'd  make  Tryal 

Wliat  may  be  done.     Come  hither,  Boy You've  f.cn 

Tliis  Jewel,  as  I  take  ir. 

John.     Yes  ;  'tis  that 
I  o;ave  Almvra. 

Mar.     And  in  what  Efteem 
She  held  it,  coming  from  your  worthy  Self, 
You  may  perceive,  that  freely  hath  beltow'd  ic 
Upon  my  Page. 

John.     When  I  prefented  it, 
I  did  not  indent  with  her,   to  wliat  Ufe 
She  fhould  employ  it. 

Mar.     See  the  Kindnefs  of 
A  loving  Sou! !   who,  after  this  Neglcft, 
Nay,  grofs  Contempt,  will  look  again  upon  her. 
And  not  be  frighted  from  it. 

John.     No,  indeed.  Sir, 
Nor  g:ve  way  longer  —  Give  way,  do  you  mark. 
To  your  loofe  Wit,  to  run  the  Wild-goofc  Chacc, 
Six  Syllables  farther,     I  will  fee  the  Lady, 
That  Lady  that  dotes  on  you,  from  whole  Hate! 
My  Love  increafes,  though  you  (land  elc^fted 
Her  Porter,   to  deny  me. 

Mar,     Sure  you  will  not. 

John, 
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John.     Yes,  inftantly:  Your  profperousSuccefs 
Hath  made  you  infolent;    and  for  her  Sake 
1  have  thus  long  forborne  you  ;  and  can  yet 
Forget  it,  and  forgive  it,   ever  provided. 
That  you  end  here  ;  and  for  what  is  paft  recalling, 
That  She  make  IntercefTion  for  your  Paidon, 
Which,  at  her  Suit,  I'JJ  grant. 

Mo.r,     I  am  much  unwilling 
To  move  her  for  a  Trifle  —  Bear  that  too,  [  drikes  him. 
And  then  She  fhall  fpeak  to  you. 

John.     Men  and  Angels, 
Take  Witnefs  for  me,  that  I  have  endured    [Theyjight. 
More  than  a  Man  :  O  do  not  fall  fo  foon,     \M2iV.  falls. 
Stand  up  —  take  my  Kand  —  fo  :  When  I  have  printed 
For  every  contumelious  Word,   a  Wound  here. 
Then  fink  for  ever. 

Mar,     Oh,  I  fuffer  juftly  ! 

Serv,     Murtherf  Murther!  Murtherf      ^Ex.  Serv. 

1  Serv.  Apprehend  him. 

3  Serv.  We'll  all  join  with  you. 

John,     I  do  wifli  you  more, 
My  Fury  will  be  loft  elfe,  if  it  meet  not 
Matter  to  work  on  j  one  Life  is  too  little 
For   fo  much  Injury. 

Enter  Almira,  Leonora,  Servants. 

Aim.  O  my  Car  denes  ! 
Though  dead,  ftill  my  Cardenes  ! — Villains,  cowards. 
What  do  yc  check  at?  can  one  Arm,  and  that 
A  Murtherer's,  fo  long  guard  the  curs'd  Mafter, 
Againft  fo  many  Swords,  made  fharp  v/ith  Juftice  .^ 

1.  Serv.     Sure  he  will  kill  us  all ;  he  is  a  Devil. 

2.  Serv.     He  is  invulnerable. 
Jim.    Your  bafe  fears 

Beget  fuch  Fancies  in  you — Give  me  a  Sword, 
This  my  weak  Arm,  made  ftrong  in  my  Revenge, 
Shall  force  a  Way  to't. 

John. 


A    VERY     WOMAN,  id^ 

'John.  Would  ic  were  deeper.  Madam, 
The  1  hruft-,   which  I  would  not  put  by,  being  y;jurs 
Of  greater  Force,  to  havcpierc'd  through  that  Heart 

Which  llill  retains  your  Figure: Weep  (l;;l,  ludy; 

For  every  Tear  diar  flows  from  thofe  gricv'd  i'.yes. 
Some  Part  of  that  which  maintains  Lite,  goes  from  mc 
And  fo  £0  die,  were  in  a  gentle  Slumber 
To  pafs  to  Paradife — But  you  envy  mc 
So  quiet  a  Departure  from  my  World, 
My  World  of  Miferies-,  therefore,  take  my  Sword, 
And,   having  kiii'd  me  with  it,   cure  the  Wounds 
It  gave  Cardenes. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Ved.  'Tis  too  true  :    Was  ever 
Valour  fo  ill  em  ploy 'd  ? 

John.   Why  itay  you,   Lady? 
Let  not  foft  Pity  work  on  your  hard  Nature  : 
You  cannot  do  a  better  Office  to 
The  dead  Cardenes.,   and  I  willingly 
Shall  fall  a  ready  Sacrifice  t'appeafe  him. 
Your  fair  H  'nd  ofl^'ring  it. 

Aim,   Thou  couldic  aik  nothing 
But  this  which  I  would  grant. 
heo.    Flint-hearted  Lacy ! 
Fed.  Are  you  a  Woman,  Sifter ! 
Aim.    Thou  art  not 
A  Brother,   I  renounce  that  Title  to  thee  : 
Thy  Hand  is  in  this  bloody  A£t;  'twas  this 
For  which  that  favage  Homicide  was  fent  hither. 
Thou  equal  Judge  of  all  Things,  if  that  Blood, 

And  innocent  Blood 

Fed.  Oh,  Car  dene  s\ 
How  IS  my  Soul  rent  between  Rage  and  Sorrow, 
That  it  can  be,  that  fuch  an  upright  Cedar 
Should  violently  be  torn  up  by  the  Roots, 
Without  an  Earthquake  in  that  very  Moment 
Tofwallow  them  that  did  it! 

John, 
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'''John,  The  Hurt's  nothing. 
But  the  deep  Wound  is  in  my  Confcience,  Friend, 
Which  Sorrow  in  Death  only  can  recover. 

Fed.  Have  better  Hopes 

Enter  Viceroy^  Me  (Tin  a.  Captain^  Guards 
and  Servants. 

MeJI'.  My  Son,  is  this  the  Marriage 
I  came  to  celebrate  ?  falie  Hopes  of  Man  I 
I  come  to  find  a  Grave  here. 

Abn.  I  have  wafted 
My  Stock  of  Tears,  and  now  juft  Anger  help  mc^ 
To  pay  m  my  Revenge  the  other  Part 
Of  Duty  which  I  owe  thee.     O  great  Sir, 
Not  as  a  Daughter  now,  but  a  poor  Widov/, 
Made  fo  before  flie  was  a  Bride,  I  fly 
To  your  impardal  juftice.     The  Offence 
Is  Death,  and  Death  in  his  moft  horrid  Form  : 
Let  not,  then,  Title,  or  a  Prince's  Name 
(Since  a  great  Crime  is,  in  a  great  Man,  greater) 
Secure  th'Offender. 

Mrjf.  Give  me  Life  for  Life, 
As  :hou  wilt  anfv/er  it  to  the  great  King 
Whole  Deputy  thou  art  here. 

Aim.  And  fpeedy  Juftice. 

MeJ.  Put  the  damn'd  Wretch  to  torture. 

Aim.  Force  him  to 
Reveal  his  curs'd  Confederates,  which  fpare  not. 
Although  you  find  a  Son  among  them. 

Vice.  How } 

Meff.  Why  bring  you  not  the  Rack  forth  .^ 

Alra.  Wherefore  ftands 
The  Murtherer  unbound  ? 

Vice.  Shall  I  have  Hearing  ? 

Mejf.  Excellent  Lady,  in  this  you  exprefs 
Your  true  Love  ro  tue  Dead. 

Aim.  All  Love  to  Mankind 
From  me,  ends  with  him, 

Vicel 
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Vice.  Will  you  hear  me,   yet? 
And  firfl,  to  you  ;  you  do  conftfs  the  FsLcJt 
With  which  you  (land  charg'd  ? 

Joh'ti.   I  will  not  make  worfe. 
What  is  already  ill,  with  vain  Denial. 

Vice,  Then    underftand,  though  you  are   Trirvcc  of 

Ycr,  being  a  Subjeft  to  the  King  of  Spain^ 
No  Priviledge  of  Sicily  can  free  you 
Being  con V id  by  a  jult  Form  of  Law, 
From  the  Municipnl  Statutes  of  that  Kingdom, 
'  But  as  a  common  Man,  being  found  guilty, 
Muft  fuffer  for  it. 

John.  I  prize  not  my  Life 
So  much,  as  to  appeal  from  any  thing 
You  (hall  determine  of  me. 

Vice.  Yet,  defpair  not 
To  have  an  equal  Flearing^  the  Exclaims 
Of  thisgriev'd  F'ather,  nor  my  Daughter's  Tears 
Shall  fway  me  from  myfeif-,  and,  where  rhey  urge 
To  have  you  tortured,  or  led  bound  to  Prifon, 
I  muft  not  grant  it. 

Mejf.  No? 

Vice.  I  cannot.  Sir; 
For  Men  of  his  Rank  are  to  be  diftinguifliM 
From  other  Men,   before  they  are  condemn'd. 
From  which  (his  Caufe  not  heard)  he  yet  ftands  free: 
So  take  him  to  your  Charge,  and,  as  your  Life, 
See  he  be  fafe. 

Capt.  Let  me  die  for  him,  elfe.      K  Exeunt  Ped.Johr, 

MeJf.  The  Guard  of  him  ^Q\i\d\Capt.(^  Guard. 
have  been  given  to  me. 

jllm.  Or  unto  me. 

Meff.  Bribes  may  corrupt  the  Captain. 

Aim.  And  our  juft  Wreak,  byFo  rce  orcunningPradicc, 
With  Scorn  prevented. 

Mc.r.  Oh  I 

Aim.   What  Groan  is  that  ? 

Vke.  There  are  apparent  Signs  of  Life  yet  in  him. 

2  '' '• 
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Aim.  Oh  that  there  were!  that  I  could  pour  my  Blood 
Into  his  Veins ! 

Mar.  Oh,  oh! 

Vice.  Take  him  up  gently. 

Mejf.  Run  for  Phyficians. 

Aim.  Surgeons. 

Me£\   All  Helps  elfe. 

Vice.   This  Care  of  his  Recovery,  timely  pradis'd. 
Would  have  exprefs'd  more  of  a  Father  in  you. 
Than  your  impetuous  Clamors  for  Revenge. 
But  1  (hall  find  fit  Time  to  urge  that  further 
Hereafter  to  you  -,  'tis  not  fit  tor  me 
To  add  Weight  to  opprefs'd  Calamity.  [Exeunh 

'The  End  of  the  F  i  rs  t  Ac  t. 


ACT.     II.        SCENE.     15. 


Enter  Pedro,  Don  John,  Captain. 

John.  WJ^^  Hiould  your  Love  to  me,  having  al- 

Y  Y     ready 
So  oft  endur'd  the  Tell,  be  put  unto 
Aneedlefs  Trial.?  Have  you  not,  long  fince. 
In  every  Circumftance  and  Right  of  Frier.dfhip, 
Outgone  all  Prefidents  the  Antientsboaft  of. 
And  will  you  yet  move  further  ? 

5  Scene  I.  This  Scene  is  a  Mafter-piece  in  its  Kind,  truly  origi- 
nal and  above  all  Commendation.  I  fhall  only,  as  applicable  to  the 
Subjedl  illuftrate  it  by  the  following  beautiful  Lines. 

A  oenrciiS  Friendjhip  no  ccd  Med  mm  ktioivs ; 

Burns  Hvith  one  Love,  ixjith  one  Refentment  gloujs: 

Onejhouldour  Int'refls  and  our  PaJJiom  be  ; 

My  friend  muji  hate  the  Man  that  injures  «f.  Pope's  Homer. 

Fed, 
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Ped.  Hitherto 
I  have  done  nothing  (howfoeV  you  value 
My  weak  Endeavours)  that  may  jullly  claim 
A  Title  to  your  FriendHiip,  and  much  k-ls 
Laid  down  the  Debt,  which,  as  a  Tribute  die 
To  your  Delervings,  not  I,  but  all  Mankind 
Stands  bound  to  tender. 

John.   Do  not  make  an  Idol 
Of  him  that  Hiould,  and  without  Superflition, 
To  you  build  up  an  Altar.     O  my  Pedro ! 
When  I  am  to  expire,  to  call  you  mine, 
Aflures  a  future  Happinefs :  Give  me  Leave 
To  argue  with  you,   and,  the  Fondnefsof 
Affedlion  ftruck  blind,   with  Juftice  .hear  me. 
Why  fhouid  you,  being  innocent,  fling  your  Life 
Into  the  Furnace  of  your  Father's  Anger 
For  my  Offence  ?  Or,    take  it  granted   (yet 
'Tis  more  than  Suppofirion)   you  prefer 
My  Safety  'fore  your  own,  (To  prodigally 
You  wafte  your  Favours)  wheieiorc  fliould  this  Captala 
His  Blood  and  Sweat  rewarded  in  the  Favour 
Of  his  great  Mafter,  falfify  the  Truft 
Which  from  true  Judgment  he  repofes  in  him. 
For  me,  a  Stranger  ? 

Ped.    Let  him  anfwer  that, 
He  needs  no  Prompter— Speak  your  Thoughts,   ard 
freely. 
Capt.  I  ever  lov'd  to  do  fo,  and  it  fliamcs  not 
TheBluntnefsof  my  Breeding;  from  my  Youth 
I  was  train'd  up  a  Soldier,  one  of  thofe 
That  in  their  Natures  love  the  Dangers  more 
Than  the  Rewards  of  Danger.     I  could  add, 
My  Life,  when  forfeited,  the  Viceroy  pardon'd. 
But  by  his  IntercelTion  ;  and  therefore. 
It  being  lent  by  him,  I  were  ungratclul 
(Which  I  will  never  be)   if  I  refus'd 
To  pay  that  Debt  at  any  Time  demanded. 

Ped.   I  hope,  Friend,  this  will  fatisfyyou.  ^^ 
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Jchn.  No,  it  raifes 
More  Doubts  within  me.     Shall  I,  from  the  School 
Of  Gratitude,  in  which  this  Captain  reads 
The  Text  fo  plainly,  learn  to  be  unthankful  ? 
Or,    viewing  in  your  Adions  the  Idea 
Of  perleft  Friendfliip,  when  it  does  point  to  me 
How  brave  a  thing  it  is  to  be  a  Friend, 
Turn  from  the  Objcd  ?   Had  I  never  lov'd 
The  fair  Almira  for  her  outward  Features, 
Nay,  were  the  Beauties  of  her  Mind  fufpefled, 
And  her  Contempt  and  Scorn  painted  before  me. 
The  being  your  Sifter  would  anew  inflame  me 
With  much  more  Impotence  to  dote  upon  her  ^ : 
No,  dear  Friend,  let  me  in  my  Death  confirm 
(Though  you  in  all  Things  elie  have  the  Precedence) 
I'll  die  ten  Times,  ere  one  of  Pedro's  Hairs 
Shall  fuffer  in  my  Caufe. 

Fed.   If  you  fo  love  me. 
In  Love  to  that  Part  of  my  Soul  dwells  in  you, 
(For  though  two  Bodies,  Friends  have  but  one  Soul) 
Lofe  not  both  Life  and  me. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

I  Serv.  The  Prince  is  dead.  [^Exif 

.    John.  If  fo,  fhall  I  leave  Pedro  here  to  anfwer 
For  my  Efcape?— As  thus  I  clafp  thee,  let 
The  Viceroy's  Sentence  find  me. 

Fed.  Fly  for  Heav'n's  Sake ! 
Confider  the  NecefTity  !  though  now 
"We  part,  Antonio,  we  may  meet  again  ; 
But  Death's  Divifion  is  for  ever,  Friend. 

Enter    another   Servant, 

1  Serv.  The  Rumor  fpread.  Sir,  of  Mzr//«(?V Death, 
Ischeck'dj  there's  Hope  of  his  Recovery. 

^  With  much  more  Impotence  to  dote  upon  her 
This  Reading  appears  to  me  to  be  falfe,  I  would  read 
With  more  Impatience  to  dote  upon  her. 

I  John, 
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Jo/jfi.  V^hy  Ihould  I  fly  then,  when  I  may  enjoy, 
With  mine  own  Lite,  my  Friend  P 

Fed.  That's  ftiU  uncertain, 
He  may  have  a  Relapfci  tor  once  be  rul'd  Friend. 
He's  a  good  Debtor  tnat  pays  when  'tis  due  j 
A  Prodigal,  that,  before  *cisrcquir'd. 
Makes  Tender  of  it. 

E)7ier   three  or  four  Sailers. 

1  Sail.  The  Bark,  Sir,  is  ready. 

2  Sail.  The  Wind  fits  fair.  UVhiJlli 

3  Sail.  Heaven  favours  your  Efcape.  i-jjiih-.n. 
Capt.  Hark  how  the  Boatfwain  whiftles  you  aboard. 

Will  nothing  move  you  ? 

John.  Can  I  leave  my  Friend  ? 

tPed.  I  muft  delay  no  longer — force  him  hence; 
Capt.  I'll  run  the  Hazard  of  my  Fortunes  with  you. 
John.  What  Violence  is  this  ?  —  hear  but  my  Ilcafons. 
Ped.  Poor  Friendlhip  that  is  cool'd  with  Arguments! 
Away,  away  1 
ll    Capt.  For  Malta. 
^    Ped.  You  fliall  hear 
All  our  Events. 

John.  I  may  fail  round  the  World, 
But  never  meet  thy  like,  Pedro. 
Ped.  Antonio. 

John.  I  breath  my  Soul  back  to  thee. 
Ped.  In  Exchange 
Bear  mine  along  with  thee. 
.    Capt.  Cheerly  my  Hearts.  {Exitiv.r, 

^    Ped.  He's  gone.   May  pitying  Heaven  his  Pilot  be. 
And  then  I  weigh  not  what  becomes  of  me,  [£x//. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Viceroy,  MefTina,  and  Attendant:, 
Vice.  I  tell  you  right,  Sir. 
Mef.  Yes,  like  a  rough  Surgccti, 
Without  a  Feeling  in  yourfelf,  you  fearch 

I  2  ^ 


m6  a     V  E  R  Y    W  O  M  a  N. 

My  Wounds  unto  the  Quick,  then  pray  declare 
The  Tedioufnefs,  and  Danger  of  the  Cure, 
Never  rememb'ring  what  the  Patient  fuffcrs. 
But  you  preach  this  Philofophy  to  a  Man 
That  does  partake  of  Pafiion,  and  not 
To  a  dull  Stoick. 

Vice.  I  confefs  you  have 
Juft  Cauie  to  mourn  your  Son  ;  and  yet,  if  Reafon 
Cannot  yield  Comforr,  let  Example  cure. 
]  am  a  Father  too,  my  only  Daughter 
As  dear  in  my  Efteem,   perhaps  as  worthy. 
As  your  Martino^  in  her  Love  to  him 
As  defperately  ill,  cither's  Lofs  equal  j 
And  yet  I  bear  it  with  a  better  Temper. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Which  if  you  pleafe  to  imitate  'twill  not  wrong 
Your  Piety,  nor  your  Judgment. 

Me[.  We  were  falhion'd 
In  different  Moulds, 
I  weep  with  mine  own  Eyes,  Sir, 
Purfue  my  Ends  too.  Pity  to  you's  a  Cordial  -, 
Revenge  to  me — atid  that  1  muft,  and  will  have 
If  my  Martina  die. 

Ped.  Your  muft,   and  will. 
Shall  in  your  full  fail'd  Confidence  deceive  you.      \_qfuie. 
Here's  Do6lor  Paulo,  Sir. 

Enter  Dollar  Paulo,  ti^o  Surgeons. 

Mef.  My  Hand  ?  you  rather 
Delerve  my  Knee,  and  it  fhall  bend  as  to 
A  fecond  Father,  if  your  faving  Aids 
Reftore  my  Son. 

Vice.  'Rife,  thou  bright  Star  of  Knowledge, 
The  Honour  of  thy  Art,  thou  Help  of  Nature, 
Thou  Glory  of  our  Academies ! 

DoSi- 
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Dcci.  If  I   bluHi,   Sir, 
To  hear  the/c  Attriburcj  ill  placM  on  mc. 
It  is  excLifable.     I  amnoCrod,  Sir, 
Nor  holy  Sainr  chat  can  do  Miracles, 
But  a  weak  finful  Man  :   Yet,  that  i  may 
In  fome  Proportion  dci'jrve  thele  Favours, 
Your  Excellencies  pleafe  to  grace  me  with, 
I  promile  all  the  Skill  I  have  acquired 
In  Simples,  or  the  careful  Obfervation 
Of  the  fuperior  Bodies,  with  my  Judgment 
Deriv'd  from  long  Experience,  Itand  leady 
To  do  you  Service. 

Mef.  Modellly  replied. 

Vice.  How  is  it  wich  you/^Princely  Patient? 
.     Mef.  Speak, 
Butfpcak  fome  Comfort,  Sir. 

Do^.  I  mufb  fpeak  Truth-, 
His  Wounds,  though  many,  Heav'n  fo  guided,' yet, 
Antonio's  Sword,  it  pierc'd  no  Part  was  mortal. 
Thefe  Gentlemen  who  worthily  defcrve 
The  Names  of  Surgeons,  have  done  their  Duties. 
The  Means  they  praftis'd,    not  ridiculous  charms 
To  itop  the  Blood  •,  no  Oyls,   nor  Balfams  bought 
Of  cheating  Qiiack-falvers,  or  Mountebanks, 
By  them  applied  :  The  Rules  by  Chiron  taught. 
And  ^fculapiiis,  v^hich  drew  upon  him 
The  Thund'rer's  Envy,   they  with  Care  purfu'd, 
Heav'n  profp'ring  their  Endeavours. 

Mef.  There  is  Hope,  then, 
Of  his  Recovery  ? 

BcB.  But  no  AlTurance ; 
I  muft  not  flatter  you.     That  little  Air 
Of  Comfort  that  breaths  towards  us  (for  I  dare  not 
Rob  thefe  t'inrich  myfelfj  you  owe  their  C.ire  •, 
For,   yet,  I  have  done  nothing. 

Mef.  Srili  more  moded-, 
I  will  begin  with  them,  to  either  give 
Three  Thoufand  Crowns. 

I  3  V^cjt^. 
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Vice.  V\\  double  your  Rewaidj 
See  'em  paid  prefently. 

1  Surg.  This  Magnificence, 

With  Equity,  can't  be  confer'd  on  us  ; 
*Tis  due  unto  the  Do6tor. 

2  Surg.  True ;  we  were 

Put  his  iubordinate  Minifters,  and  did  only 
Follow  your  grave  Diredions. 

Do^.  'Tis  your  own  : 
I  challenge  no  Part  in  it. 

Fice.  Brave  on  both  Sides, 

Do^.  Deferve  this,  with  the  Honour  that  will  follow. 
In  your  Attendance. 

2  Surg.  If  both  deep  at  once, 
'Tis  Jullice  both  fhould  die.  {Exeunt  Surgeons!, 

Mef.  For  you,  grave  Doctor, 
We  will  not  in  fuch  petty  Sums  confider 
Your  high  De farts :  Our  Treafury  lies  open. 
Command  it  as  your  own. 

Vice.  Choofe  any  Caftle, 
Nay,  City,  in  our  Gove.rnment,  and  be  Lord  oPt, 

JDo^l.  Of  neither,  Sir;  I  am  not  fo  ambitious. 
Nor  would  I  have  your  Highnefles  fecure  : 
We  have  but  faintly  yet  begun  our  Journey  ; 
A  thoufand  Difficulties  and  Dangers  muft  be 
Encounter'd,  ere  we  end  it.     Though  his  Hurts, 
I  mean  his  outward  ones,  do  promife  fair. 
There  is  a  deeper  one,  and  in  his  Mind 
Muft  be  with  Care  provided  for.     Melancholy, 
And  at  the  Height,  too  near  a.kin  to  Madnefs;^ 
PofleiTes  him  ;  his  Senfes  are  diftracled, 
Not  one,  but  all ;  and,  if  I  can  colle^l  'em 
With  all  the  various  Ways  Invention, 
Or  Induftry  e'er  pradlis'd,  I  Ihail  write  it 
My  Mafter-piece. 

Mef.  You  more  and  more  engage  me. 

Vice.  May  we  not  viTit  him  ^ 

Do^.  By  no  means,  Sir, 
tAs  he  is  now  j  fuch  Courtefies  come  untimely : 

rii 


A     VERY     WOMAN.  n^ 

ril  yield  you  reafon  for't.     Should  he  look  on  you. 

It  will  renew  the  Memory  of  that 

Which  I  would  have  forgotten.   Your  good  Prayers 

(And  chofe  I  do  prefume  fliall  not  be  wanting 

To  my  Endeavors)  are  the  utmoit  Aids 

I  yet  defire  your  Excellencies  Ihould  grant  me. 

So  with  my  humblefl:  Service — , 

Mef.  Go,  and  profper.  [Exit  BoHor, 

Vice.  Obfcrve  his  Piety  —  I've  heard,  how  true 
I  know  not,  mofl:  Phyficians  as  they  grow 
Greater  in  Skill,  grow  lefs  in  their  Religion  ; 
Attributing  fo  much  to  Natural  Caufes, 
That  they  have  little  Faith  in  that  they  cannot 
Deliver  Reafon  for  :  This  Doclor  fteers 
Another  Courfe  —  But  let  this  pals;  if  you  pleafe. 
Your  Company  to  my  Daughter. 

Mef,  I  wait  on  you,  [Exeunl, 

SCENE     III. 

EnSer  Leonora,  and  two  Women. 

Leon.  Took  fhe  no  Reft  to-night? 

I .  IVom.  Not  any,  Madam ; 
I  am  fure  (he  flept  not.     If  flie  flumbred,  flrait, 
As  if  fome  dreadful  Vifion  hadappear'd, 
She  darted  up,  her  Hair  unbound,  and,  with 
Diftrafted  looks  ftaring  about  the  Chamber, 
She  afks  aloud,  "  Where  is  M^r//;/o .?  Where 
"  Have  you  conceal'd  him  ? "  Sometimes  names  Anionic^ 
Trembling  in  every  Joint,  her  Brows  contraded  : 
Her  fair  Face  as  'twere  chang'd  into  a  Curfe, 
Her  Hands  held  up  thus,  and,  as  if  her  Words 
Were  too  big  to  find  PafTage  through  her  Mouth, 
She  groans,  then  throws  herfelf  upon  her  Bed, 
Beating  her  Bread. 

Leon.  'Tis  wond'rous  ftrange!  : 

i.Wom.  Nay,  more ; 
She  that  of  late  vouchfaf 'd  not  to  be  fecn,]J 
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But  fo  adorn'd  as  if  flie  were  to  rival 
Nero's  Poppa^a,  or  the  Egyptian  Queen, 
Now,  carelefs  of  her  Beauties,  when  we  offer 
Our  Service,  fne  contemns  it. 

Lecn.  Does  fhe  not 
Sometimes  forfake  her  Chamber? 
2.TFom.  Much  about 
•  This  Hour;  then  with  a  ftrange  unfettled  Gait 
She  meafures  twice,  or  thrice  the  Gallery, 
Silent,  and  frowning  (v/e  dare  not  fpeak  to  her) 
And  then  returns.  —  She's  come,  pray  you,  now  ob- 
ferve  her. 

Enter  Almira  in  Black,  carekjly  habited. 

Aim.  Why  are  my  Eyes  fix'd  on  the  Ground,  and  not 
'  Bent  upwards  ?  —  Ha!  that  which  was  mortal  of 
My  dear  Martino^  as  a  Debt  to  Nature, 
I  know  this  Mother  Earth  hath  fepulchred : 
But  his  diviner  Fart,  his  Soul  o'er  which 
The  Tyrant  Death,  nor  yet  the  fatal  Sword 
Of  curs'd  Antonio,  his  Inftrument, 
Had  the  lead  Power,  borne  upon  Angel's  Wings, 
Appointed  to  that  Office,  mounted  far 
Above  the  Firmament. 

Leon.  Strange  Imagination ! 
Dear  Coufin,  your  Martina  lives. 

Aim.  I  know  you, 
And  that  in  this  you  flatter  me.     He's  dead, 
..  As  much  as  could  die  of  him  —  But  look  yonder ! 
Amongft  a  Million  of  glorious  Lights  7 
That  deck  the  heavenly  Canopy,  I  have 
Difcern'd  his  Soul  transform'd  into  a  Star, 
Do  you  not  fee  it  ? 

Leon.  Lady. 

7     Amongjl  a  Million  of  glorious  Lights 
That  deck,   &'C. 
In  thefe  poetical  Images  and  fine  Flights  of  Fancy,  Mnjfnger  as 
>fr%Il  as  Shake/pear  greatly  abounds. 

Ainu 
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Aim.  Look  with  my  F.ycs. 
What  Splendor  circles  it !  The  heavenly  Archer, 
Not  far  ofFdiftant,  appears  dim  with  Envy, 
Viewing  himfelfout-fhin'd.     Bright  Conftcllation, 
Dart  down  thy  Beams  of  Pity  on  A'unira ! 
And,  fince  thou  find'Il  luch  Grace  where  now  thou  art, 
As  I  did  truly  love  thee  on  the  Earth, 
Like  a  kind  Harbinger,  prepare  my  LoJging, 
And  place  me  near  thee. 

Leon.  I  much  more  chan  fear. 
She'll  grow  into  a  Phrenfy. 

y^/w.  How!  What's  this?  — 
A  difmal  Sound  !  —  Come  nearer,  Coufin,  lay 
Your  Ear  clofe  to  the  Ground,  —  clofer,  I  pray  you. 
Do  you  howl  ?  —  Are  you  there,  Jntoriio  ? 
Leon.  Where,  fweetLady? 
Aim.  I'th'Vault,  in  Hell,  on  the  infernal  Rack, 
Where  Murderers  are  torm.ented  :  — Yerk  him 

foundly  •, 
'Twas  i?£W(7;;7<:7;///5''j  Sentence  :  DoyourOfHce,  Furies. 
How  he  roars !  —  What  plead  to  m.e  to  mediate  for  you  ? 
I'm  deaf,  I  cannot  hear  you. 

Lecn.  'Tis  but  Fancy : 
Coiledl  yourfelf. 

ylhn.  Leave  babling  •,  *tis  rare  Mufick  ! 
Rhamnufia  plays  on  a  Pair  of  Tongs 
Red  hot-,  and  Proferpne  dances  to  theConfort; 
Pluto  fits  laughing  by  too.     So  —  Enough. 
I  do  begin  to  pity  him. 

Leon.  I  wifli,  Madam, 
You  would  fliew  it  to  yourfelf. 

2,  Worn.  Her  Fit  begins 
To  leave  her. 

Aim.  Oh  my  Brains  !   Are  you  there,   Coufin  ? 
Leon.  Now  fhe  fpeaks  temperately.    I  am  ever  ready 
To  do  you  Service :   How  do  you  ? 

Aim.  Very  much  troubled. 
I've  had  the  ftrangeft  waking  Dream  —  of  Hell 
And  Heav'n  —  1  know  not  what. 

hcon. 
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Lccn.  My  Lord  your  Father 
Is  come  to  vifit  you.     As  ye  would  not  grieve  hini 
That  is  fo  tender  of  you,  entertain  him 
With  a  becoming  Duty. 

Enter  Viceroy,  MefTina,  Pedro,  Attendants, 

Vice.  Still  forlorn  ? 
No  Comfort  my  Almira  ? 

MeJ.  In  your  Sorrow, 
For  my  Mariino,  Madam,  you  have  exprefs'd 
All  pofllble  Love  and  Tendernefs.     Too  much  of  it 
Will  wrong  yourfelf,  and  him.     He  may  live,   Lady, 
(For  we  are  not  paft  Hope)  with  his  future  Service, 
In  fome  Part  to  deferve  it. 

Aim.  If  Heav'n  pleafe 
To  be  fo  gracious  to  me,  I'll  ferve  him 
With  fuch  Obedience,  Love,  and  Humblenefs, 
That  I  will  rife  up  an  Example  for 
•Good  Wives  to  follow  :  But  until  I  have 
Affurance  what  Fate  will  determine  of  me. 
Thus,  like  a  defolate  Widow,  give  me  Leave 
To  weep  for  him,  for,  fhould  he  die,  I  have  vow'd 
Not  to  out-live  him  ;  and  my  humble  Suit  is, 
One  Monument  may  cover  us :  and  Antonio  ^ 
In  Juftice  you  muft  grant  me  that  be  ofFer'd 
A  Sacrifice  to  our  Aflies. 

Vice.  Pr'ytheeputofif 
Thefe  fad  Thoughts  :  Both  fhall  live,  I  doubt  it  not, 
A  happy  Pair. 

Enter  Cuculo  and  Borachia^ 
Cue.  O  Sir,  the  fouleft:  Treafon 

8  .  Jitd  Antonio 

In  Juftice  you  muft  grant  vie  that  be  offered 
A  Sacrifice  to  our  A/hes. 

This  is  evidently  falfe,  it  ought  to  be 

. —  And  Antonio 

In  Juftice  you  muft  grant  that  he  be  offered 
AKacrificettaur  AJhci, 

ThaS 
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That  ever  was  difcovercd  ! 

Vice,  5peak  ir,  that 
We  may  prevent  it. 

Cue.  Nay,  'tis  paft  Prevention, 
Though  you  allow  me  wife  (in  Modefty, 
I  will  not  fay  oraculous)  I  cannot  help  it. 
I  am  a  Statefman,  and  lome  fay  a  wile  oncj 
But  I  could  never  conjure,  nor  divine 
Ot  Things  to  come. 

Vice.  Leave  fooling !  To  the  Point, 
What  Treafon  ? 

Cue.  The  falfc  Prince  Don  John  Anlonio 
Is  fled. 

Vice.  It  is  not  poITible. 

Ted.  Peace,  Screach-owl. 

Cue,  I  muft  fpeak,  and  itfhall  out.  Sir,  th  eCaptain 
You  trufted  with  the  Fort,  is  run  away  too. 

Aim.  O  miferable  Woman  !   I  defy 
All  Comfort ;  cheated  too  of  my  Revenge  ? 
As  you're  n:y  Farher,  Sir,  and  you  my  Brother, 
I  will  not  curfe  you  ;  But  I  dare,  and  will  lay 
You  are  unjuil  and  treacherous.  —  If  there  be 
A  Way  to  Death,  I'll  find  it.  [Excunl  Almira, 

Vice.  Follow  her  •,  Leon.  ^  IVomefi, 

She'll  do  fome  violent  A6t  upon  herfclf. 
'Till  fhe  be  better  temper'd,  bind  her  Flands, 
And  fetch  the  Doctor  to  her.     Mad  not  you 
A  Hand  in  this  ? 

Fed.  I,  Sir  ^  I  never  knew 
Such  Difobcdience. 

Vice.  My  Honour's  touch'd  in*t: 
Let  Gallies  be  mann'd  forth  in  his  Purfiilf, 
Search  every  Port  and  Harbour  —  If  1  hvc, 
lie  fhall  not  'fcape  thus. 

Mejf.  Fine  Hypocrify ! 
Away  Dillemblers!   'Tis  Confederacy 
Betwixt  thy  Son  and  Self,  and  the  falfe  Captain, 
He  could  not  thus  have  vanifli'd  clfe.    Ye'vc  murther'd 
My  Son  amongft  you,  and  now  murther  Juftice. 
You  know  it  moft  impoffible  he  fhould  live, 

Howc'er 
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Hovve'cr  the  Doctor  for  your  Ends  diffembled. 
And  you  have  iliifted  hence  Antonio. 

Vice.  Mejpna,  thou'rt  a  craz'd  and  griev'd  Old  Man, 
And,   beingin  my  Cou!t,  proteded  by 
The  Law  of  Hofpitality,  or  I  fliould 
Give  you  a  lliarper  Aniwer  —  May  I  periPii 
If  I  knew  of  his  FHght. 

Meff.  Fire,  then,  the  Caftle ; 
Hang  up  the  Captain's  Wifs  and  Children. 

Vice.  Fie,  Sir ! 
.   Ted.  My  Lord,  you  are  uncharitable  ;  capital  Trea- 

fons 
Exa6t  not  fo  much. 

Mejl.  Thanks,  moft  noble  Signior, 
We  ever  had  your  good  Word  and  your  Love. 
•  '  Cue.  Sir,  I  dare  pafs  my  Word,  my  Lords  are  clear 
Of  any  Imputation  in  this  Cafe 
You  fcem  to  load  'em  with. 

MeJ^.  Impertinent  Fool ! 
No,  no,  the  loving  Faces  you  put  on 
Have  been  but  grinning  Vizors :    You  have  juggled  me 
Out  of  my  Son,  and  out  of  Juftice  too ; 
But  Spain  fliall  do  me  Right,  believe  me.  Viceroy  : 
There  I  will  force  it  from  thte  by  the  King ; 
He  fhall  not  eat  nor  deep  in  Peace  for  me, 
'Till  I  am  righted  for  this  Treachery. 

Vice.   Thy  word  MeJJina^  fmce  no  Reafon  can 
Qualify  thy  Iniempf  ranee ;  the  Corruption 
Of  my  fubordinate  Minifters  cannot  wrong 
My  true  Integrity.     Let  privy  Searches 
Examine  all  the  Land. 

Fed.  Fmr  h\\  j^ntonio  !  [Ex.  Viceroy, 

Cue.  This  is  my  Wife,  my  Lord.  Fed.  Attend. 

'Troth  fpeak  your  Confcience, 
Is't  not  a  goodly  Dame  .'' 

Meff.  She  is  no  lefs.  Sir. 
I  will  make  ufe  of  thefe.     May  I  intreat  you 
To  call  my  Niece. 

Bor.  With  Speed,  Sir.  [Ex.  Borachia. 

Cue, 
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Cue.  You  may,  my  Lord, 
Sufpcft  me  as  an  Agent  in  thcfe  State-conveyances. 
Let  Signior  CuchIo,  then,  be  never  more. 
For  all  his  Place,  Wit,  and  Authority, 
Held  a  mofl  worthy  honcll  Gentleman. 

Enter  Borachia  zviib  Leonora.  • 

Afef.  I  do  acquit  you,  Signior  :  Neice,  you  fee 
To  what  Extremes  I'm  driven  ;  the  cunning  Viceroy 
And  his  Son  Pedro,  having  exprefs'd  too  plainly 
Their  cold  Affedions  to  my  Son  Martino  j 
And  therefore  I  conjure  thee  Leoucra, 
By  all  thy  Hopes  from  me,  which  is  my  Dukedom, 
If  my  Son  fail,   however  all  thy  Forcunes, 
Though  heretofore  fomc  Love  hath  pail  betwixt 
DonPedrc^   and  thyfelf,  abjure  him  now  : 
And,  as  thou  keep'fl  Abnira  Company, 
In  this  her  Defolation,  fo  in  Hate 
To  this  young  Pedro  for  thy  Cou fin's  Love, 
Be  her  Aflbciate  ;  or  aflurc  thyfelf, 
I  call  thee  like  a  Stranger  from  my  Blood. 
If  I  do  ever  hear,  thou  feell,  or  fcnd'll: 
Token,  or  receive  Meliage— by  yon  Heaven, 
I  never  more  will  own  thee. 

Leo.  Oh  !  dear  Uncle, 
You've  put  a  tyranous  Yoke  upon  my  Heart, 
And  it  will  break  it.  [ZlavV  Leonora 

Mef.  Gravcft  Lady,  you 
May  be  a  great  Afufter  in  my  Ends, 
I  buy  your  Diligence  thus — Divide  this  Couple, 
Hinder  their  Interviev.'s  •,  feign  'tis  her  will 
To  give  him  no  Admittance,  if  he  crave  it. 
And  thy  Rewards  Ifiall  be  thineown  Dc fires. 
Whereto,  good  Sir,  but  add  your  friendly  Aids, 
And  ufe  me  to  my  uttermiofl:. 

Cucido.  My  Lord, 
If  my  Wife  pleafe,  I  dare  not  contraditT:. 
Borachia,  what  do  vou  fay  ? 

^  Eor: 
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Bor.  I  fay— my  Lord, 
I  know  my  Place,  and  be  afTur'd  I  will 
Keep  Fire  and  Tow  afunder. 

Mef.  You  in  this 
Shall  much  deferve  of  me,  [Exii  MeJ/ina, 

Cue.  We  have  took  upon  us 
A  hcci'vy  Charge.  I  hope  you'll  now  forbear 
Th'Excefs  of  Wine. 

Bor.  I  will  do  what  I  pleafe. 
This  Day  the  Market's  kept  for  Slaves;  go  you 
And  buy  me  a  fine  timber'd  one,  to  aflift  me. 
I  muft  be  better  waited  on. 

Cue.  Ay  any  thing. 
So  you'll  leave  Wine. 

Bor.  Still  prating? 

Cue.  I  am  gone.  Duck.  \Exii  Cuculo 

Bor,  Pedro !  fo  hot  upon  the  Scent?  I'll  fit  him. 

Enier  Pedro. 

Ped.  Donna  Boracbia,  you  mofl  happily 
Are  met  to  pleafure  me. 

Bor.  It  may  be  fo, 
I  ufe  to  pleafure  many. — Here  lies  my  way  ; 
I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  keep  on  your  Voyage. 

Ped.  Be  not  fo  fliort,  fweet  Tady  •,  I  muft  with  you. 

Bor.  With  me.  Sir?  I  befeech  you  Sir;  why,  what,  Sir, 
See  you  in  me  ? 

Ped.  Do  not  miftake,  me  Lady, 
Nothing  but  Honefty. 

Bor.  Hang  Honefty  •, 
Trump  me  not  up  with  Honefty.     Do  you  mark,  Sir, 
1  have  a  Charge  Sir,  and  a  fpecial  Charge,  Sir  i 
And  'lis  not  Honefty  can  win  on  me.  Sir, 

Ped.  Pr'ythee  conceive  mc  rightly. 

Bor.  I  conceive  you  ? 

Ped.  But  underftand— — 

Bor.  I  will  not  underftand.  Sir, 
I  cannot,  nor  1  do  not  underftand ,  ^ir. 

Ted;, 
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P^d.  Pr'ythc    Bcr.chia,  Jet  me  fee  my  MiHrcn,  • 

But  Jook  upon  her,  ftand  you  by.  ' 

^<?r.   How's  this  ? 

Sluli  I  ftand  by  ?   What  do  you  think  of  mc  ^ 

Now  by  the  Virtue  of  the  Place  I  hold 

1  am  no  He/e^j,  nor  no  //tfa^^^, 
To  bedefiowred  of  my  Loyalty 
With  your  fair  Language. 
Fed.  I'hou  millak'it  me  ftilj 

And  will  n.ftake  you  il,ll    make  you  your  bed  o  ' 
Ped,  A  Pox  upon  tiiec!  Let  n^.e  but  behold  her 
pZ'  ^,P^^S^V"Pon  you  !   You  fliall  never  fee  l.er 
I  i.   This  IS  a  Crone  in  Grain  '   Thou  art  fo  tefty 

Pr  ythee,  take  Breath,  and  know  thy  Fdends  ^* 

Jior.  I  will  not ; 

I  have  no  Friends,  nor  I  will  have  non^this  Wav 

And    now  I  think  on't  better,  why  will  you  fee  her  ? 
Fed.  Becaufe  ihe  loves  me  dearly,  1  her  equally. 

ri?    M   ,         '^^'  y°'^  damnably,  moft  wickedly. 
(Build  that  upon  my  Word)  molt  wickedly  • 
And  fwears  her  Eyes  are  fick  when  they  behold  you 
How  fearfully  have  I  heard  her  rail  upon  you 
And  caft,  and  rail  again,  and  cafr  asain  ; 
Call  for  not  Waters,  and  then  rail  again. 

red.  How  ?  'tis  not  pomble. 

£or.  I  have  heard  her  fwear 
(How  juftly,  you  beft  know,  and  where  the  Caufe  lics^ 
That  you  are  _  I  fhame  to  tell  ir,  but  it  muft  out.        ^ 
Pie    fie  !   Why,  how  have  you  deferv'd  it  ^ 

P^d.  I  am  what  ? 

BcK  The  beaftlien  Man ;  why,  what  a  Grief  m.i(l 

tins  be. 

Sir  reverence  of  the  Company-  a  rank  Whoremartcr. 
Ten  Livery-Whorcs,  Ihc  affur'd  me  on  her  Credit 
With  weeping  Eyes  fi:e  fpake  it,  a„d  ievcn  Citizens, 
Befide  all  V  oluntaries  that  ferve  under  you, 
And  ot  all  Countries. 

PeJ. 
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Fed.  This  muft  needs  be  a  Lie. 

5.r.  Befides,  ye  are  fo  carelefs  of  your  Body, 
Which  is  a  foul  Fault  in  you  — 

Fed.  Leave  your  fooling, 
For  this  fhall  be  a  Fable.     tLippily        ^ 
My  Siller's  Anger  may  grow  ftrong  againit  n.e, 
Which  thou  miftak'ft  — 

J^nr    She  hates  you  very  well  too  ; 
Buf  our  Mia^els  Ltes  yo'u  hean.ly  -  L-k  ^PO^/-  ? 

rL'^^S;^'^!*  tMn^F..  i?once  .he  f.e,,  you. 
F^r  c^rtainfy  you  are  ranU,  fce  f.ys  --me  rank 
And  the  Wind  ftandwith  you  too,  file  s  gone  tor  ever. 

Fed.  For  all  this,  I  would  tee  her. 

Par   Thai's  all  one.  ,        , , .        , 

nfve  you  new  Eyes  when  thofe  are  fcratch'd  out  ?  or  a 

To  clap^lf  warm  ?  Have  you  Proof  againft  a  P.fs-Pot , 
Which,  it  they  bid  me,  1  muft  fl.ng  upon  you, 
■    PeJ    I  ftiail  not  fee  her  then  you  lay  . 

p:^:Pr';X!°bethusfarFriend,  then  good  B.«- 

To  give  her  but  this  Letter,  and  ''"^R.ng, 
And  leave  thy  pleafant  Lying,  which  I  parcion  , 
But  leave  it  in  l^r  Pocket,  there's  no  harm  ,n  t 

initake  the  up  a  Petticoat,  ^'il'V^^h    Motion  ■ 
B^r   Take  up  my  Petticoat  ?   I  fcorn  the  Motion  , 

I  rforn  it  with  my  Heels  -  Take  up  my  Petticoat  ? 
Fed.  And  why  thus  hot? 
Bor.  Sir,  you  Ihall  find  me  hotter. 

If  you  take  up  my  Petticoat : 

Fed,  I'll  give  thee  a  new  Petticoat :  ^ 

Bor.  1  fcorn  the  Gift  -  Take  up  my  Petticoat  ? 

Alas!  My  Lord,  you  are  too  young,  "^Y  ^^^^  ; 

Too  young  my  Lord,  to  circumcife  me  that  Way. 

Take  up  my  Petticoat  ?  I  am  a  Woman  •, 

A  Woman  of  another  Way,  my  Lord  •,  Q^^a^. 
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A  Gentlewoman.     He  that  takes  up  my  Petticoat ; 
Shall  have  enough  to  do,  1  wa;  rant  him. 
1  would  fain  fee  the  proudcll  of  you  aii  ib  lufty. 

Ped.  Thou  art  diipjs'd  Hill  to  miftake  me. 

Boy.   Petticoat? 
You  fliow  now  what  you  are  ;  but  do  your  word,   Sir. 

Pcd.  A  'A  iid-fire  take  thee. 

Bor.  I  ailc  no  Favour  ot  you. 
And  fo  I  leave  you  i  and  withal  I  charge  you 
In  my  own  Name,  tor,   Sir,  I  would  have  yc  know  it. 
In  this  Place  I  piefeqc  your  Father's  Pcrfon  : 
Upon  your  Lite,  not  dare  to  toliow  mc  : 
Fur  if  you  do  —  [Exii  Borachia. 

Ped.  Go,  and  the  Pox  go  with  thee. 
If  thou  hall  fo  much  Moiiture  to  receive  'em, 
l"or  thou  wilt  have  'em,  though  a  Horfe  beRow  'cm. 
1  mud  devite  a  Way  —  for  I  muft  fee  her. 
And  very  fuddenly  ;  and,  Madam  Petticoat, 
If  all  the  Wit  I  have,  and  this  can  do, 
m  make  you  break  your  Charge,  and  your  Hope  too. 

[Exit. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Act. 


ACT.    III.        SCENE.    I. 

Enler  Majier,    Man^  Bon  John,  Captain^  w.th  divers 
Slaves, 

Maft.  dr^OmQ  rank  yourfelves,  and  ftand  out  hand- 

V^  fomly. 

Now  ring  the  Bell,  that  they  may  know  my  Market. 
Stand  you  two  here  ;  you  are  perfonable  Men, 
And  apt  to  yield  good  Sums  if  Women  cheapen. 
Put  me  that  Pig-complexion'd  Fellow  behind, 
He  will  fpoil  my  Sale  elfe :  the  Slave  looks  like  Famine. 
Vol.  IV.  X  Sure 
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Sure  he  was  got  in   a  Cheefe-prefs,  the  Whey  runs  ovU 

ot's  Nofe  yer. 
He  will  not  yield  above  a  Peck  of  Oyfters, 
If  I  can  get  a  Quart  of  Wine  in  too,  you  are  gone  Sir, 
W^hy  fare,  thou  hadft  no  Father. 
Slave.  Sure  I  know  not. 
Maji.  No  certainly ;  a  March-Frogkept  thy  Mother : 

Thou'rt  but  a  Monfter  Paddock Look  who  comes. 

Sirrah :  [Exit  Man. 

And  nex'  prepare  the  Song,  and  do  it  lively. 
Your  Tr'cks  too,  Sirrah  j  they  are  Ways  to  catch  the 

Buyer, 
And  if  you  do  'em  well,  they'll  prove  good  Dowries^ 
How  now  ? 

Enler  Man. 

Man,  They  come,  Sir,  with  their  Bags  full  loaden. 
Maji.  Reach  me  m.y  Stool.     O  I  here  they  come. 

EnUr  DoSIcr,  Apothecary y  Cuculo,  and  Citizens: 

Cue.  That's  he. 
He  never  fails  monthly  to  fell  his  Slaves  here. 
He  buys  *em  prefently  upon  their  taking. 
And  fo  difperfes  'em  to  every  Market. 

MaJi.  Begin  the  Song,  and  chaunt  it  merrily  r— - 
'Well  done. 

DotJ.  Good  Morrow. 
Majl.  'Morrow  to  you,  Signiors. 
^  I)o5f,  We  come  to  look  upon  your  Slaves,  and  buy  too, 
If  we  can  like  the  Perfons,  and  the  Prices. 
Cue.  They  Ihew  fine  active  Fellows. 
Mail.  They  are  no  leis,  Sir, 
And  People  or  (Irong  Labours, 
Bo^.  That's  i'th'Pioof,  Sir. 
Jpotb.  Vrzy  what's  the  Price  of  this  red -bearded  Fel- 
low ? 
li  his  Gall  be  good,  I  have  certain  Ufes  for  him. 

-  •  MaJ}.^ 
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Majl.   My  forrel  Slaves  are  of  a  lower  Tnce, 
Becaule  the  Colour's  faint.— Fi!ty  Chckecns,  Sir. 

Apoth.   What  be  his  Virtues  ? 

Majl.  He  will  poifon  Rats ; 
Make  him  but  angry,  and  his  Eyes  kill  Spiders  j 
Let  him  but,  failing  fpit  upon  a  Toad, 
And  pfefently  it  burlls,  and  dicsj  his  Dreams  kill  : 
He'll  run  you  in  a  Wheel,  and  draw  up  Water ; 
But  if  his  Nofe  drop  in'r,  'twill  kill  an  Army. 
When  you  have  worn  him  to  the  Bones  with  Uics, 
Thruft  him  into  an  Oven,  luted  well. 
Dry  him,  and  beat  him,  Flefli  and  Bone  to  Powder  -, 
And  that  kills  Scab-,  and  Aches  of  all  Climates. 

Apoth.  Pray  at  what  Diftince  may  I  talk  to  him  ? 

Mafi.  Give  him  but  Sage  and  Butter  in  a  Morning, 
And  there's  no  Fear  —  But  k<:ep  hmi  from  all  Women, 
For  there  his  Poilbn  fwells  moll. 

Apoth.  I  will  have  him. 
Cannot  he  breed  a  Plague  too  ? 

Mafi.  Yes,  yes,  yes. 
Feed  him  with  Fogs,  prohatitm.     Now  to  y.ou,  Sir. 
Do  you  like  this  Slave  ? 

Cue.  Yes,  if  Hike  his  Price  well. 

Majl.  The  Price  is  full  an  hundred,  nothing  bated. 
Sirrah,  fell  the  Moors  there —  Feel,  he's  high  and  iufty. 
And  of  a  gamefome  Nature  -,  bold,  and  fecrer» 
Apt  to  win  Favour  of  the  Man  that  owns  him. 
By  Diligence,  and  Duty  :  Look  upon  him. 

DoB.  Do  you  hear.  Sir  ^ 

Mafi.  I'll  be  with  you  prefently. 
Mark  but  his  Limbs,  that  Slave  will  coft  you  fourfcore  : 
An  eafy  Price  —  Turn  him  about,   and  view  him. 
For  thefe  two.  Sir  ^  Why,  they  are  the  fineft  Children, 
Twins  on  my  Credit,  Sir.     Do  )  ou  fee  this  Boy,  Sir  ? 
He  will  run  as  far  from  you  in  an  Hour  — 

Cit.  will  he  fo.  Sir  f 

Ma(i.  Conceive  me  rightly,  if  upon  an  Erra.nd, 
As  any  Horfe  you  have. 

Cii.  What  will  this  Girl  do  ? 

K   2  M^ft' 
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M(ij^.  Sure  no  Harm  at  all,  Sir, 
For  fhe  fleeps  moft  an  End. 

Cit.  An  excellent  Houfe-wife. 
Of  what  Religion  are  '.hey  ?- 

Maji.  What  you  will,  Sir, 
So  there  be  meat,  and  drink  in't.     They'll  do  little 
Thabfhall  offend  you  ;  for  their  chief  Defire 
Is  to  do  nothing  at  all,  Sir. 

Cue.  A  hundred  is  too  much. 

Mafi.  Not  a  doit  'bated. 
He's  a  brave  Slave;  his  Eye  fhows  AcTiivenefj, 
Fire,  and  the  Mettle  of  a  Man,  dv/e!ls  in  hin,^. 
Hcie's  one  you  fhall  have — '' 

Cue.  For  what? 

Mafi.  For  nothing. 
An  ■  thank  you  too. 

"Dcli.  What  can  he  do  ? 

Mafi.  Why,  any  thing  that's  ill. 
And  ntver  blulh  at  it:  He's  fo  true  a  Thief, 
That  he'll  fteal  from  himfelf,  and  think  he  has  got  by 

Fie  ftole  out  of  his  Mother's  Belly,  being  an  Infant, 

And  from  a  loufy  Nurfe  he  dole  his  Nature  ; 

From  a  Dog  his  Look,  and  from  an  Ape  his  Nimble- 

nefs; 
He  will  look  in  your  Face,  and  pick  your  Pockets ; 
Rob  ye  the  moft  wife  Rat  o\  a  Cheefe-paring ; 
There  were  a  Cat  will  go  in,  he  will  follow, 
His  Body  has  no  Back-bone.     Into  my  Company 
He  ftole,  for  I  never  bought  him,  and  will  fteal  into 

yoyrs, 
And  you  ftay  a  little  longer.     Now  if  any  of  you 
Be  given  to  the  excellent  Art  of  lying. 
Behold,  before  you  here,  the  Mafter-piece  : 
He'll  out-lie  him  that  taught  him,  Monfieur  Devil, 
Offer  to  {\vear  he  has  eaten  nothing  in  a  Twelve- 
month, 
When  \ii^  ^Mouth's  full  of  Meat. 

Cue, 
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'Cue.  Pray  keep  him  \  he's  a  Jewel : 
And  here's  your  Money  for  tliis  Fellow. 

Alaii.  He's  yours.  Sir. 

Cue.  Come,  follosv  me.  [>£".%.'/ en/ 1*  Den  J  oh  n. 

Cit.  Twenty  Chekeens  for  thefe  two. 

Aldjl.  For  five  and  twenry  uke  'em. 

Cit.  There's  your  Money  •, 
I'll  have  'em,  if  it  be  to  fing  in  Cages. 

Miiji.  Give  'em  hard  Eggs  you  ne'er  had  fuch  Black- 
birds. 

Cit.  Is  Hie  a  Maid,  do'ft  think? 

Majl.  I  daie  not  fwear.  Sir: 
She  is  nine  Year  old,  at  ten  you  fliall  find  few  here. 

Cit.  A  merry  Fellow,  thou  fay'ft  true.     Come  Chil- 
dren. [Exit  "juith  the  Moors. 

Do6i.  Here  tell  your  Money  \  if  his  Life  buc  anfwcr 
His  outward  Promifcs,  I  have  bought  him  cheap,  Sir. 

Maji.  Too  cheap  a   Confcience,    he's  a   pregnant 
Knave. 
Full  of  fine  Thought  I  warrant  him. 

Bo^.  He's  but  weak  timber'd. 

Majl.  'Tisthe  better; 
He  will  turn  Gentleman  a  great  deal  fooner. 

Bocl.  Very  weak  Legs. 

Maft.  Strong  as  the  Time  allows,  Sir. 

DoU,  What's  that  Fellow  ? 

Maji.  Who,    this?    The  fined  Thing  in  ^ all  the 
World,  Sir, 
The  punftualieft,  and  the  pcrfeaeft;  an  £»^///^  Metal,  ' 
But  coined  in  France;  your  Servant's  Servant,  Sir  ; 
Do  you  underfland  that  ?  or  your  Shadow's  Servant. 
Will  you  buy  him  to  carry  in  a  Box!  Kifs  your  Hand 

Sirrah ;  r  \  c 

Let  fall  your  Cloak  on  one  Shoulder;  face  to  your  kit 

Hand ; 

Feather  your  Hat ;  Hope  your  Hat;  now  charge  your 

Honour. 
What  think  you  of  this  Fellow  ?  -         n-? 
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Do5l.  Indeed,   I  know  not; 
I  oevcr  faw  fuch  an  Ape  before.     But,  hark  youl 
Are  ihefe  things  fe  rious  in  his  Nature  ? 

Majt.  Yes,  yes ; 
Part  of  his  Creed — come  do  fome  more  Devices. 
Quarrel  a  Httle,  and  take  him  for  your  Enemy, 
Do  it  in  dumb  Show.     Now  obferve  him  nearly, 
Do£f.  This  Fellow's  mad,  ftark  mad. 
Maft.  Believe  they  are  all  fb. 
I  have  fold  a  hundred  of  'em. 

Do5i.  A  ftrange  Nation  1 
What  may  the  Women  be  ? 
Majl,  As  mad  as  they ; 
And,  as  I  have  heard  for  Truth,  a  great  deal  madder: 
Yet  you  may  find  fome  civil  Things  amongft  *em  •, 
But  they  are  not  refpedted.     Nay,  never  wonder  j 
They  have  a  City,  Sir,  I  have  been  in't. 
And  therefore  dare  affirm  it;  where,  if  you  faw 
With  what  a  Load  of  Vanity  'tis  fraughted. 
How  like  an  everlafting  Morris-dance  it  looks-. 
Nothing  but  Hobby  horfe,  and  Maid-marrian ; 
You  would  ftart  indeed  ^ 

Do^.  They  are  handfome  Men. 
Maft.  Yes ;  if  they  would  thank  their  Maker, 
And  feek  no  further  ;  but  they  have  new  Creators, 
-God  Taylor,  and  God  Mercer,  a  kind  of  Jews,  Sir, 
But  fal'n  into  Idolatry,  for  they  worfhip 
Nothing  with  fo  much  Service,  as  the  Cow-calves. 
Do5t.  What  do  you  mean  by  Cow-calves  ? 
Maji.  Why  their  Women; 
Will  you  fee  him  do  any  more  Tricks  ? 

Do^.  'Tis  enough,  I  thank  you ; 
But  yet  I'll  buy  him,  for  the  Rarenefs  of  him. 
He  may  make  my  princely  Patient  Mirth,  and  that 
done, 

9  Tou  nuouldjlart  indeed. 
This  is  a  pretty  Piece  of  Satire  upon  the  French ^  and  Ihews  us  that 
th«y  were  more  the  Objects  of  Ridicule  in  thofe  Days,  than  what  they 
arein'theprefent. 
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I'll  claim  him  in  my  Study,  that  at  void  Hours 
I  may  run  o'er  the  Story  of  his  Country. 

MajK  His  Price  is  forty. 

Dc^"?.  Hold— ril  once  be  foolilh, 
And  buy  a  Lump  of  Levity  to  laugh  ac, 

Jpcib.   Will  your  Worfhip  walk  ? 

Do^,  How  now,  Apothecary, 
ILive  you  been  buying  too? 

Jpoih,  A  little,  Sir-, 
A  Dofe  or  two  of  Mifchief. 

Do^.  Fare  ye  well.  Sir : 
As  thefe  prove,  we  fhall  look  the  next  Wind  for  you.' 

Majl.  I  fhall  be  with  you,  Sir. 

Do^.  Who  bought  this  Fellow  ? 

2  Cit.  Not  L 

Jpoih.  Nor  L 

Do^.  Why  do's  he  follow  us,  then  ? 

Mq/l.  Did  not  I  tell  you  he  would  (teal  to  you  ? 

2  GV.  Sirrah. 
You  mouldy  chops !  know  your  Crib,  I  would  wifli  you. 
And  get  from  whence  you  came. 

Slave.  I  came  from  no  Place. 

Do^.  Wilt  thou  be  my  Fool  •,  for  Fools,  they  fay, 
will  tell  Truth. 

Sla.  Yes,  if  you  will  give  me  leave.  Sir,  to  abufe  you, 
For  I  can  do  that  naturally. 

Do^.  And  I  can  beat  you. 

Slave.  I  fliould  be  forry,  elfe,  Sir. 

Mafi.  He  looks  for  that,  as  duly  as  his  Viftuab, 
And  will  be  extreme  fick  when  he  is  not  beaten. 
He  will  be  as  wanton,  when  he  has  a  Bone  broken^ 
As  a  Cat  in  a  Bowl  on  the  Water. 

Do^.  You  will  part  with  him  ? 

Majl.  To  fuch  a  Friend  as  you,  Sir. 

Do^.  And  without  Money  ? 

Maji.  Not  a  Penny,  Signior; 
And  would  he  were  better  for  you. 

Do^.  Follow  me,  then. 
The  Knave  mav  teach  me  fomething. 

K  4  P*"'^ 
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Slave.  Something,  that 
You  dearly  may  repent ;  howe'er  you  fcorn  me, 
The  Slave  may  prove  your  Mafter, 

Do^.  Farewcl  once  more. 

Maji.  Farewel,    and  when  the  Wind  ferves   next, 
exped  m6.  [Exeunt . 

SCENE     II. 

Ejiter  Cuculo,  a}td  Don  John. 

Cue.  Come  Sir,  you  are  minCj  Sir,  now  j  you  fervc 
a  Man,  Sir, 
That,  when  you  know  more,  you  will  find, 

John.  I  hope  fo. 

Cue.  What  do'ft  thou  hope  ? 

John.  To  find  you  a  kind  Mafter. 

Cue.  Find  you  yourfelfa  diligent  true  Servant, 
And  take  the  Precept  of  tlie  wile  before  you. 
And  then  you  may  hope.  Sirrah.     Underftand  : 
You  ferve — What  is  me  ?  a  Man  of  Credit. 

John.  Yes,  Sir. 

Cue.  Of  fpecial  Credit,  fpecial  Office : 
Hear  firft  and  underftand  again,  of  fpr  cial  Office. 
A  Man  that  nods  upon  the  thing  he  meets, 
And  that  thing  bows. 

John.  'Tis  fit  it  fhould  be  fo.  Sir. 

Cue.  It  fhall  do  fo.     A  Man  near  all  Importance. 
Do*ft  thou  digeft  this  truly  ? 

Jchn.  I  hope  I  (hall.  Sir. 

Cue,  Befides,  thou  art  to  ferve  a  noble  Miftrefs, 
Of  equal  Place  and  Truft.     Serve  ufefully  •, 
Serve  all  with  Diligence,  but  her  Delights  ; 
There  make  your  Stop.     She  is  a  Woman,  Sirrah  -, 
And  though  a  cull'dout  Virtue,  yet  a  Woman. 
Thou  art  not  troubled  with  the  Strength  of  Blood, 
And  ftirring  Faculties;  for  (he  will  (how  a  fair  one? 

Jobfj.  As  lam  a  Man,  I  may  ;  but  as  I  am  your  Man, 
Vourtrufty,ufefulMan,  thofe  Thoughts  (hall  peri (h. 

Cui\ 
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Cue,  'Tis  apt,    and   well  diftinguifh'd.     The  next 
Precept, 
And  then,  oblrrve  me,  you  have  all  your  Duty  : 
Keep,  as  thou  wouldll  keep  thine  Kye-fighr,  all  Wine 

from  her. 
All  talk  of  Wine. 

yohn.  Wine  is  a  Comfort,  Sir. 

Cue.  A  Devil,  Sir  ;  let  her  not  dream  of  Wine  : 
Make  her  believe  there  neither  is,  nor  was  Wine- 
Swear  it. 

John.  Will  you  have  me  lye? 

Cue.  To  my  End,  Sir; 
For  if  one  Drop  of  Wine  but  creep  into  her. 
She  is  the  wifeft  Woman  in  the  World  ftrai^'hr. 
And  all  the  Women  in  the  World  together 
Are  but  a  Whifper  to  her  -,  a  thoufand  Iron-mills 
Can  be  heard  no  further  then  a  Pair  of  Nut-crackers : 
Keep  her  from  Wine,  Wine  makes  her  dangerous. 
Fall  back— my  Lord  Don  Pedro ! 

Enter  Pedro. 

Ped.  Now  Mr.  Office: 
What  is  ttie  Reafon  that  your  vigilant  Greatnefs 
And  your  Wife's  wonderful  Wifenefs  have   lock'd  up 

from  me 
The  Way  to  fee  my  Miflrefs .''  Whofe  Dog's  dead  now. 
That  you  obferve  thefe  Vigils  P 

Cue.  Very  well,  my  Lord  \ 
Belike,  we  obferve  no  I-aw  then,  nor  no  Order ; 
Nor  feel  no  Power,  nor  Will  of  him  that  made 'em. 
When  Stare-commands  thus  (lightly  are  difputed. 

Ped.  What  State-commands.''  doll  thou  think  any 
State 
Would  give  thee  any  thing  but  Eggs  to  keep, 
Or  truft  thee  with  a  Secret  above  loafing  ? 

Cue.  No,  no,  my  Lord,  I  am  nor  palfionatc; 
You  cannot  work  me  that  Way  to  bccray  me. 
A  Point  there  is  in't,  that  you  mult  not  fee.    Sir, 
A  Secret  and  a  ferious  Point  of  State  too  i 

And 
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And  do  not  urge  it  further,  do  not,  Lord,  _ 
It  will  not  take  -,  you  deal  with  them  that  wink  not. 
You  try'd  my  Wife,  alas!  you  thought  fhe  v/as  foolifli, 
Won  with  an  empty  Word — you  have  not  found  it. 
Fed.  I've  found  a  Pair  of  Coxcombs,  that  I  am  fure 

on. 
Cue.  Your   Lordfliip   may  fay  three  —   I  am  not 

pafilonate. 
Fed.  How's  that  ? 

Cue.  Your  Lordfhip  found  a  faithful  Gentlewoman, 
Strong,  and  infcrutable  as  the  Viceroy's  Heart, 
A  Woman  of  another  making,  Lord  : 
And,  left  flie  might  partake  with  Woman's  Weaknefs, 
''I've  purchas'd  her  a  Rib  to  make  her  per  fed  •, 
A  Rib  that  will  not  fhrink,  nor  break  i'th'  bending: 
This  Trouble  we  are  put  to,  to  prevent  things 
Which  your  good  Lordfhip  holds  but  neceffary.^ 

Fed.  A  Fellow  of  a  handfome  and  free  Promife, 
And  much,  methinks,  Pm  taken  with  his  Countenance. 
Do  you  ferve  this  Yeoman,  Porter  ? 

Cue.  Not  a  Word, 
Bajla.,  your  Lordfliip  may  difcourfe  your  Freedom ; 
He  is  a  Slave  of  State,  Sir;  fo  of  Silence.       *■ 

Fed.  You  are  very  pundtual.  State-cut-,  fare  ye  well, 
I  fliall  find  Time  to  fit  you  too,  I  fear  not.     {Exit  Ped. 
Cue.  And   I  fhall  fit   you  Lord.     You  would  be 
billing; 
You  are  too  hot,  fweet  Lord,  too  hot.     Go  you  home. 
And  there  obferve  thefe  LefibnsI  firft  taught  you. 
Look  to  your  Charge  abundantly  ;  be  wary, 
Trufty  and  wary :  much  Weight  hangs  upon  me. 
Watchful  and  wary  too!  This  Lord  is  dangerous. 
Take  courage  and  refift— for  other  Ufes, 
Your  Miftrefs  will  inform  you.     Go,  be  faithful. 
And,  do  you  hear? — no  Wine. 

John,  I  fiiall  obferve.  Sir.  lExeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

Enter  BoHor  and  Surgeons. 

Do^.  He  mull  take  th'Air. 

1  Surg.  Sir,  under  your  Corredion, 
The  Violence  of  Motion  may  make 
His  Wounds  bleed  Trefh. 

2  Surg^  And  he  hath  loft  already 
Too  much  Blood,  in  my  Judgment. 

Do^.  I  allow  that; 
But  to  choke  up  his  Spirits  in  a  dark  Room, 
Is  far  more  dangerous. — He  comes ;  no  Qucdiori?. 

Enter  Martino. 

Mar.  Certain  we  have  noReafon,  nor  that  Soul 
Created  of  that  Purenefs  Books  perfuade  us : 
We  underftand  not  fure,  nor  feel  that  Sweetnefs 
That  Men  call  Virtue's  Chain  to  link  our  Adions. 
Our  Imperfe<5tions  form,   and  flatter  us; 
A  Will  to  rafh  and  rude  Things  is  our  Reafon, 
And  that  we  glory  in,  that  makes  us  guilty. 
W^hy  did  I  wrong  this  Man,  unmanly  wrong  him  ? 
Unmannerly?  He  gave  me  no  Occafion; 
In  all  my  Heat  how  noble  w.as  his  Temper! 
And,  when  I  had  forgot  both  Man  and  Manhood, 
With  what  a  gentle  Bravery  did  he  chide  me! 
And,  jay  he  had  kill'd  me,  whither  had  I  traveli'd  ? 
Kiird  me  in  all  my  Rage, — oh,  how  it  fhakes  me! 
Whydidft  thou  do  this.  Fool?  a  Woman  taught  me. 
The  Devil  and  his  Angel,   Woman,  bid  me. 
I  am  a  Beaft,  the  wildeft:  of  all  Beafts, 
And  like  a  Bead  I  make  my  Blood  my  Mafler. 
Farewel,  farewel  for  ever,  name  of  Miftrefs  ? 
Out  of  my  Heart  I  crofs  thee ;  Love  and  Women 
Out  of  my  Thoughts. 
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Dool.  I,  now  you  Hie w  your  Manhood. 

Mar.  Doftor,  believe  me,  I  have  bought  my  Know- 
ledge, 
And  dearly,  Dodor;  they  are  dang*rous  Creatures, 
They  fling  at  both  Ends,  Do6lor  i  worthlefs  Creatures, 
And  all  their  Loves  and  Favours  end  in  Ruins» 

Bo^i.  To  Man,  indeed. 

Mar.  Why  now  thou  tak'ft  me  rightly. 
What  can  they  fliew,  or  be  .?  what  Adt  delerve  us 
While  we  have  Virtue,  and  purfue  her  Beauties  ? 

Voci,  And  yet  I've  heard  of  many  virtuous  Women. 

Mar.  Not  many,   Dodor  j  theie  your  Reading  tails 
you : 
Would   there   were   more,    and   in   their   Loves   lefs 
Dangers ! 

Bo5f.   Love  is  a  noble  thing  without  all  Doubt,  Sir. 

Mar.   Yes,  and  an  excellent — to  cure  the  Itch.    [Eit. 

1  Surg.   Strange  Melancholy  ! 
Bo^l.  By  Degrees  'twill  lelTcn  : 

Provide  your  Things. 

2  Surg.  Our  Care  fliall  not  be  wanting.         lExeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Leonora  aftd  Almira. 

Leo.  Good  Madam,    for  your  Health's  Sake  clear 
thofe  Clouds  up. 
That  feed  upon  your  Beauties  like  Difeafes. 
Time's  Hand  will  turn  again,  and  what  he  ruins 
Gently  reftore,  and  wipe  off  all  your  Sorrows. 
Believe  you  are  to  blame,  much  to  blame,   Ladyr 
You  tempt  his  loving  Care  whofe  Eye  has  numbered'® 
AH  our  Afflidions,  and  the  Time  to  cure  'em : 


'<>  —  Whofe  Eye  has  numbered 
All  our  AfliBioTUt  &C4 
There  is  a  beautiful  Paffage,  in  Hamlet ^  fomcthing  fimilar  CO  this  which 
I  fhall  here  tranfciibe. 

You 
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You  rather  with  this  Torrent  choak  his  Mercies 
Than  gently  Hide  into  his  Providence. 
Sorrows  are  well  allow'd,  and  fwcctcn  Nature, 
Where  they  exprels  no  more  than  Drops  on  Lillies: 
Bar,  when  they  fall  in  Storms,  they  brui'.cour  Hopes, 
Make  us  unable  (though  our  Comforts  meet  us) 
To" hold  our  Heads  up.     Come,  you  Hull    take  Com- 
fort; 
This  is  a  fullen  Grief  becomes  condemn'd  men, 
That  leel  a  Weight  of  Sorrow  through  their  Souls. 
Do  but  look  up— Why  fo — Is  not  this  better 
Than  hanging  down  your  Head  ftill  like  a  Violet, 
And  dropping  out  thofe  fweet  Eyes  lor  a  Wager? 
Pray  you  fpeak  a  little. 

Jlm.  Pray  you  defire  no  more. 
And,  if  you  love  me,  fay  no  more. 

Leo.  How  fain 
(If  I  would  be  ns  wilful,  and  partake  in't) 
Would  you  dcftroy  yourfelf  ?   how  otten,  Lady, 
Ev'n  of  the  fame  Difeafe  have  you  cur*d  me. 
And  fiiookme  out  on't;  chid  me,  tumbled  me. 
And  forced  my  Hands,    thus  ? 

Aim.  By  thefe  Tears,  no  more ! 

Leo.  You  are  too  prodigal  of  'em.   Well,  I  will  not, 
For  though  my  Love  bids  me  tranfgrefs  your  Will, 
I  have  a  Service  to  your  Sorrows  ftill.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE     V. 
Enter  Pedro  and  Don  John. 

Jqhn.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  my  Place  is  not  fo  near : 
I  wait  belov/- flairs,   and  there  fit,  and  wait 


'To  ferfcvere 


In  ohJ}i7iate  Cojidokment,  does  exprtfs 
An  impious  Stubbor7:ne/s,  unmanly  Griefs 
It  Jheijjs  a  Will  mojl  incorrefi  to  Hea'ven  ; 
A  Heart  unjlrtified,  a  Mind  impatient. 
All  Underjlanding  fintple  and  uti/chooPd 

^rt  I,  S^cnc  II. 

Who 
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Who  comes  to  feek  AccefTes ;  nor  is  ir.  Sir, 

My  Rudenefs  ihould  intrude  lb  near  their  Lodgings. 

Psd,  Thou  may'ft  invent  a  Way,  'tis  but  a  Trial  ; 
But  carrying  up  this  Letter,  ^nd  this  Token, 
And  giving  'em  difcreetly  to  my  Miflrefs, 
The  Lady  Leomra — there's  my  Purfe, 
Or  any  thing  thou'lt  afk  me.     If  thou  knew'fl:  me. 
And  what  1  may  be  to  thee  for  this  Courtefy 

John.  Your  Lordfhip  fpeaks  fo  honeftly,  and  freely. 
That  by  my  Troth  I'll  venture. 

Ped.  I  dearly  thank  thee. 

"John,  And  it  fliall  coft  me  hard—nay,  keep  your 
Purfe,  Sir: 
For,  though  my  Body's  bought,  my  Mind  was  never  : 
Though  I  am  bound,   my  Courtefies  are  no  Slaves. 

Ped.  Thou  fhouldft  be  truly  gentle. 

John.  If  I  were  fo. 
The  State  I  am  in,  bids  you  not  believe  it. 
But  to  the  Purpofe,   Sir,  give  me  your  Letter, 
And  next  your  Counfel,  for  I  ft-rve  a  crafty  Miftrefs. 

Ped.  And  Ihe  mufl  be  remov'd,  thou  wilt  elfe  ne'er 
do  it. 

John.  I,  there's  the  Plague.— Think,  and  I'll  think 
awhile  too. 

Ped.  Her  Hufband's  fuddenlyfal'n  fick. 

John.  She  cares  not 
If  he  were  dead  ;  indeed,  it  would  do  better  : 

Ped,  Would  he  were  hang'd. 

John.  Then  fhe  would  run  mad  for  Joy,  Sir. 

Ped.  Some  Lady  crying  out. 

John.  She  has  two  already. 

Ped.  Her  Houfe  is  a  Fire? 

John.  "  Let  the  Fool,  my  Hufband  quench  it/ 
This  will  be  her  Anfwer — This  may  take,  will,  fure. 
Your  Lordfliip  muft  go  prefcntiy,  and  fend  me 
Two  or  three  Bottles  of  your  beft  Greek  Wine  5 
The  ftrongeft,  and  fweetell. 

Ped.  Inftantly: 
But  v/ill  that  do  ?  [£v//  Pedro. 

John* 
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"John.  Let  me  alone  to  work  it. 
Wine  I  was  charged  to  keep  by  all  means  from  licr: 
All  fecret  Locks  it  opens,  and  all  Counfcls, 
That  I  am  lu'-rc,  and  gives  men  all  Accelles. 
Pray  Heaven  (he  be  not  loving,  when  ihc's  drunk  now, 
(For  drunk  flie  fliall  be,    though  my  Patv.-  pay  ibr  it 
She*"!!  turn  my  Stomach  then  abominably: 
She  has  a  moil  wicked  Face,  and  that  Icud  Face 
Being  a  drunken  Face,  what  Face  will  there  be  ! 
She  cannot  ravifli  me.     Now,  if  my  Mailer 
Should  take  her  fo,  and  knowl  mlniller'd, 
What  will  his  Wifdom  do  ? — I  hope  be  drunk  too-, 
And  then  all's  right.     Well,  Lord,    to  do  the  Service, 
Above  thefe  Puppit-plays,  I  keep  a  Life  yet. 
Here  come  the  Executioners.     You  are  welcome  : 
Give  me  your  Load,  and  tell  my  Lord,  I  am  arit. 

Enter  Servant  with  Bottles. 

Serv.  I  will.  Sir  :  fpeed  you.  Sir.  [Exit. 

John.  Good  Speed  on  all  Sides. 
'Tis  ftrong,  ftrongWine:  Oh,  the  Yauns    that  fhe*ll 

make, 
Look  t'  your  Stern,  dear  Millrefs,  and  fleer  right. 
Here's  that  will  work,  as  high  as  the  Bay  of  Portugal. 
Stay,  let  me  fee — I'll  try  her  by  theNofe  firll; 
For,   if  Ihe  be  a  right  Sow,  fure  flie'll  find  it. 

Enter  Borachia. 

She  is  yonder  by  herfelf,  the  Lady's  from  her. 
Now  to  begin  my  Sacrifice — fhe  ftirs,  and  vents  it. 
O,  how  (he  holds  her  Nofe  up  like  a  Jennet 
I'th'  Wind  of  a  Grafs-mare!   She  has  it  full,  now; 
And  now  (he  comes.     Pll  (land  afide  awhile. 

Bor.  'Tis  Wine !  I  fure  *tis  Wine ,  excellent  ftrong 
Wine  \ 
Tth'  muft  I  take  it :  very  Wine  :  this  Way  too. 

John. 
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'John.  How  true  fhe  hunts  ?  i'Jl  make  the  Train   a 

Jittle  longer. 
Bor.  Stronger  and  flronger  ftill!  ftill  blelTed  wine. 
^ohn.  Now  fhe  hunts  hot. 
Bor.  All  that  1  can  make  for  this  Wine! 
This  Way  it  went,  fure. 

John.  Now  fhe  is  at  a  cold  Scent. 
Make  out  your  Doubles,  Miftrefs.     Oh,  well  hunted! 
That's  fKe!  that's  Hie! 

Bor^  O,  if  I  could  but  fee  it ! 
Oh  what  a  precious  Scent  it  has!  but  handle  It  \ 
John.  Now  riluntappice. 
Bqt.  What's  that?  ftill 'tis  ftronger. 
"Why  how  now,    Sirrah  1  wiiat's  chat  ?  anfwer  quickly. 
And  to  the  Point. 

John.  *TisWine,  forfooth,  good  Wine, 
Excellent  Candi-wine. 

Bor.  *Tis  well,  forfooth  \ 
Is  this  a  Drink  for  Slaves.?  Why,  fav/cy  Sirrah, 
(Excellent  Candi-wine)  draw  nearer  Co  me. 
Reach  me  a  Bottle---Why,  thou  moft  debauch'd  Slave. 
John.  Pray  be  not  angry,   Miftrefs  i   for  with  all  my 
Service 
And  Pains,  I  purchas'd  this  for  You,  I  dare  not  drink 

iti 
For  you  a  Prefent,  only  for  your  Pleafure, 
To  ihew  in  little  what  Thanks  I  owe 
The  hourly  Courtefies  your  Goodnefs  gives  me. 

Bor.  And  I  will  give  thee  more  j  there  kifs  my  Hand 

on'c. 
John.  I  thank  you  dearly  —  for  your  dirty  Favour : 
How  rank  it  fmells!  {^Aftde. 

Bor.  By  thy  Leave,  fweet  Bottle, 
And  Sugar-candi-wine,  I  now  come  to  thee  \ 
Hold  your  Hand  under. 

John.  How  does  your  Worfliip  like  it  ? 
Bor.  Under  again — again — and  now  come  kifs  me  ; 
1*11  be  a  Mother  to  thee— Come,  drink  to  me. 

John.  I  do  befeech  your  Pardon.  Bor» 
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Bor.  Here's  to  thee,   then  ; 
I  am  eaOly  entreated  for  thy  good  : 
'Tis  naught  for  thee,  indeed,  —  'Twill  make  thcc  break 
out  i 

Thou  hall  a  pure  Complexion Now,  for  mc 

*Tis  excellent,  'cis  excellent  for  me. 

Son-flave,   I  have  a  cold  Stomach,  and  the  Wind  — . 

John.  Blows  out  a  Cry  at  your  both  Ends.       l/lfide. 

Bor.  Kifs  again  — 
Cherilli  thy  Lips,   for  thou  fhalt  kifs  fair  Ladies. 
Son-flave  I  have  them  for  thee  —  I'll  Ihew  thee  all. 

John.  Heav'n  blefs  mine   Eyes  I  [  .JjlJe. 

Bor.  Ev'n  all  the  Secrets,  Son-Qave, 
In  my-Dominion. 

John.  Oh  !   Here  come  the  Ladies ; 
Now  to  my  Bufmefs, 

Enter  Almira  and  Leonora. 

Leon.  This  Air  will  much  refrefh  you. 

Aim.  I  m.uft  fit  down. 

Leon.  Do,  and  take  freer  Thoughts  ; 
The  Place  invites  you,  and  I  walk  by,  like  your  Sentinel, 

Bor.  And  thou  ihalt  be  my  Heir,  I'll  leave  thee  ail, 
Heav'nknows  to  v/hat 'twill  amount  to-,  but  Abundance. 
I'll  leave  thee  two  young   Ladies,  what  think  you  of 

that.  Boy? 
Where  is  the  Bottle  ?  —  Two  delicate  young  Ladies : 
But  firft  you  fliall  commit  with  me.     Do  you  mark  Son, 
And  Ihew  yourfelf  a  Gentleman,  that's  the  Truth,  Son: 

John.  Excellent  Lady,   kiffing  your  fair  Hand, 
And  humbly  craving  Pardon  for  intruding, 
This  Letter,  and  this  Ring 

Leon.  From  whom,  I  pray  you,  Sir  .'' 

John.  From  the  moft  noble,  loving  Lord,  !>;;;  Pd.^rOf 
The  Servant  of  your  Virtues. 

Bor.  And  pr'ythee,  good  Son-flave,   be  wife  and  cir- 
cumfpeft. 
And  take  heed  of  being  overtaken  widi  too  much  Drink  j 

Vol.  IV,  L  For 
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For  it  15  a  lamentable  Sin,  and  fpoils  all : 

Why  'tis  the  damnableft  Thing  to  be  drunk,  Son, 

Heav'n  can't  endure  it.     And  hark  you  —  One  Thing 

I  would  have  done  : 
Knock  my  Huibard  on  the  Head,  as  foon  as  may  be,.' 

For  he  is  an  arrant  Puppy,  and  cannot  perform 

Why,  where  the  Devil  is  this  foolifh  Bottle  ? 

Leon.  I  much  thank  you—  and  this.  Sir,  foryourPains. 

John.  No,  gentle  Lady, 
That  I  can  do  him  Service,  is  my  Merit, 
My  Faith,  my  full  Reward. 

Leon.  Once  more,  I  thank  you. 
Since  I  have  met  fo  true  a  Friend  to  Goodnefs, 
1  dare  deliver  to  your  Charge,  my  Anfwer : 
Pray  you,  tell  him,  Sir,  this  Night  I  do  invite  him 
To  meet  me  in  the  Garden.     Means  he  may  find. 
For  Love,  they  fay,  wants  no  Abilities. 

John.  Nor  fhall  he,  Madam,  if  my  Help  may  profper. 
So  everlafling  Love,  and  Sweetnefs,   blefs  you. 
She's  at  it  ftill,  I  dare  not  now  appear  to  her. 

Jim.  What  Fellow's  that  ? 

Leon.  Indeed  I  know  not,  Madam, 
It  feems  of  feme  ftrange  Country  by  his  Habit ; 
Nor  can  I  fhew  you  by  what  Myftery 
He  wrought  himfelf  into  this  Place,   prohibited. 

Aim.  A  handlbme  Man. 

Leon.  But  of  a  Mind  more  handfome. 

Aim.  WuS  his  Bufmefs  to  you  ^. 

Leon.  Yes,  from  a  Friend  you  woot  of. 

Aim.  A  very  handfome  Fellow, 
And  well  demean'd.  : 

Leon.  Exceeding  well,  and  fpeaks  well. 

Aim.  And  fpeaks  well  too  ? 

Leon.  I,  paffing  well,  and  freely, 
And  as  he  promifes  of  a  mod  clear  Nature, 
Brought  up  fure  far  above  his  Shew  : 

Aim.  It  feems  fo : 
I  would  I'd  heard  him,  Friend.     Comes  he  again  ? 

Leon.  Indeed,  I  know  not  if  he  do. 
Aim,  'Tis  no  Matter. 

Come 
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Come  Jet's  walk  in. 
Leon.  I  am  gUd  you  have  found  your  Tongue,  yet. 

[Boruchiay?;/^^, 

Enter  Cuculo. 

Cue.  My  Wife  is  very  merry  -,  fure  'twas  her  Voice  — 
Pray  Heav'n  there  be  no  Drink  in'c,  then  I  allow  it. 

John.  'Tis  fure  my  Mafter.     Now  the  Game  begins ; 
Here  will  be  fpitting  of  Fire  o'both  Sides  prefencly  ; 
Send  me  but  fafe  cieliver'd  ! 

Cue.  O  my  Heart  achs ! 
My  Head  achs  too  —  Mercy  o'me  flic's  perifh'd! 
She  has  gotten  Wine  !     She  is  gone  for  ever  ! 

Bor.  Come  hither,  Ladies  !  carry  your  Bodies  fwim- 
ming ; 
Do  your  three  Duties  then,  then  fall  behind  me. 

Cue.  O  thou  pernicious  Rafcal !  What  hail  thou  done ,? 
.    John.  I  done  .?  Alas  !  Sir  I  have  done  Nothing. 

Cue.  Sirrah, 
How  came  fhe  by  this  Wine  } 

John.  Alas !   I  know  nor. 

Bor.  Who's  that,  that  talks  of  Wine  there  ? 

John.  Forfooth,    my  Mafter. 

Bor.  Bring  him  before  me,  Son-Have. 

Cue.  I  will  knovv  it. 
This  Bottle  .?  How  this  Bottle  ? 

Bor.  Do  not  ftir  it; 
For,  if  you  do,  by  this  good  Wine,  I'll  knock  you, 
I'll  beat  you  damnably  •,  yea  and  nay,  I'll  beat  you  ; 
And  when  I  have  broke  it  about  your  Head  (do  you  mark 

me  ?) 
Then  will  I  tie  it  to  your  Worship's  Tail, 
And  all  the  Dogs  i'th'Town  fliall  tollow  you. 
No  Queftion  I  would  advife  yoU  how  I  came  by  it. 
I  will  have  none  of  thefe  Points  handled  now. 

Cue.  She'll  never  be  well  again,  while  the  World  ftands# 

John.  I  hope  fo. 

Cue.  How  doft  thou.  Lamb  ? 

Bor.  Well,  God-a-mercy  Bell-weather  Iww doft:  thou? 

L  2  Stand 
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Standout  —  Son-flave,  fir,    you  here,    and  before  this 

Worfhipful  Audience 
Propound  a  doubtful  Queftion  —  See  who's  drunk  now. 

Cue.  Now,  now  it  works,  the  Devil  now  dwells  in  her. 

Bor.  Whether  the  Heaven,  or  the  Earth,  be  nearer 
the  Moon  ? 
Or  what's  the  natural  Reafon,  why  a  Woman  longs 
To  make  lier  Hufband  a  Cuckold  ?    Bring   me   your 

Coufni 
The  Curate  now,  that  great  Philofpher ; 
He  that  found  out  a  Pudding  had  two  Ends  ; 
That  learned  Cleik,  that  notable  Gymnoiophift, 
And  let  him  with  his  Jacob' s-Staff  dixi'covQx: 
What  is  the  third  Part  of  three  Farthings,  three 
Half  Pence  being  the  half,  and  I  am  fatisfied. 

Qic.  You  fee  flie  hath  Learning  enough,  iffhe  could 
difpofe  it. 

Bcr.  Too  much  for  thee,   thou  Logger-head,  thou 
Bull-head. 

Cue.  Nay,  good  Boraehia. 

Bor.  Thou  a  fufficient  Statef-man  ? 
A  Gentleman  of  Learning?  Hang  thee,  Dog- Whelp  ; 
Thou  Shadow  of  a  Man  of  Adionj 
Thou  Scab  o'ch' Court  —  Go  fleep,  you  drunken  Rafcal ; 
You  debauch'd  Puppy,  gee  you  Home,  andfleep.  Sirrah  i 
And  fo  will  I,  Son-Have  —  Thou  flialt  deep  with  me. 

Cue.  Pr'ythee,   look  lo  her  tenderly. 

Bor.  No  Words,  Sirrah, 
Of  any  Wine,  or  any  thing  like  Wine, 
Or  any  thing  concerning  Wine,  or  by  Wine, 
Or  from,  or  with  Wine—  Come,  lead  me  like  a  Countefs. 

Cue.  Thus  muft  we  bear,  poor  Men!  There  is  a  Trick 
in'c  •, 
But,   when  Ihe  is  well  again,  Pll  trick  her  for  it.  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Third  act. 
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ACT  IV.     SCENE     I. 

Enlcr  Pedro. 

Ped.   XT^^''^^  if^  tJi'S  honeft  Fellow  do  but  profper, 

X^    I  liope  I  fh^ll  make  fair  Return.     1  wonder 
I  hear  not  from  the  Prince  of  Tareni,  yet : 
I  hopci  he's  landed  we!!,  and  to  his  Safety  ; 
The  Winds  have  Hood  moil  gently  to  his  Purpofe. 
My  honeft  Friend ! 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Your  Lordfhip's  pooreft  Servant. 

Ped.  Flow  haft  thou  fped  ? 

John.  My  Lord,  as  well  as  Wifhes  :  \ 
My  Way  hath  reach'd  your  Miftrefs,  and  deliver'd 
Your  Love-letter,  and  Token,  who,   with  all  Joy, 
And  virtuous  Conftancy,  defires  to  fee  you. 
Commands  you  this  Night,  by  her  loving  Power, 
To  meet  her  in  the  Garden. 

Ped.  Thou  haft  made  me, 
Redeem'd  me,  Man,  again  from  all  my  So;:owSi 
Done  above  Wonder  for  me.     Is  it  fj  ? 

John.  I  ihould  be  now  too  old  to  learn  to  lie.  Sir; 
And,  as  I  live,  I  never  was  a  good  Flatterer. 

Ped.   I  do  fee  fomething  in  this  Fellow's  Face, 
That  ties  my  Heart  taft  to  him.     \_Af:de.     Let  me  love 

thee. 
Nay,  let  me  honour  thee  for  this  fair  Service, 
And  if  I  e'er  forget  it 

John.  Good  my  Lord, 

I   Mv  Lo>d  as  nx:el! as  n.v'JI.-'es. 
There  is  certainiy  (bme  Millake  in  this  Aniuer,  t'aough  tlic  Scife 
is  very  plain  :     J  am  apt  to   think,  it  is  the  Fault  of  the  Printer  and 
that  we  ought  to  read 

uii  ixell  as  my  Ltni  -ivhl'ts     i.  e.  equal  to  your  Expe<^ations. 

L  2  '  Ihc 


150  AVERYWOMAN. 

The  only  Knowledge  of  me,  is  too  much  Bounty. 
My  Service,  and  my  Life,  Sir, 

Ped.  I  fhall  think  on'c ; 
But  how  for  me  to  get  Accefs  ? 

John.  'Tis  eafy, 
I'll  be  your  Guide,  Sir,  all  my  Care  fhall  lead  you  5 
My  Credit's  better  than  you  think, 

Ped.  1  thank  you. 
And  foon  I'll  wait  your  Promife. 

John.  With  all  my  Duty.  {Exeunt* 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Viceroy,  Mefilna,  Do^ioVy  and  Cuculo." 

Do^.  All's  as  I  tell  you,  Princes ;  you  fhall  here 
5e  witnefs  to  his  Fancies,  Melancholly, 
And  flrong  Imagination  of  the  Wrongs. 
Jiis  Inhumanity  to  Don  Antonio 
Hath  rent  his  Mind  into  fo  many  Pieces 
Of  various  Imaginations,  that 
Like  the  celeftial  Bow,  this  Colour  now 
The  Obje6l,  then  another,  'till  all  vanifh. 
He  fays  a  Man  might  watch  to  Death,  or  faft. 
Or  think  his  Spirit  out-,  to  all  which  Humours, 
I  do  apply  myfelf,  checking  the  Bad, 
And  cherifhing  the  Good.     For  thefe,  I  have 
Prepar'd  my  Inftruments,  fitting  his  Chamber 
With  Trap-doors,  and  Defcents  \  fometimes  prefentins 
Good  Spirits  of  the  Air,  bad  of  the  Earth, 
To  pull  down  or  advance  his  fair  Intentions, 
He's  of  a  noble  Nature,  yet  fometimes 
Thinks  that  which  by  Confederacy  I  do. 
Is  by  fome  Skill  in  Magick.  Here  {A  Bed  drawn  forth^ 
he  comes.  Martino  upon  it,  a 

IJnfent  —  I  do  befeech  you,  what  do     Book  in  his  Hand, 
you  read,  Sir  ? 
Mar.  A  flrange  Pofition  which  doth  much  perple3( 
me ; 

That 
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That  every  Soul's  alike,  a  mufical  Inflrument; 
The  Faculties  in  all  Men  equal  Strings, 
Wellorillhandled;  and thofe  fweet  oNiarfli.  [Ex.Dc5f. 
How  I  like  a  Fidler  I  have  play'd  on  mine,  then! 
Dcclin'd  the  high  Pitch  of  my  Birth  and  Breeding, 
Like  the  mofl  barb'rous  Peafant-,  read  my  Pride 
Upon  Antonio* s  meek  humility, 
AVhercin  he  was  far  valianter  than  I. 
Meaknefs,  thou  wait'ft  upon  couragious  Spirits, 
Enabling  Suff'rance  pail  Inflidions: 
In  Patience  Tarent  overcame  me  more 
Than  in  my  Wounds.     Live,  then,  no  more  to  Men  ; 
Shut  Day-light  from  thine  Eyes,  here  call  thee  down, 
And  with  a  fallen  Sigh  breathe  forth  thy  Soul. 
What  Art }  an  Apparition,  or  a  Man  ? 

Enter  'Dollar  like  a  Friar. 

Do5i.  A  Man,  and  fent  to  counfel  thee. 

Mar.  Defpair 
Has  ftopt  mine  Ears.     Thou  fecm'ft  a  holy  Friar? 

Dooi.  I  am,  by  Do6lor  Paulo  lent  to  tell  thee 
Thou  art  too  cruel  to  thyfelf  in  feeking 
To  lend  Compaffion  and  Aid  to  others. 
My  Order  bids  me  comfort  thee  ;  I  've  heard  all 
Thy  various,  troubled  PafTions:  Hear  but  my  Story. 
In  way  of  Youth  I  did  enjoy  one  Friend, 
As  good  and  perfecl  as  Heav'n  e're  made  Man  : 
This  Friend  was  plighted  to  a  beauteous  Wom.an 
(Nature  proud  of  her  Worknianfhip)  mutual  Love 
PoffefTd  'em  both  ;  her  tleart  in  his  bread  lodg'd. 
And  his  in  hers  — 

Mar,  No  more  of  Love  good  Father  j 
It  was  my  Surfeit,  and  I  loath  it  now. 
As  Men  in  Fevers  meat  they  fell  fick  on. 

Docl.  Howe'er  'tis  v/orth  your  Hearing.    This   be- 
troth'd  Lady. 
(The  Ties  and  Dutiesof  a  Friend  forgotten) 
Spur'd  on  by  Luft,  I  treac.h'roufly  purfu'd : 

L  4  Contemn'd 
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Contemn'tl  by  her,  and  by  my  Friend  reprov'd, 

Defpifed  by  honell;  Men,  my  Confcience  fear'd  up, 

i^ovc  1  converted  into  frantick  Rage  •, 

And,  by  that  falfe  Guide  led,   I  fummon'd  him 

In  this  bad  Caufe,  his  Sword  'gainft  mu  e,  to  prove 

If  he,  or  I,  might  claim  moil  Right  in  Love. 

But  Fortune  (diat  does  (eld'  or  never  give 

Succefs  to  Right  and  Vir(ue)  made  him  fall 

Under  my  Sword.     Blood,    Blood,    a  Friend's  dear 

Blood, 
A  virtuous  Friend's  fhed  by  a  Villain,  me, 
In  fuch  a  monftrous  and  unequal  Caufe, 
Lies  on  my  Confcience. 

Mar.  And  durlt  thou  live, 
After  this,  to  be  fo  old  ?  'tis  an  Illufion 
Rais'd  up  by  Charms .  A  Man  would  not  have  liv'd. 
Art  quiet  in  thy  Bofom  ? 

Bo5f.  As  the  Sleep 
Of  Infants. 

Mar.  My  Fault  did  not  equal  this ; 
Yet  I  have  emptied  my  Heart  of  Joy. 
Only  to  (lore  fighs  up.     What  were  the  Arts 
That  made  thee  live  fo  long  in  Reft  ? 

Do^J.  Repentance 
Hearty,  thatcleans'd  me:  Reafon  then  confirm'd  me 
I  \vas  forgiv'n,  and  took  me  to  my  Beads.      [Ex.Do^^ 

Mar.  I'm  in  the  wrong  Path  •,  tender  Confcience 
Makes  me  forget  mine  Honour:  I  have  done 
No  Evil  like  this,  yet  I  pine  ;  whilft  he, 
A  few  Tears  of  his  true  Contrition  tender'd, 

Securely  fleeps Ha!  where  keeps  Peace  of  Confcience 

That  I  may  buy  her } — No  v/here ;  not  in  Life. 
'Tis  feign'd  that  Jupiter  two  Veflcls  plac'd, 
Theone  widi  Honey  fiil'd,  the  other  Gall, 
At  th'Entry  oWIympus :  Deftiny 
There  brewing  thefe  togethsr,  fuffers  not 
One  man  to  pafs,  before  he  drinks  this  Mixture, 
Hence  is  it  we've  not  an  Hour  of  Life 
|n  which  our  Pleafures  relifh  not  fomePainj, 
' Our 
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Our  Sours  fomeSwectncfs.     Love  cloth  tafte  of  both. 
Revenge,  that  thirfty  Dropfy  of  our  SouJs, 
Which  makes  us  covet  that  which  hurts  us  mod. 
Is  not  alone  fweet,  but  partal-ces  of  Tartncfs. 

Mejf.  Is't  not  a  ftrange  Etfe(5l  ? 

Vice.  Paft  Precedent. 

Cue.  His  Brain-pan's  perifh'd  wich  his  Wounds  :  Go 
to; 
I  knew  't  would  come  to  this. 

Vice.  Peace,  Man  of  Wifdom ! 

Mar.  Plcafure's  the  Hook  of  Evil;  EafeofCare, 
And  fo  the  general  Object  of  the  Court: 
Yet  fome  Delights  are  lawful.     Honour  is 
Virtue's  allow'd  Afcent;  Honour  that  clafps 
All  perfect  Juftice  in  her  Arms-,  that  craves 
No  more  refpedt  than  what  flie  gives ;  that  docs 
Nothing  but  what  fhe'll  llifter. — This  diflracfts  me; 
But  I  have  found  the  right.     Had  Don  Antonio 
Done  that  to  me,  I   did   to  him,  I  fhould  have  kill'd 

him; 
The  Injury  fo  foul,  and  done  in  publick. 
My  Footman  would  not  bear  it.     Then  in  Honour 
Wronging  him  fo,  I'll  right  him  on  myfelf: 
There's  Honour,  Juftice,  and  full  Satisfaction 
Equally  tender'd — 'tis  refolv'd,  I'll  do'c. 

Enter    Do£for  (like  a  Soldier)   and  the  EngliJJo    Slave 
(like  a  Courtier.) 

Slave.  They  take  all  Weapons  from  me. 

Mejf.  Blefs  my  Son  ! 

Vice.  The  careful  Do<^or's  come  again. 

Meff.  Rare  Man! 
How  Ihall  I  pay  this  Debt } 

Cue.  He  that  is  with  him. 
Is  one  o'cii'  Slaves  he  lately  bought,  he  faid 
T'accommodate  his  Cure.     He's  Engliflj  born, 
put  French  \x\  his  Behaviour;  a  delicate  Slave, 

yice.  The  Slave  is  very  fine, 

Cu(s 
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Cue,  Your  Eftglijb  Shvts 
Are  ever  fo;  I've  ken  an  Englijh  Slave 
Far  finer  than  his  Mafter.     1  here's  a  State-point 
Worthy  your  Obfervation. 

Boa.  On  thy  Life, 
Be  perfed  in  thy  Leflbn.     Fewer  Legs,  Slave! 

Mar.  My  Thoughts  are  fearch'd  and   anfwer'd ;  for 
I  did 
Defire  a  Soldier  and  a  Courtier, 
To  yield  me  Satisfadion  in  fome  Doubts 
Not  yet  concluded  of. 

I)o5i.  Your  Dodtor  did 
Admit  us,  Sir. 

Eng.  Slave.  And  we  are  at  your  Service ; 
Whate'er  it  be,  command  ir.    ■ 

Mar.  You  appear 
A  Courtier  in  the  Race  of  Love-,  how  far 
In  Honour  are  you  bound  to  run? 

Eng.  Slave.  I'll  tell  you. 
You  muft  not  fpare  Expence,  but  wear  gay  Cloath?^ 
And  you  may  be  too  prodigal  of  Oaths 
To  win  a  Miftrefs'  Favour  •,  not  afraid 
Topafs  unto  her  through  her  Chamber-maid. 
You  may  prefent  her  Gifts,  and  of  all  Sorts, 
Feaft,  dance  and  revel ;  they  are  lawful  Sports; 
The  Choice  of  Suitors  you  muft  not  deny  her. 
Nor  quarrel  though  you  find  a  Rival  by  her  : 
Build  on  your  own  Deferts,  and  ever  be 
A  Stranger  to  Love's  Enemy,  Jealoufy, 
For  that  draws  on — — 

Mar.  No  more ;  this  points  at  me,  [Ex.  Slave 

I  ne'er  obferv'd  thefe  Rules.  Now  fpeak,  old  Soldier,  ^ 
The  Height  of  Honour  ? 

T)o5i.  No  Man  to  ofi'end, 
^e'er  to  reveal  the  Secrets  of  a  Friend  ; 
Rather  to  fufFer,  than  to  do,  a  Wrong; 
To  make  the  Heart  no  Stranger  to  the  Tongue; 
Provok'd,  not  to  betray  an  Enemy, 
Nor  eat  hi*  Meat  \  choak  with  Flattery ; 

Blulhlefs 
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Blufhlcfs  to  tell  wherefore  I  wear  my  Scars, 
Or  for  my  Confcience,  or  my  Country's  Wars ; 
To  aim  at  juft  Things ;  if  we  've  wildly  run 
Into  Offences,  wifh  'cm  all  undone, 
'Tis  poor,  in  Grief  for  a  wrong  done,  to  die  * ; 
Honour,  to  dare  to  live,  and  fatisfy. 
Vice.  Mark  how  he  winds  him. 
Meff.  Excellent  Man ! 
Bo^i.  Who  fights 
With  PafTions,  and  o'ercomes'em,  is  endu*d 
With  the  beft  Virtue,  paffive  Fortitude.         [Ex.  Doff.- 
Mar.  Thou  haft  touch'd  me  Soldier  j  oh !  this  Ho- 
nour bears 
The  right  Stamp  \  would  all  Soldiers  did  profefs 
Thy  good  Religion  !  The  Difcords  of  my  Soul 
Are  tun'd,  and  make  a  heav'niy  Harmony  : 
What  fweet  Peace  feel  I  now  j  I'm  ravilh'd  with  it. 
Vice.  How  ftill  he  fits !  {^Mufick 

Cue.  Hark!  Mufick. 
Meff.  How  divinely 
This  Artift  gathers  fcatter'd  Senfe ;  with  canning 
Compofingthe  fair  Jewel  of  his  Mind, 
Broken  in  Pieces,  and  nigh  lolt  before. 

Enter  BcSIor,  like  a  Philofopher  :  ylgood  andcjil  Genius 
prefented.  Their  Song.  While  it  is  finging^  the  Doctor 
goes  off^  and  returns  in  his  own  Shape. 

Vice.  See  Protean  Paulo  in  another  Shape. 

Do£i.  Away,  I'll  bring  him  fliortly  perfe<5t,  doubt 

not. 
Mejf.  Mafter  of  thy  great  Art ! 

*   ^Tis  poor  in  Grief,  &:C. 
Tbus  in  Shake/pear 

Mine  Honour  keeps  the  Weather  of  my  Fa/e; 
Lfe  every  Man  holds  diar,  hut  the  brave  Man 
fjo/ds  Honour  far  more  pi  ecious  dear  than  Life, 

Troilus  and  CreJJida,  ^^.  V. 

Vice, 
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Vice.  As  fuch  we'll  hold  thee. 

Mejf.  And  itudy  Honours  for  him. 

Cue.  I'll  be  Tick 
On  purpofe  to  take  Phyfickof  this  Do6lor.         [Exeunt 

Mar.  Do6lor,  thou'ft  perfeded  a  Body's  Cure 
T'amaze  the  World  •,  and  almoft  cur'd  a  Mind 
Near  Phrenzy.     With  Delight  I  now  perceive 
You  for  my  Recreation  have  invented 
The  feveral  Objects,  which  my  Melancholy 
Sometimes  did  think  you  conjur'd,  otherwhiles 
Imagin'd  'em  Chim<£ras.    You  have  been  _' •} 

My  Friar,  Soldier,  my  Philofopher, 
My  Poet,  Archite6i:,  my  Phyfician  ; 
Labour'd  for  me  more  than  your  Slaves  for  you 
In  their  Afiiftance:  In  your  moral  Song 
Of  my  Good  Genius,  and  my  Bad,  you  've  won  me 
A  chearful  heart  and  baniih'd  Difcontent ; 
There  being  nothing  wanting  to  my  Wifhes, 
But  once  more,  were  it  pofTible,  to  behold 
Von  John  Antonio. 

Do£}.  There  fjhall  be  Letters  fent 
Into  all  Parts  of  Chriftendom,  to  inform  him 
Of  your  Recovery,  which  now.  Sir,  I  doubt  not. 

Mar.  What   Honours,  what   Rewards   can  I   heap 
on  you  ? 

Do5i.  That  my  Endeavours  ha  c  fo  well  fucceeded. 
Is  a  fufficientRecompence.  Pray  you,  retire.  Sir; 
Not  too  much  Air  fo  foon. 

Mar.  I  am  obedient.  [Exeunf, 

SCENE     III. 

Enier  Almira  and  Leonora. 

Leon.  How  ilrangely  this  Fellow  runs  in  her  Mind ! 
Aim.  Do  you  hear,  Coufin  ? 
Leon.  Her  Sadnefs  clean  forfaken. 
Aim.  A  poor  Slave 
Bought  for  my  Governefs,  fay  you  ?  o 

I  Leon^ 
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heon.  I  fear  fo. 

yf/w.  And,  do  you  think,  a  Turk  ? 

Leon.  His  Habit  flicwsit, 
At  leaft  bought  for  a  Turk. 

Jim.  I,  that  may  be  fo. 

Leon.  What  if  he  were  one  naturally? 

/ilm.  Nay,  'tis  nothing. 
Nothing  to  th'  Purpofe;  and  yet,  mcthinks,  'tis  ftrangc 
Such  Handfomenefs  of  Mind,  and  civil  OutfiJe 
Should  fpring  from  thofe  rude  Countries. 

Leon.  If  it  be  no  more, 
I'll  call  our  Govern'-fs,  and  fl^ie  can  fhew  you. 

JIm.\Yhy  do  you  think  it  is  ? 

Leo>!.  I  do  not  think  fo. 

Aim.  Fie !   no,  no,  by  no  means ;  and,  to  tell  thee 
Truth,  Wench, 
I  am  truly  ^lad  he's  here,  be  what  he  will : 
Let  him  be  ftill  the  fame  he  makes  a  Shew  of; 
For  now  wefhall  fee  fomething  to  delight  us. 

Leon.  And  Heav'n  knovvs,  we  have  Need  on'r. 

Jhn.  Heigh  ho !   my  Heart  akes. 
Pr'ythee    call     in  cur   Governcfs.     Pox   o'this    Fel- 
low ^ [£"a7V  Leonora. 

Why  do  I  think  fo  much  of  him  ?  how  the  Devil 
Crcep'd  he  into  my  Head  .''  and  yet,  belhrew  me, 
Methinks  I  have  not  feen— I  lie,  I   have  fcen 
A  thoufand  handfomer,  athouland  fweeter. 
But  fay  this  Fellow  were  adorn'd  as  they  arc. 
Set  off  to  Shew  and  Glory, — What's  that  to  me  : 
Fie  !  what  a  Fool  am  I  ?  what  idle  Fancies^ 
Buz  in  my  Brains  ? 

Enier  Borachia  and  Leonora. 

Bor.  And  how  doth  my  fweet  Lady  ? 

Leon.  She     wants     your    Company    to    make   her 

merry. 
Bor.  And    how    docs    Maftcr    Pug,    I  pray   you. 

Madam  ? 

Leon. 
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Leon.  Do  you  mean  her  little  Dog? 

Bor.  I  mean  his  Worfliip. 

Leon.  Troubled  with  Fleas  a  little. 

Bor.  Alas,  poor  Chicken  ! 

Lecn.  She's   here,    and  drunk,    very  fine  drunk,  I 
take  it, 
I  found  her  with  a  Bottle  for  herBolftcr, 
Lying  along,  and  making  Love. 

Aim.  Borachia! 
Why,  where  haft  thou  been,  Wench  ?  fhe   looks   not 

well.  Friend. 
Art  not  with  Child  ? 

Bor.  I  promife  ye,  I  know  not, 
I  am  fure  my  Belly's  full,  and  that's  a  fhrewd  Sign  : 
Bcfides  I  am  fhrewdiy  troubled  with  a  Tigo 
Here  in  my  Head,  Madam  j  often  with  this  Tigo, 
It  takes  me  very  often. 

Leon.  1  believe  thee. 

jilm.  You  muft  drink  Wine, 

Bor.  A  little  would  do  no  Harm,  fure. 

Jim.  'Tis  a  raw  Humour  blows  into  your  Head; 
W'hich  good  ftrong  Wine  will  temper. 

Bor.  I  thank  your  Highnefs. 
I  will  be  rul'd,  though  much  againft  my  Nature  : 
For  Wine,  I  ever  hated  from  my  Cradle  j 
Yet  for  my  Good. 

Leon.  I,  for  your  Good,  by  all  Means. 

Aim.  Borachia^  what   new  Fellow's   that  thou  haft 
gotten  ? 
(Nov/  fhe  will  fure  be  free)  that  handfome  Stranger  ? 

Bor.  How  much  Wine  muft  I  drink,  an'tpleafe  youf 
Ladyfhip  ? 

Aim.  She's  finely  greaz'd.     Why  two  or  three  round 
Draughts,  Wench. 

Bor.  Fafting  ? 

Aim.  At  any  Time. 

Bor.  I  Ihall  hardly  do  it : 
But  yet  I'll  try,  good  Madam, 

Leon,  Doj  'cwill  work  well. 

Aim: 
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j^lm.  But,  pry'thee  anfwer  me,  what  is  this  Fellow  •'' 
Bor.  ril  tell  you  two  :  But  let  it  go  no  further. 
Leon.  No,  no,  by  no  Means. 
Bor.  May  1  not  drink  before  Bed  too  ? 
Leon.  At  any  Hour. 
Bor.  And  fay  i'th'  Night  it  take  me  ? 
Abn.  Drink,  then  :  But  what's  this  Man  ? 
Bor.  I'll  tell  ye  Madam, 
(But  pray  you  be  fecret.)  He's  the  Great  I'urk's  Son,  for 
certain  \  [me. 

And  a  fine  Chriftian :  my  Hufband  bought   him  for 
He's  circumfing'd. 

Leon.  He's  circumcis'd,  thou  wouldfl  fay. 
Aim.  How  doft  thou  know  } 
Bor.  I  had  an  Eye  upon  him  ; 
But  ev'n  as  fweet  a  Tz/r^,  an't  like  your  Lady  fliip. 
And  fpeaks  ye  as  pure  Pagan — .I'll  aflure  y?, 
My  Hufband  had  a  notable  Pennyworth  of  him. 
And  found  me   but   the  "Ttirk's  ov/n   Son,    his  own 

Son 
By  Father  and  Mother,  Madam. 
Leon.  She's  mad-drunk, 

Aim.  Prythce,    Borachia,    call   him  -,    I   would   fee 
him, 
And  tell  thee  how  I  like  him. 

Bor.  As  fine  a  Turk,  Madam, 
For  that  which  appertains  to  a  true  Tnrk  : 
Aim.  Pry  thee,  call  him. 

Bor.  He  waits  here  at  the  Stairs  j  Son-flave  corns 
hither. 

Enter  Don  John. 

Pray  you  give  me  Leave  a  little  to  inftrnifl  him. 
He's  raw  yet  in  the  Way  of  Entertainment. 
Son-flave,  where's  the  other  Bottle? 
John.  In  the  Bed-ftravv  j 

I  hid  it  there. 

Bor, 
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Bor.  Go  up,  rrid  make  your  Honours. 
Madam,  the  Tigo  t4kes  me  now,  now  Madame 
I  mud  needs  be  unmannerly, 
Jim.  Pray  ye  be  fo. 
Leon.  You  know  your  Cure* 
Bor.  I'th'Bed-ftraw? 

yoh}i.  There  you'll  find  it.  [Exil  Borachia, 

Jim.    Come  hither,  Sir :  How  long  have  you  ferv'd 

here .'' 
JobiL  A  poor  Time,  Madam,  yet,  to  fhew  my  Ser- 
vice. 
Jim.  I  fee  thou  art  diligent. 
John.  I  would  be.  Madam  ; 
'Tis  all  the  Portion  left  me,  that  and  Truth. 
Jim.  .Thou  art  but  young  ? 
Johft.  liad  fortune  meant  me  fo. 
Excellent  Lady,  Time  had  not  much  wrong*d  me. 
Jim.  W'  ik  thou  ferve  me  ?  ^ 

John.  In  all  my  Prayers,  Madam, 
Elfe  fuch  a  Mifcry  as  mine  butblafts  you. 

Jim.  Bcfhrew  my  Heart,  he  fpeaks  well ;  wondroug 
honeftly.  [JJIde, 

John.  Madam,  your  loving  Lord  flays  for  you. 
Leon.  1  thank  you. 
Your  Pardon  for  an  Hour,  dear  Friend. 
Jim.  Your  Pleafurc. 

Leon.  I  dearly  thank  you.  Sir.  [Exif  Leonofa. 

John.  My  humbled  Service. 
She  views    me   narrowly,    yet  fure    (lie    knows    me 

not : 
I  dare  not  trud  the  Time  yet,  nor  I  mud  not.       [JJJde^ 
Jim.  You  are  not  as  your  Habit  fhcws  ^ 
John.  No,  Madam  ; 
His  Hand,  that  for  my  Sins  lies  heavy  en  me, 
I  hope,  will .  keep  me   from  being  a  Slave  to  the  Devil. 
Jhn.  A  brave   ckar  Mind  he  has,    and  nobly  fta- 
fon'd. 
What  Country  are  you  of? 
Jghn.  A  Bifcan,  Lady, 

Jim, 
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Aim.  No  doubt,  a  Gentleman. 

John.  My  Father  thoL5ght  fo. 

Aim.  I,  and  I  warrant   thte  a  right  fair  Woman 
Thy  Mother  was,  he  blufhes,  that  confirms  it. 
Upon  my  Soul,  I  have  not  feen  llich  Svveetnefs. 
I  pry'thee,   blufh  again. 

John  *Tis  a  Weaknefs,  Madam. 
I  am  eafily  this  Way  woo'd  too. 

Aim.  I  thank  you. 
Of  all  that  e'er  I  faw,  thou  art  the  perfedefl:^        [Aftde, 
Now  you  muft  tell  me,  Sir,  for  now  I  long  for't— — . 

John.  What  would  fhe  have  .'' 

Aim.  The  Story  of  your  Fortune; 
The  hard  and  cruel  Fortune  brought  you  hither. 

John.  That  makes  me  Stagger ;  yet  I  hope  I'm  hid 
ftill,  iAfide, 

That  I  came  hither,  Madam,  was  the  faired. 

Aim.  But  how  this  Mifery  you  bear,  fell  on  you? 

John.  Infandum,  Regina,  jubes  renovare  do  lor  em. 

Aim.  Come)  I  will  have  it  -,  I  command  you  tell  it. 
For  fuch  a  Speaker  I  would  hear  for  ever. 

John.  Sure  Madam,  'twill  but   make   you  fad  and 
heavy, 
Becaufe  I  know  your  Goodnefs  full  of  Pity, 
And  'tis  fopoor  a  Subjed  too,  and  to  your  Ears, 
That  are  acquainted  with  things  fweet  and  eafy. 
So  harfh  a  Harmony — — 

Aim.  I  pr'ythee  fpeak  it." 

John.  I  ever  knew  Obedience  the  bed  Sacrifice. 
Honour  of  Ladies,  then,  firft  pafiing  over 
Some  few  Years  of  my  Youth,  that  are  impertinent-. 
Let  me  begin  the  Sadnefs  of  my  Story, 
Where  I  began  to  lofe  myfelf,  to  love  firil. 

Aim.  'Tis  well ;  go  forward.  Some  rare  Piece  I  look  for. 

John.  Not  far  from  where  my  Father  lives,  a  Lady', 

^   Not  far  from  ivhere  my  Fathtr  lives,  &c. 
Von  John,  telling  his  own  Story  to  Almira,  as   a  Slave,   is  hnppily 
imagined  by  the  Poet  and  as  beautifully  executed  :  It  b  eathci  with 
the  Soul  of  Shake/pear,  and  is  Nature  herfelf. 

Vol,  IV.  M  A 
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A  Neighbour  by,  blcfb'd  with  as  great  a  Beauty 

As  NaTure  durft  bellow  without  undoing. 

Dwelt,  and  moft  happily,  as  I  thought  then, 

And  blefs'd  the  Houfe  a  thoufand  Times  llie  dwelt  in. 

This  Beauty,  in  the  Bloflbm  of  my  Youth, 

When  my  firfl:  Fire  knew  no  adult'rate  Incenfe, 

Nor  I  no  Way  to  flatter,  but  my  Fondnefs : 

In  all  the  Bravery,  my  Friends  could  fliew  me, 

In  all  the  Faith  my  Innocence  could  give  me, 

In  the  befl  Language  my  true  Tongue  could  tell  me. 

And  all  the  broken  Sighs  my  Tick  Heart  lend  me, 

I  fu'd,  and  ferv'd.     Long  did  I  love  this  Lady, 

Long  was  my  Travail,  long  my  Trade  to  win  her. 

With  all  the  Duty  of  my  Soul,  I  ferv'd  her. 

Aim.  How  feelingly  he  fpeaks !  And  flie  lov'd  >ou  too  ? 
It  muft  be  fo. 

John.  I  would  it  had,  dear  Lady  ; 
This  Story  had  been  needlefs,  and  this  Place 
I  think  unknown  to  me. 

Aim.  Were  your  Bloods  equal  ? 
John.  Yes,  and  I  thought  our  Hearts  too. 
Aim.  Then  fhe  muft  love. 

John.  She  did— but  never  me  •,  llie  could  not  love  me  : 
She  would  not  love,  fhe  hated  ;  more,  flie  fcorn'd  mc: 
And  in  fo  poor,  and  bafe  a  Way  abus'd  me 
For  all  my  Services,  for  all  my  Bounties, 
So  bold  Negleds  flung  on  me  — 

Aim.  An  ill  Woman  ! 
Be  like  you  found  fome  Rival  in  your  Love  then  ? 
John.  How  perfeaiy  fhe  points  me  to  my  Story  !  {_Aftde. 
Madam,  I  did  ;  and  one  whole  Pride  and  Anger, 
111  Manners,  and  worfe  Mien  flie  doted  on  i 
Doted  to  my  Undoing,  and  my  Ruin. 
And  but  for  Honour  to  your  facred  Beauty, 
And  Rev'rence  to  the  noble  Sex,  though  flie  fall, 
As  flie  muft  fall,  that  durft  be  fo  unnoble 
I  fliould  fay  fomething  unbefeeming  me. 
What  out  of  Love,  and  worthy  Love  I  gave  her 
(Shame  to  her  moft  unworthy  Mind)  to  Fools, 

4  'To 
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Aim.  Pray  you  take  me  with  you 
Of  what  Complediun  was  ilie  ?  - 

John.  But  that  I  dare  not 
Commit  fo  great  a  Sacrilege  'gainfl  Virtue 
She  look'd  not  much  unlike  y"ou  thought  fhort 
Something  I  fee  appears  ^Your  Pardo^n    Ma  bm 
Her  Eyes  would  Imiie  fo  ,  but  her  Eve    wonM  .A        • 
And  fo  fhe  would  look  fad  ;  but  yours'"  ^^^''  ^°""  '' 
A  noble  Chorus  to  my  wretched  Story  • 
Hers  was  Difdain  and  Cruelty.  ' 

Aim.  Pray  Heaven 
Mine  be  no  worle !  he  has  told  me  a  ftrange  Story,  Ar:dc ' 
And  faid   twould  make  me  fad  I   he  is  n?Liar      ^ 
^ut  where  begins  this  poor  State  ?  I'll  have  all  • 
ror  It  concerns  me,    truly, 
John.  Laft,  to  blot  me 
From  all  Remembrance,  what  I  have  been  to  her 
And  how,  how  honeftly,  how  nobly  ferv'd  her 
Twas  thought  fhe  fet  her  Gallant  to  difpatch  me 
;^T,strue    hequarrel'd,  without  Place,  orReafon- 
We  fought ;    I  kill'd  him  s    Heav'ns  ftrong  H^nd  was 

with  me  ;  o         -  *«  vvai 

For  which  I  loft  my  Country,  Friends,  Acquaintance' 
And  P^;t  myfelf  to  Sea,  where  a  Pi,  ate  took  me,  ' 

And  lold  me  here. 

T    ^/^^-  Stop  there  a  while;  but  flay  ftill. 

In  this  Man  s  Story,  how  I  look  !  How  monflrous  \ 

How  poor  and  naked  !  Now  I  fhcw  what  ^^t'' 

In  all  the  Virtue  of  his  Life,  but  a.m'd  at 

I  his  Thing  hath  conquer'd  with  a  Tale,  and  carried 

Tolch'd"''''^r  '^'''  S"^^'^^  "^^^  N^^^^  Confcience 
iouchdme  till  now,  nor  true  love;  let  me  keep  it.  [.yy?,/,. 

Enter  Pedro  and  Leonora. 

Leon.  She  is  there.  Speak  to  her,  you  will  find  her 
alter  d. 

M  2  j>,d. 
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Fed.  Sifter,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  -,  but  far  gladder. 
To  fee  you  entertain  your  Health  fo  well. 

Aim.  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  too.  Sir,  and  Ihall  be  gladder 
Shortly  to  fee  you  all. 

Fed.  Now  fhe  fpeaks  heartily  ; 
"What  do  you  want  •? 

Aim.  Only  an  Hour  of  Privatenefs ; 
I  have  a  few  Thoughts. 

Fed.  Take  your  full  Contentment : 
"We'll  walk  afide  again  j  but  firft  to  you,  Friend, 
Or  I  fhall  much  forget  myfelf.     My  beft  Friend, 
Command  me  ever,  ever  you  have  won  me  ; 

John.  Your  Lordlbip  overflows  me. 

Leon.  *Tisbutdue,  Sir.  {Exit. 

Aim.  He's  there  ftill.     Come,  Sir,  to  your  laft  Pare 
now. 
Which  only  is  your  Name,  and  I  difmifs  you. 
Why  whither  go  you  ? 

John.  Give  me  Leave,  good  Madam, 
Or  I  mufb  be  fo  feeming  rude  to  take  it. 

Aim.  You  fhall  not  go,  1  fwear,  you  fhall  not  go : 
I  afk  you  nothing  but  your  Name ;  you  have  one. 
And  why  fhould  that  thus  fright  you  ? 

John.  Gentle  Madam, 
I  cannot  fpeak  -,  pray^  pardon  me,  a  Sicknefs, 
That  takes  me  often,  ties  my  Tongue  — Go  from  mc. 
My  Fit's  infedlious.  Lady. 

Aim.  Were  it  Death 
In  all  his  Horrors,  I  mud  afl<,  and  know  it. 
Your  Sicknefs  is  unwillingnefs.     Hard  Heart, 
To  let  a  Lady  of  my  Youth  and  Place 
Beg  thus  long  for  a  Trifle ! 

John.  Worthiefl;  Lady, 
Be  wife,  and  let  me  go  j  you'll  blefs  me  for*t ; 
Beg  not  that  Poifon  from  me  that  will  kill  you. 

Aim.  I  only  beg  your  Name,  Sir. 

John.  You'll  curfe  me  when  you  hear  it. 

Aim.  Rather  kifs  thee  ; 
>Vhy  fhould'fl:  thou  think  f  j  ? 

John,  Why,  I  bear  that  Name, 

And 
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And  moft  unluckily,  as  now  it  happens, 

(Though  I  be  innocent  of  all  Occalion) 

That,  iince  my  coming  hither,  People  tell  me 

You  hate  beyond  Forgivenefs.     Now,  Heav'n  knows 

So  much  Refpedt  (although  I  am  a  Stranger) 

Duty,  and  humble  Zeal  1  bt-ar  your  Sweetnefs, 

That  for  the  World  1  would  not  grieve  your  Good- 

nefs  : 
1*11  change  my  Name,  dear  Madam. 

Aim.  People  lie 
And  wrong  thy  Name  ;  thy  Name  may  fave  all  othets, 
And  make  that  holy  to  me,  that  I  hated  : 
Pry'thee  what  is't  ? 

John.  Don  John  Antonio. 
What  will  this  Woman  do  ?  what  Thoufand  Changes 
Run  through  her  Heart  and  Hands  ?  no  fix'd  Thought 

in  her ; 
She  loves  for  certain  now,  but  now  I  dare  not— — 
Heav'n  guide  me  right.  {.4fii^^\ 

Aim,  1  am  not  angry,  Sir, 
Wi:h  you,  not  with  your  Name-,  1  love  it  rather. 
And  Iliall  refpevfl  you — you  deferve. — For  this  Time 
I  licence  you  to  go.     Be  not  far  from  me  \ 
I  Ihall  call  for  you  often. 

John.  I  Ihall  wait.  Madam.  \Exit  John. 

Enter  Cuculo. 

Aim.  Now  what's  the  News  with  you  ? 

Cue.  My  Lord  your  Father 
Sent  me  to  tell  your  Honour,  Prince  Martina 
Is  well  recover'd,  and  in  Strength. 

Ahn.  Why  let  him, 
The  Stories  and  the  Names  fo  well  agreeing ; 
And  both  fo  noble  Gentlemen.  \_Afide, 

Cue.  And  more,  an't  pleafe  ycu. 

Aim.  It  doth  not  pleafe  me,  neither  more  r.or  lefs 
on't. 

Cue.  They'll  come  to  vifit  you, 

M   ^  ^'tlml 
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Aim.  They  fhall  break  through  the  Doors  then. 

\_Exit  Almira 
Cue.  Here's  a  new  Trick  of  State;  this   fhews  foul 
Weather  ; 
But,  let  her  make  it  when  fhe  pleafe,  I'll  gain  by  it. 

Exit. 


'The  End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 
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Enter  Sea- Pirate,  one  Slave,  and  Sailors. 

Pir.   QOld  for  a  Slave,  fay'fl  thou  ? 

Slave.\^  'Twas  not  fo  well :  ': 

Though  I  am  bad  enough,  I  perfonated 

Such  bafe  Behaviour,  Barbarifm  of  Manners, 

With  other  Pranks,  that  might  deter  the  Buyer ; 

That  the  Market  yielded  not  one  Man  that  would 

Vouchfafe  to  own  me, 
■  P  r.  What  was  thy  End  in't? 
Slave.  To  be  giv'n  away  for  nothing,  as  I  was 
To  th'  Viceroy's  Dodor;  with  him  I've  continued 
In  fuch  Contempt,  a  Slave  unto  his  Slaves; 
His  Horfe,  and  Dog  of  more  Efteem,  and  from 
That  villainous  Carriage  of  myfelf,  as  if 
I'd  been  a  Lump  of  Flefh,  without  a  Soul ; 
I  drew  fuch  Scorn  upon  me,  that  I  pafs'd. 
And  pry'd  in  every  Place  without  Obfervance. 
For  which  if  you  defire  to  be  made  Men, 
And  by  one  Undertaking,  and  that  eafy. 
You  are  bound  to  facrifice  unto  my  Sufferings. 
The  Seed  I  fow*d,  and  from  which  you  fhall  reap 
A  plentiful  Harveft, 

Pir. 
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Pir.   To  the  Point ;  I  like  not 

hefe  Caftles  built  i'th'  Air. 

Slave.  Til  make  'em  real. 
And  you  the  Neptune's  oU\iQ  Seaj  you  fhall 
No  more  be  Sea-rats. 

Pir.  Art  not  mad  ^ 

Slave.   You  have  (ttn 
The  Star  of  Sicily^  the  fair  Almira, 
The  Viceroy's  Daughter,  and  the  beauteous  Ward 
OftheDukeofAf#;/^? 

Pir.  Madam  Leonora, 

Slave.   What  will  you  fay,  if  both  thefe  Princefles 
This  very  Night,  for  I  will  not  delay  you, 
Be  put  in  your  Pofllfiion  ? 

Pir.  Now  I  dare  fwear 
Thou  haft  Maggots  in  thy  Brains,  thou  wouldft  not,  elfe, 
Talk  of  Impoflibilities. 

Slave.  Be  ftiil 
Incredulous. 

Pir.  Why  canft  thou  think  we're  able 
To  force  the  Court  ? 

Slave.  Are  we  able  to  force  two  Women, 
And  a  poor  TtirkilhS\?i\t  ?  wJiere  lies  your  Pinnace  ? 

Pir.  In  a  Creek  not  half  a  Lea2;ue  hence. 

Slave.  Can  you  fetch  Ladders 
To  mount  a  Garden-wall  ?      * 

I   Sail.  They  fhall  be  ready  : 

Slave.  No  more  Words,  then,  but  follow  me,  and  if 
I  do  not  make  this  good,  let  my  Throat  pay  for't. 

Pir.  What  heaps  of  Gold,  thefe  Beauties  would  bring 
to  us 
From  the  Great  2lr^r/(',  if  it  were  poffible 
That  this  could  be  effected. 

Slave.  If  it  be  not 
I  know  the  Price  on't. 

Pir,  And  be  fure  to  pay  it,  {Exeunt, 
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S  C  E  N  E    IL      , 

Enter  Don  John  lotth  a  Letter  in  his  Hand. 

John.  Her  fair  Hand  threw  this  from  the  Window 

to  me, 
And,  as  I  took  it  up,  fhe  faid,  "  Perufe  it, 
*'  And  entertain  a  Fortune  ofFer'd  to  thee." 
What  may  the  Infide  fpeak— ,"  For         {Breaks  it  open 

Satisfadion,  and  reads 

*'  If  the  Contempt  I  (hew'd  Bon  John  Antonio^ 
^'  Whofe  Name  thou  bear*ft,  and,  in  that  dearer  to  me, 
*'  I  do  profefs  I  love  thee." 
How! — 'tis  fo,  I  love  thee, 
*'  This  Night  wait  me  i'th'  Garden, 
*'  There  thou  fhalt  know  more," 

fubfcrib'd  "  Thy  AlmirA, 

Can  it  be  poffible  mch  Levity 
Should  wait  on  her  Perfedlions  ?  When  I  was 
Myfelf  fet  off  with  all  the  Grace  of  Greatnefs, 
Pomp,  Brav*ry,  Circumftance,  fhe  hated  me^ 
And  did  profefs  it  openly ;  yet  now. 
Being  a  Slave,  a  Thing  fhefhould  in  Reafon 
Difdain  to  look  upon,  in  this  bafe  Shape, 
And,  fincel  wore  it,  never  did  her  Service, 
To  dote  thusfondly  ?— And  yet  I  (hould  glory 
In  her  Revolt  from  Conflancy,  not  accufe  it, 
S  nee  it  makes  for  me.     But,  e'er  I  go  farther. 
Or  make  Difcovery  of  myfelf,  I'll  put  her 
To  th'utmofl  Trial,  i'th' Garden  !  Well, 
There  I  fhall  learn  more.     Women!  giddy  Women! 
In  her,  the  Blemifh  of  your  fex,  you  prove 
There  is  no  Reafon  for  your  Hate  or  Love.  [Exit* 

Enter  Almira,  Leonora,  and  two  Women. 

Leon.  At  this  unfeafonable  Time  to  be  thus  brave, 
Ko  Vifitants  expedei  t  you  amaze  me.. 

4% 
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Aim.  Are  thefe  Jewels   fet  forth  to  the  beft  Ad- 


vantage 


To  take  the  Eye  ? 

1  fFom.  With  our  beft  Care. 

2  fVbm.  We  never 
Better  difcharg'd  our  Duties. 

j^lm.  In  my  Sorrows, 
A  PrincelV  Name  (I  could  perceive  it)  ftruck 
A  kind  ot  Rev'ience  in  him,  and  my  Beauty, 
As  then  neglefted,  forc'd  him  to  look  on  me 
With  fome  Sparks  of  Affeftion;  but  now 
When  I  would  fan  them  to  a  glorious  Flame, 
I  cannot  be  too  curious. — I  wonder 
He  ftays  fo  long. 

Leon.  Thefe  are  ftrange  Fancies. 

jilm.  Go 
Intreat — I  do  forget  myfelf,  command 
My  Governefs*  Gentleman,— her  Slave,  I  fhould  fay. 
To  wait  me  inftantly  -,  and  yet  already  [Ex.  IVom^ 

He's  here.     His  Figure  graven  on  my  Heart, 
Never  to  be  raz*d  out. 

Enter  Slave,  Pirate,  and  Sailors, 

Slave.  There  is  the  Prize. 
Is  it  fo  rich,  you  dare  not  feize  upon  it  ? 
Here  I  begin 

Jim.  Help  Villain! 

Pir.  You  are  mine. 

Sail.  Though  fomewhat  coarfe,  you'll  ferve  after  a 
Storm, 
To  bid  fair  Weather  welcome. 

Leon.  Ravi  (her! 
Defend  me.  Heaven ! 

Abn.  No  Aid  near  ? 

Worn.  Help  I 

Slave.  Difpatch. 
No  Glove,  nor  Handkerchief  to  ftop  their  Mouths  > 
Their  Cries  will  reach  the  Guard,  and  then  we're  loft. 

Enter 
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Enter  Don  John  and  Woman. 


John.  What  Shrieks. are  thefe?  from  whence?   Oh 
blefil-d  Saints ! 
What  Sacrilege  to  Beauty  ?  Do  I  talk. 
When  'tis  almoft  too  late  to  do.  Take  that.      \Forces  a 

Slavs.  All  fett  upon  him.  Sword. 

Pir.  Kill  him. 

John.  You  fhall  buy 
My  Life  at  a  dear  Rate,  you  Rogues. 

£»/(?r  Pedro,  Cuculo,  Borachia,  and  Guard. 

Cue.  Dov;n  with  'em, 

Fed.  Unheard  of  Treafon  ! 

Bor.  Make  in  Loggerhead  ; 
My  Son-flave  fights  like  a  Dragon— Take  my  Bottle, 
Drink  Courage  out  on't. 

John.  Madam,  you  are  free. 

Fed.  Take  comfort,  deareft  Miftrefs. 

Cue.  O  you  Michcr, 
Have  you  a  Hand  in  this  ? 

Slave.  My  Aims  were  high  : 
Fortune's  my  Enemy — To  dies  the  worft, 
And  that  I  look  for. 

Fir.  Vengearxe  on  your  Plots. 

Fed.  The  Rack  at  better  Leifure  fhall  force  from  'em 
A  full  Difcovery.     Away  with  'em. 

Cue.  Load  'em  with  Irons. 

Bor.  Let  'em  have  no  Wine         {The  Guard  takes  the 
To  comfort  their  cold  Hearts.  Firate  and  the  reft. 

Fed.  ThouMp.n  of  Men! 

Leon.  A  fecond  Hercules  I 

Aim.  An  Angel  thus  difguis'd  ! 

Fed.  What  Thanks .? 

Leon.  What  Service  ? 

Bor.  Pie  fhall  ferve  me,  by  your  Leave  j  no  Service 
elfe. 

John. 
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John.  I  have  done  nothihg  but  my  Duty,   Madam  ; 
And,  if  the  little  you  have  feen  exceed  it. 
The  Thanks  due  lor  it  pay  my  watchful  Mailer, 
And  this  my  fober  Miftrefs. 

Bor.   He  fpeaks  truth,  Madam, 
I  am  very  fober. 

Ted.  Far  beyond  thy  Hopes 
Exped  Reward. 

Aim.   We'll  ftraight  to  Court,  and  there 
It  is  refoiv'd  what  I  will  fay  and  do, 
I  am  faint,  fupport  me. 

Fed.  This  Itrange  Accident 
"Will  be  heard  with  AftoniHimenf.     Come,  Friend 
You've  made  yourfelf  a  Fortune,  and  defervc  it. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Viceroy,  Meflina,  BoSlor, 

MeJ,  Perfeftly  cur'd? 

Do5f.  As  fuch  I  will  prefent  him. 
The  Thanks  be  given  to  Heaven. 

Mejf.  Thrice  reverend  Man, 
What  Thanks  but  will  come  fliortof  thy  Defert? 
Or  Bounty,  though  all  we  poflefs  were  given  thee 
Can  pay  thy  Merit  ?  I  will  have  thy-  Statue 
Set  up  in  Brafs. 

Vice.  Thy  Name  made  the  fweet  Subjed 
Ofourbeft  Poems;  thy  unequal'd  Cures 
Recorded  to  Pofterity. 

Do^.  Such  falfe  Glories 
(Though  the  Defire  of  Fame  be  the  laft  Weaknefs 
Wife  Men  put  ofF)  are  not  the  Marks  I  fhoot  at : 
But,  it  I  have  done  any  thing  that  may  challenge 
Your  Favours  (mighty  Princes)  my  Requeftis, 
That  for  the  Good  of  fuch  as  fhall  fuccecd  me, 
A  College  for  Phyficians  may  be 
With  Care  and  Coil  eredled,  in  which  no  Man 

May 
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May  be  admitted  to  a  Fellowfhip, 
But  fuch  as  by  their  vigilant  Studies  fhall 
Deferve  a  Place  there  :  this  Magnificence, 
Pofterity  fhall  thank  you  for. 

Vice.   ReftalTur'd, 
In  this,  or  any  Boon  you  pleafe  to  afk. 
You  fhall  have  no  Repulfe. 

Do5i.  My  humblelt  Service 
Shall  ne'er  be  wanting.    Now,  if  you  fo  pleafe, 
I'll  fetch  my  princely  Patient,  and  prefent  him. 

Mejf.  Do  and  imagine  in  what  I  may  ferve  you. 
And  by  my  Honour  with  a  willing  Hand 
I  will  lubfcribe  to't.  [Exit  Bodlor. 

Enter  Pedro,  Almira,  Leonora,  Don  John,  Cuculo, 
Borachia. 

Cue.  Make  way  there. 

Vice.   My  Daughter ! 
How's  this  ?  a  Slave  crown*d  with  a  Civic  Garland  I 
The  Myftery  of  this  ? 

Fed.  It  will  deferve 
Your  Hearing  and  Attention.     Such  a  Truth 
Needs  not  rhetorical  Flourifhes,  and  therefore 
With  all  the  Brevity  and  Plainefsthat 
I  can,  I  will  deliver  it.     If  the  old  Romans^ 
"When  of  mofl  Power  and  Wifdom,  did  decree 
A  Wreath  like  this  to  any  common  Soldier 
That  faved  a  Citizen's  Life,  the  Bravery 
And  Valour  of  this  Man  may  juftly  challenge 
Triumphant  Laurel.     This  laft  Night  a  Crew 
Of  Pirates  brake  in  Signior  Cuculo' s  Houfe, 
With  violent  Rudenefs  feizing  on  my  Sifter, 
And  my  fair  Miilrefs  •,  both  were  in  their  Power, 
And  ready  to  be  forced  hence,  when  this  Man 
Unarm'd  came  to  their  Refcue  ;  but  his  Courage 
Soon  furnifh'd  him  with  Weapons :  In  a  Word, 
The  Lives  and  Liberties  of  thefe  fweet  Ladies, 

You 


A    V  E  R  Y    W  O  M  A  N.  ly^ 

You  owe  him,  for  the  Rovers  are  in  HoJd, 
And  ready  when  you  pleafe,  for  Punilhment. 

Fice.  As  an  Indudion  of  more  to  come, 
Receive  this  Favour. 

JlJeJf.  With  myfdf,  my  Son 
Shall  pay  his  real  Thanks.     He  comes,  obfcrve  now 
Their  amorous  Meeting. 

Enter  Do£Ior  and  Martinc^ 

Mar.  I  am  glad  you  are  well  Lady  : 

Jim.  I  grieve  not  your  Recovery. 

Vice.  So  coldly  ? 

Mejf.  Why  fall  you  off? 

Mar.  To  fhun  Captivity,  Sir. 
I  was  too  long  a  Slave  ;  I'll  now  be  free, 

Ahn.  'Tis  my  Defire  you  fhould.  Sir,   myAffedion 
To  him  was  but  a  Trifle,  which  I  played  with 
I'th'   Childhood   of  my   Love ;    which   now,    grown 

older, 
I  cannot  like  of. 

Vice.  Strange  Inconftancy ! 

Mar.   'Tis  Judgment,  Sir,  in  me,  or  a  true  Debt 
Tender*d  to  Juftice,  rather.     My  firft  Life 
Loaden  with  all  the  Follies  of  a  Man, 
Or  what  could  take  Addition  from  a  Woman, 
Was  by  my  headftrong  PalTions  (which  o'er-ruI*d 
My  Underftanding)  forfeited  to  Death  : 
But  this  New  Being,  this  my  Second  Life, 
Begun  in  ferious  Contemplation  of 
What  beft  becomes  a  perfe6l  Man  (hall  never 
Sink  under  fuch  weak  Frailties. 

MeJf.  Moft  unlook'd  for! 

Do3f.  It  does  tranfcend  all  Wonders. 

Mar.  'TisaBleffing 
I  owe  your  Wifdum,  which  I'll  not  abufe  : 
But  if  you  envy  your  own  Gift,   andwill 
Make  me  that  wretched  Creature  which  I  was. 
You  then  again  fhall  fee  me  paffionate. 
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A  Lover  of  poor  Trifles,  confident 

In  Man's  deceiving  Strength,  or  falfer  Fortune; 

Jealous,  revengeful,  in  unjuft  things  daring. 

Injurious,  quarrelfome,  ftor'd  with  all  Difeafes 

The  beaftly  Part  of  Man  infeds  his  Soul  with  ; 

And,  to  remember  what's  the  woril,  once  more 

To  love  a  Woman,  but  till  that  Time  never.         [Exif. 

Vice.  Stand  you  afFe(5led  fo  to  Men,  Almira  ? 

Mm.  No  Sir  ;  if  fo,  I  could  not  well  difcharge 
What  I  Hand  bound  to  pay  you,  and  to  Nature. 
Though  Prince  Martino  does  profefs  a  Hate 
To  Womankind,  'twere  a  poor  World  for  Women 
Were  there  no  other  Choice,  or  all  fliould  follow 
Th'  Example  of  this  new  Hippolitus  : 
There  are  Men,  Sir,  that  can  love,  and  have  lov'd 

truly  J 
Nor  am  I  defp'rate  but  I  may  defer ve 
One  that  both  can  and  will  fo. 

Vice.  My  Allowance 
Shall  rank  with  your  good  liking,  ftill  provided 
Your  Choice  be  worthy. 

yfhn.  In  it  I  have  us'd 
The  Judgment  of  my  Mind,  and  that  made  clearer 
With  calling  oft  to  Heav'n  it  might  be  fo. 
I  have  not  fought  a  living  Comtort  from 
The  reverend  Aflies  of  old  Anceftors; 
Nor  given  myfelf  to  the  mere  Name  and  Titles 
OffuchaMan,  that,  being  himfelf  nothing. 
Derives  his  Subftance  from  his  Grandfire's  Tomb ; 
For  Wealth,  it  is  beneath  my  Birth  to  think  on't. 
Since  that  muft  wait  upon  me,  being  your  Daughter, 
No  Sir,  the  Man  I  love,  though  he  wants  all 
The  fetting  forth  of  Fortune,  Glofs,  and  Greatnefs, 
Has  in  himfelf  fuch  true  and  real  Goodnefs, 
His  Parts  fo  far  above  his  low  Condition, 
That  he  will  prove  an  Ornament,  not  a  Blemifb, 
Both  to  your  Name  and  Family. 

Fed.  W^hac  ftrange  Creature 
Hath  flie  found  out  ? 

Leo?!' 
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Leon.  I  dare  not  guefs. 

^hn.  To  hold  you 
No  longer  in  Sufpence,  this  matchlefs  Man 
That  rav*d  my  Life  and  Honour,  is  my  Hufband, 
Whom  I  will  ferve  with  Duty, 

Bor,  My  Scn-dave ! 

Vice.  Have  you  you  Wits  ? 

Bor,  I'll  not  part  with  him  fo. 

Cue.  This  I  forelaw  too. 

Vic.  Do  not  jeft  thyfelf 
Into  the  Danger  of  a  Father's  Anger. 

Aim.  Jeft,  Sir?  by  all  my  I  lope  of  Comfort  in  him 
I  am  moft  ferious.     Good  Sir,  look  upon  him  ; 
But  let  it  be  with  my  Eyes,  and  the  Care 
You  fliould  owe  to  your  Daughter's  Life  and  Safety, 
Of  which,   without  him,  fhe's  uncapable, 
And  you'll  approve  him  worthy. 

Vice.  O  thou  Shame 
Of  Women!  thy  fad  Father's  Curfe,  and  Scandal ! 
With  what  an  impious  Violence  thou  tak'ft  from  him 
His  few  fliort  Hours  of  Breathing  ! 

DoB.   Do  not  add.  Sir, 
Weight  to  your  Sorrow  in  th'ill  bearing  of  it. 

Vice.  From   whom,  degenerate  Monfter,  flow  thefe 
low 
And  bafc  Affedions  in  thee  ?  what  ftrange  Philtres 
Haft  thou  received  ?  what  Witch  with  damned  Spells 
Depriv'd  thee  of  thy  Reafon  ?  Look  on  me, 
(Since  thou  art  loft  unto.  thyfeU)  and  learn 
From  what  I  fufter  for  thee,  what  ftrange  Tortures      . 
Thou  do'ft  prepare  thyfelf. 

Mc][.  Good  Sir,  take  Comfort-, 
The  Counfel  you  beftow'd  on  me,  makeufe  of 

Bool.  This  Villain,  (for  fuch  Practices  in  that  Nation 
Are  very  frequent)  it  may  be,  hath  forc'd 
By  cunning  Potions  and  by  forcerous  Charms 
This  Phrenzy  in  her. 

Vice.  Sever  'em. 

Aim.  I  grow  to  him. 

Vice. 
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Vice.  Carry  the  Slave  to  Torture,  and  wreft  from  him 
By  the  moft  cruel  Means,  a  free  Confefiion 
Ofhislmpoftures. 

Jim.  I  will  follow  him. 
And  with  him  take  the  Rack. 

Bor.  No ;  hear  me  fpeak, 
I  can  fpeak  wifely  :  Hurt  not  my  Son-flave, 
But  rack  or  hang  my  Hufband,  and  I  care  not  j 
For  Pll  be  bound,  Body  to  Body  with  him, 
He's  very  honeft,  that's  his  Fault. 

Vice.  Take  hence 
This  drunken  Beaft. 

Bor.  Drunk!  am  I  drunk?  Bearwitnefs. 

Cue.  She  is  indeed  diftemper'd. 

Vice.  Hang  'em  both. 
If  e'er  more  they  come  near  the  Court. 

Cue.  Good  Sir, 
You  can  recover  dead  Men  ;  can  you  cure 
A  living  Drunkennefs  ? 

DoSf.  'Tis  the  harder  Talk: 
Go  home  with  her,  I'll  fend  you  fomething  that 
Shall  once  again  bring  her  to  better  Temper, 
Or  make  her  Sleep  for  ever. 

Cue.  Which  you  pleafe,  Sir.  [Exeunt  Cue.  Bor, 

Vice.  Why    linger  you?  rack   him  firft,  and  after 
break  him 
Upon  the  Wheel. 

Fed.  Sir,  this  is  more  than  Juftice. 

John.  Is't  Death  in  Sici/y,  to  be  lov'd 
Of  a  fair  Lady  ? 

Leon.  Though  he  be  a  Slave, 
Remember  yet  he  is  a  Man. 

Vice.  I'm  deaf 
To  all  Perfuafions :  —  Drag  him       [The  Guard  take 
hence.  Don  John  off. 

Aim.  Do  Tyrant, 
No  more  a  Father ;  feaft  thy  Cruelty 
Upon  thy  Daughter  :  but  Hell's  Plagues  fall  on  me, 

Jf 
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If  J  inflifc  not  on  niyfelf  whatever 
He  can  endure  for  me. 

Vice.  Will  none  rellrain  her? 

Aim.  Death  hath  a  thoufand  Doors  to  let  out  Life, 
1  fliall  find  one.     If  P^^rZ/V/'j  burning  Coals, 
The  Y^m^tQ^  Lucre ece^  Cleopatra  s  hfy\cks^ 
Famine,  deep  Waters  have  the  Power  to  free  me 
From  a  loath'd  Life,  FU  not  an  Hourouilive  him. 

Fed.  Sifter! 

Leo7t.  Dear  Coufm  !  [£.v.  Aim.  Pcd.  Leon. 

Vice.  Fet  her  perilh. 

Do5f.  Hear  me : 
Th'  FfFedts  of  violent  Love  are  defperate  : 
And  therefore  in  the  Execution  of 
The  Slave  be  not  too  fudden.     1  was  prefent 
When  he  was  bought,  and  at  that  Time  myfclf 
Made  purchafc  of  another.     He  that  fold  'cm 
Said  that  they  were  Companions,  of  one  Country.  ■ 
Something  may  rife  from  this  toeafc  your  Sorrows, 
By  Circumdrunce  Fll  learn  what's  his  Conditio'ii 
Fth'  mean  Time  ufe  all  fair  and  gentle  Means 
To  pacify  the  L^ady. 

Vice.  I'll  endeavour. 
As  far  as  Grief  and  Anger  will  give  Leave, 
To  do  as  you  dirt6l  me. 

MeJ[.  I'll  affift  you.  -E:<euni. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Pedro  and  Keeper. 

Fed.  Hath  he  been  vifited  already  ? 

Keeper.  Yes,  Sir,. 
Like  one  of  better  Fortune  i  and  ['increafe 
My  Wonder  of  it,  fuch  as  repair  to  him. 
In  their  Behaviour  rather  appear 
Servants,  than  Friends  to  comfort  him. 

Vol.  IV.  "  N  Fed, 
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Ped.  Co  fetch  him.  [Exii  Keeper 

1  am  bound  in  Gratitude  to  do  more  than  wifh 
The  Life  and  Safety  of  a  Man  that  hath 
So  welldeferv'd  of  me. 

Enier  Keeper,  Don  John,  Servanf. 

Keeper.  Here  he  i?,  my  Lord. 
fed.  Who's  here  ?  thou  art  no  Conjurer  to  raife 
A  Spirit  in  the  bed  Shape  Man  e'er  appear'd  in* 
My  Friend,  thcFr'mce  of  Tarent!  Doubts  forfake  me. 
I  muft  and  will  embrace  him. 

John.  Pedrohokh 
One  that  loves  Life  for  Nothing,  but  to  live 
To  do  him  Service. 

Ped.  You  are  he,  moft  certain.  ^^Mk 

Heav'n  ever  make  me  thankful  for  this  Bounty  !        ^^r 
Run  to  the  Viceroy,  let  him  know  this  Rarity.  [Ex. Keep. 
But  how  you  came  here  thus  ?  yet,  fince  I  have  you, 
Is't  not  enough  1  blefs  the  profp'rous  Means 
That  brought  you  hither  ? 

John.  Dear  Friend,  you  fhall  know  all ; 
And  though  in  Thankfulnefs  I  fhould  begin 

Where  you  deliver'dme- 

Ped.  Pray  you,  pafs  that  over. 
That's  not  worth  the  Relation. 

John.  You  confirm 
True  Friend's  Love,  to  doCourtefics,  not  to  hear 'em. 
But  I'll  obey  you.     In  our  tedious  Paffage 
Towards  Malta.,  I  may  call  it  fo,  for  hardly 
We  had  loft  the  Ken  of  Sicily,  but  we  were 
Becalm'd,  and  hull'd  fo  up  and  down  twelve  Hours, 
When  to  our  more  Misfortune  we  delcry'd 
Eight  weli-mann'd  Gallies  making  amain  for  us. 
Of  which  th'arch  'Turkifh  Pirate  cruel  Dragut 
Was  Admiral.     I'll  not  fpeak  what  I  did 
In  our  Defence  i  but  never  Man  did  more 
Than  the  brave  Captain  that  you  fent  forth  with  me, 
AH  would  not  do  j  Courage  opprefs'd  with  Numbtr; 

We 
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We  were  boarded,  pillag'd  to  the  Skin,  and  a^ter 
Twice  fold  for  Slaves;  by  th'  Pirate  firlt,  and  after 
By  a  Maltcfe  to  Signior  Ciuulo  : 
"Which  I  repent  not,  fince  there 'twas  my  Fortune 
To  be  to  you  my  befl:  Friend  fomc.  Ways  ufcful. 
I  thought  to  cheer  you  up  with  this  fJioVc  Story, 
But  you  grow  fad  on't. 

Peci.  Have  I  not  juft  Caufe, 
When  I  confidcr  I  could  be  folUipid 
As  not  to  fee  a  Friend  through  all  Difguifcs ; 
Or  he  fo  far  to  queftion  my  true  L.ove, 
To  keep  himfjli'conreal'd  ? 

Johfi.  *r was  fit  to  do  lb,  '] 

And  not  to  grieve  you  with  the  Kftowlfdge  of 
What  then  I  was ;   where  now  I  appe.ir  to  you. 
Your  Sider  loving  rne,  and  Martino  fafe, 
Like  to  myfelf  and  Birth. 

Ped.   M.iy  you  live  long  fo ! 
How  dod  thou  honeft  Friend  ?  your  trufliefl:  Serv.lnt, 
Give  me  thy  Hand.     I  now  can  guefb  by  whom 
You  are  thus  furnifli'd. 

John.  'Troth  he  met  with  me 
As  I  was  fent  to  Prifon,  and  there  brought  me 
Such  things  as  I  had  ufe  of. 

Ped.  Let's  to  Court, 
My  Father  never  faw  a  Man  fo  welcome, 
As  you'll  be  to  him. 

John,  May  it  prove  fo,  Friend.  \_Exeiin,t. 

SCENE    the   Laft. 

Enter   Viceroy^    MelTina,    Martino,    DoHor^    Qiplam^ 
Almira,  Leonora,  'xaiting  fVomen,  Ailendants. 

Vice.  The  Slave   chang'd  to  the  Prince  oiT^ircKfy 

lays  he  i* 
Capt.  Yes,  Sir,  and  I  the  Captain  of  the  Fort, 
Wo; thy  of  your  Dirpieafurc,  and  th'Eftcifl  oft, 

N  2  For 
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P'or  my  deceiving  ofthatTrufl:  your  Excellency 
Repos'd  in  me. 

Do£f.  Yet  fince  all  hath  fall'n  out 
Beyond  your  Hopes,  let  me  becQime  a  Suitor, 
And  a  prevailing  one  to  get  his  Pardon. 

Jim.  O  ciearefl  Leonora.,  with  what  Forehead 
Dare  I  look  on  him  now?  Too  powerful  Love, 
The  bed  Strength  of  thy  unconfined  Empire 
Lies  in  weak  Womens  Hearts.  Thou  art  feign'd  blind, 
And  yet  we  borrow  our  beft  Sight  from  thee. 
Could  it  be,  elfe,  the  Perfon  dill  the  fame 
AfFeflion  over  me,  fuch  Power  fhould  have 
To  make  me  fcorn  a  Prince,  and  love  a  Slave. 

Mar.  But  art  thou  fure  'tis  he  ^ 

Capt.  Moft  certain.  Sir. 

Mar.  Is  he  in  Plealth,  ftrong,  vigorous,  and  as  able 
As  when  he  left  me  dead  ? 

Capt.  Your  own  Eyes,  Sir 
Shall  make  good  my  Report. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  of  it. 
And  take  you  Comfort  in  it.  Sir,  there's  Hope, 
Fair  Hope  left  for  me,  to  repair  mine  Honour. 

Mejf.  What's  that.? 

Mar.  I  will  dofomething  that  ihall  fpeak  me 
Mcjfina^s  Son. 

Meff.  I  like  not  this  one  "Word,  Sir. 

Vice.   We'll  prevent  it. 
Nay,  look  up,  my  Almira.,  now  I  approve 
Thy  happy  Cooice.  I  have  forgot  my  Anger-, 
I  freely  do  forgive  thee. 

Aim.  May!  find 
Such  Eafinefs  in  the  wrong'd  Prince  of  T'<^r^«/, 
■  I  then  were  happy. 

Leon.  Reft  ailur'd  you  Ihall. 

Enter  Don  John,  Pedro,  Servant. 

Vice.  We  all  with  open  Arms  hafte  to  embrace  you. 
Meff.  Welcome,  moft  welcome  i 

I  .    Mar, 
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Mar.  Stay. 

Mejf.  'Twas  this  I  fcar'd. 

Mar.  Sir,  'tis  beft  known  to  you,  on  what  (lri(5l  Terms 
The  Reputation  of  Men's  Fame,  and  Honours 
Depend  in  this  fo  pundlual  Age,  in  which 
A  Word,  that  may  receive  a  harfli  Conihudion, 
Js  anfwer'd,  and  defended  by  the  Sword. 
And  you,  that  know  fo  much,  will  1  prcfume. 
Be  fcnfibly  tender  of  another's  Credit, 
As  you  would  guard  your  own. 

John.  I  were  unjuft,  elfe. 

Mar.  I  have  receiv'd,  from  your  Hands,  Wounds, 
and  deep  ones. 
My  Honour  in  the  general  Report 
Tainted  and  foil'd,  ior  which  1  will  demand 
This  Satistatftion— That  you  would  for^^ive 
My  contumelious  W^ords,  and  Blow,  my  ralli 
And  unadvifed  Wildnefs  firft  threw  on  you. 
ThusI  would  teach  the  World  a  better  Way'/ 
For  the  Recovery  of  a  wounded  Honour, 
Than  with  a  favage  Fury,  not  true  Courage, 
Still  to  run  headlong  on. 

John.   Can  this  be  ferious  ? 

Mar.  I'll  add  this.  He  that  does  wrong,  not  alone. 
Draws,   but  makes  fliarp,   his  Enemy's  Sword  againll 
His  own  Life,  and  his  Honour.     I  have  paid  for't. 
And  wifh  that  they,  whodaremoft,  would  learn  irom  me. 
Not  to  maintain  a  Wrong,  bui  to  repent  it. 


*  Thus  I  ivouLl  teach  the  World  a  better  Way, 
In  Shake/pear,  we  have  a  fine  Pnflage  ngainll  Duellins,   fomethiiig  fi- 
jnilar  to  this,  wliich  1  Ihall  here  fet  yltiwn 
"  '    — ^—  fet  quarrdlini 

upon  the  Head  of  Valour,  ivhich,  i'dc.  d, 

h  Valour  tni/-bffrot,   and  came  into  th.:  li^orld, 

PVhen  Seels  and  FaSions  ivere  but  luavly  bcra. 

//f'j  tru'y  'valiant,   that  can  nvi/e/y  luffcr 

The  ivorji  that  Man  can  breathe,  and  makes  his  Wrongs 

His  Out/sdes,  lucar  them  like  his  Rayment,  caret^yf 

And  ne' er  frifer  his  Injuries  to  bis  Heart, 

To  brinpit  inta  Pander.  «      Timonoi Athens  A^  III. 

N  3  Docf, 
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Dool.  Why  this  is  like  yourfelf. 

Mar.  For  further  Proof, 
Here,  Sir,  with  all  my  Interefl,  I  give  up 
This  Lady  to  you. 

Vice.  Which  I  make  more  flrong 
With  my  free  Grant. 

/ihn.  I  bring  mine  own  Confent, 
Which  will  not  weaken  it. 

jlll.  Ail  Joy  confirm  it. 

John.  Your  unexpeded  Courtefies  amaze  me. 
Which  I  will  ftudy  with  all  Love  and  Service 
To  apptar  worthy  of. 

Doii.  Piay  you,  underftand,  Sir, 
There  are  a  Pair  of  Suitors  more,  that  gladly 
Would  hear  from  you  as  much,  as  the  pleas'd  Viceroy 
Hath  faid  unto  the  Prince  o^larent, 

Mejf.  Take  her. 
Her  Dowry  fhall  be  anfwerable  to 
Her  Birth,  and  your  Defert. 

Ped.  You  make  both  happy. 

John.  One  only  Suit  remains.  That  you  would  pleafe 
To  take  again  into  your  Highnefs'  Favour 
This  honed  Captain  :  Let  him  have  your  Grace. 
Vv'hat's  due  to  his  much  Merit,  fhall  from  me 
Meet  liberal  Rewards. 

Viice.  Have  your  Defire. 

John.  Now  may  all  here  that  love,  as  they  are  Friends 
To  our  good  Fortunes,  find  like  profp'rous  Ends. 

[Exeunt. 

EPILOGUE. 

CUftom,  and  that  a  haw  we  mtiji  obey 
Tth^  IVay  of  Epilogue.,  bids  me  fomething  fay. 
licwe'er  to  little  Piirpofe  fince  ive  know. 
If  yen  are  pleased.,  unbeg'd^  you  will  hejioiu 
Ji  gentle  Cenfure:  On  the  other  Side., 
If  that  this  Play  deferve  to  be  decry  d 
In  your  Opinions,  all  that  I  can  fay  ^ 
PFtll never  turn  the  Stream  the  other  Way.  ■  .^ 

Tour  gracious  Smiles.,  will  render  usfeciire 
Tour  Frowns  without  Defpair,  we  mufi  endure 
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ACTL        SCENE     L 

Enter  Simonides,  and  t\ji-o  La'-j;yers. 

Sim.      45^-^^^^  S  the  Law  firm,  Sir? 

I  Law.  ^   \  \)^     The  Law  ?  what  more  firm,  Sir, 

^00C^  More   powerful,    forcible,    or  more 
permanent  ? 
Sim.  By  my  Troth,  Sir, 
I  partly  do  believe  it  i  conceive.  Sir, 
You've  indire(5lly  anfwer'd  my  Quellion. 
I  did  not  doubt  the  fundamental  tji'bunds 
Of  Law  in  general,  for  the  moll  lulid  -, 
But  this  particular  Law  that  me  concerns 

•  This  Comedy  was  wrote  in  Conjunction  with  M'daictvj  ar.3 
Roiuley.  The  firft  was  an  Author  of  good  Elkcm  and  conteni)  orary 
with  Joh?ifon  and  Fletcher,  with  whom  he  likcwife  joined  in  writing 
feveraJ  Plays.  Rotc/ey  was  an  intimate  with  Shrkefpeur,  Tlttcher, 
and  the  other  eminent  Poets  of  that  Age ;  and  belides,  being  con- 
cerned with  them  in  feveral  Plays,  wrote  fix  himfeli*. 

Novy 
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Now  at  the  prefent,  if  that  be  firm  and  ftrong. 
And  powerful,  and  forcible,  and  permanent. 
I  am  a  young  Man  that  has  an  old  Father. 

2  Lazv.  Nothing  more  ftrong.  Sir; 
It  is  [aundwn  jlattiiiim  prjncipis 
Confirmatum  cum  voce  Senatum^ 
jEt  voce  Republican  nay,  confummdtum 
Et  exemplificatum.  Is  it  not  in  Force 
When  divers  have  already  tafted  it 
And  paid  their  Lives  for  Penalty  ? 

Shn.  'Tis  true, 
My  Father  muft  be  next;  this  Day  compleats 
Full  fourfcore  Years  upon  him. 

2  Laiv.  He's  here,  then, 
Sub  p^najlatuti',  hence  I  can  tell  him 
Truer  then  all  the  Phyficians  in  the  World, 
He  cannot  live  out  To-morrow  ;  this  is 
The  mofl  certain  climaderical  Year, 
'Tis  pad  all  Danger,  for  there's  no  efcaping  it  j 
What  Age  is  your  Mother,  Sir } 

Sim.  'Faith,  near  her  Days  too ; 
Wants  fome  two  of  threefcore. 

I  Law.  So,  fhe'll  drop  away 
One  of  thefe  Days  too.    Here's  a  good  Age  now 
For  thofe  that  have  old  Parents,  and  rich  Inheritance. 

Sim.  And,  Sir,  'tis  profitable  for  others  too  : 
AreTnere  not  Fellows  that  lie  Bed-rid  in  their  Offices 
That  younger  Men  would  walk  luftily  in  ? 
Churchmen,  that  even  the  fecond  Infancy 
Hath  filenc'd,  yet  have  fpun  out  their  Lives  fo  long 
That  many  pregnant  and  ingenious  Spirits 
Have  languifh'd  in  their  hop'd  Reverfions, 
And  died  upon  the  Thought ;  and,  by  your  Leave,  Sir, 
Have  you  not  Places  fili'd  up  in  the  Law 
'By  fome  grave  Senators,  that  you  imagine 
Have  held  them  long  enough,  and  fuch  Spirits  as  you." 
Were  they  remov'd,  would  leap  into  their  Dignities  .'' 

i  Lav:.  Die  fAtbui  in  tenis  ^  eris  mibi  magnus  Apollo. 

jSim, 


THE     OLD     LAW.  ,^, 

'•7 

Sic.  But  tell  me,  faith,  yor.r  lair  Opinion  : 

]t'jnot  a  found  and  necelTary  Law 
This  (by  the  Duke)  enadcd  ? 

1  Law.  Never  did  Greece 

(Our  antient  Scat  of  brave  Pliilofophcrs) 
'Mongft  all  her  Nonolhet^  or  Lawgivers, 
Nut  when  (he  flourifh'd  in  her  feven-fold  Sa'^es, 
(Whofe  living  Memory  can  never  die)  ; 

Produce  a  Law  more  grave  and  necellary. 
Sim.  I'm  of  that  Mind  too. 

2  Lew.  I  will  maintain,  Sir, 
Dr^d-^'j  Oligarchy  ;  that  the  Government 
Of  Community  reduced  into  lew 
Fram'd  a  fair  State;  Scion's  Crecopedi 

That  cut  off  poor  Men's  Debts  to  their  rich  CreJitors 

Was  good  and  charitable  (but  not  full  allow'd.) 

His  Sifaithie  did  reform  that  Error, 

His  honourable  Senate  of  /IreoiagitcCy 

Lycurgus  was  more  loofe,  and  gave  too  free 

And  licentious  Reins  unto  his  Difcipiine; 

As  that  a  young  Woman,  in  her  Hu(band*s  Weakncfs^ 

Might  choofe  her  able  Friend  to  propagate; 

That  fo  the  Commonwealth  might  be  fupply'd 

With  Hope  of  lufty  Spirits,  Plato  diJ  err, 

And  lo  did  Anjlotle,    allowing 

Lewd  and  luxurious  Limits  to  their  Laws  ; 

But  now  our  Epire.,  our  Epire^s  Ei-ander^ 

Our  noble  and  wife  Prince,  has  hit  the  Law 

Ihat  all  our  predeceffive Students 

Have  mils'd  unto  their  Shame. 

Enter  Clcanthes. 

Sim.  Forbear  the  Praife,  Sir. 
*Tis  in  itfelf  mod  pleafing,  Clcanthes 
Oh,  Lad,  here's  a  Spring  for  young  Plants  to  fiojrifh; 
The  old  Trees  muft  down  kept  the  Sun  from  us, 
We  fhall  rife  now,  Boy. 

Ckan^ 


,88  T  H  E    O  L  D    L  A  W. 

Clemt.  Whither,  Sir,  I  pray  ? 
To  the  bleak  Air  of  Storms,  among  thofe  Trees, 
Which  we  had  Shelter  from? 

Sim.  Yes,  from  our  Growth, 
Our  Sap  and  Livelihood  and  from  our  Fruif, 
What,  'tis  not  Jubilee  with  thee  yet,  I  think, 
Thou  look*ft  fo  fad  on't.     How  old's  thy  Father  ? 

Clean.  Jubilee  ?  no  indeed ;  'tis  a  bad  Year  with  mc, 

Sim.  Pry'thee  how  old's  thy  Father,  then  I  can  tell 
thee  ? 

Clean.  I  know  not  how  to  anfwer  you,  Simonides, 
He's  too  old,  being  now  expos'd 
Unto  the  Rigour  ot  a  cruel  Edid; 
And  yet  not  old  enough  by  many  Years, 
'Caufe  I'd  not  fee  him  go  an  Hour  before  me. 

Sim.  Thefe  very  PafTions  I  fpeak  to  my  Father. 
Come,  come,  here's  none  but  Friends  here,  we  may 

fpeak 
Our  Infides  freely  •,  thefe  are  Lawyers,  Man, 
And  fhall  be  Counfcllors  fhortly. 

Clean.  They  fliall  be  now.  Sir, 
And  fhall  have  large  Fees  if  they'll  undertake 
To  help  a  good  Caufe  (for  it  wants  Afllftance) 
Bad  ones,  I  know  they  can  infill  upon. 

1   Law.  Oh,  Sir,  we  muft  undertake  of  both  Parts: 
But  the  good  we  have  moft  good  in. 

Clean.  Pray  you,  fay. 
How  do  you  allow  of  this  flrange  Edi<5l? 

I  Law.  Secundum  jujliiiam.,  by  my  Faith,  Sir, 
The  happiefl  Edid  that  ever  was  in  Epire. 

Clean.  What,  to  killlnnocents,  Sir?  Itcannotbe, 
It  is  no  Rule  in  Juflice  there  to  puniHi. 

I  Law.  Oh,  Sir! 
You  underftand  a  Confcience,  but  not  Law. 

Clean.  Why,  Sir,  is  there  fo  a:!ain  a  Difference  ? 
,  „*.!  Law.  You'll  never  be  a  good  Lawyer  if  you  un* 
derftand  not  that. 

Clean.  I  think,  tiien,  'tis  the  bed  to  be  a  bad  one. 

1  La''s, 
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1   Law.  Why,  Sir,  the  very  L.ettcr  and  the  Scnie 
Do  both  o'erthrow  you  in  this  Statucc, 
Which  fpeaks,  that  every  Man  living  to 
Fourfcore  Years,  and  Wonicn  to  threefcore,   (liall  thea 
Be  cut  otf  as  fruitlcls  to  the  Republick, 
And  Law  Ihall  finifli  what  N;irure  linger'd  at. 

Clca7i.   And  this  Suit  lliall  loon  he  dilpatch'd  in  Law. 

I    La'W.   It  is  fo  plain  it  can  have  no  demur  ; 
The  Church  Book  overthrows  it. 

Clenn.  And  lb  it  does 
The  Church  Book  overthrows  it,   if  you  read  it  well. 

1  Lazv.  Still  you  run  from  the  Law  into  Error : 
You  fay  it  takes  the  Lives  of  Innocents  i 

Ifay  no,  and  lb  lays  common  Re-^ion; 

What  iVIan  Hves  to  fourfcore  and  Women  to  three 

That  can  die  innocent? 

Clean.  A  fine  lawful  Evafion  ! 
Good  Sir,  rehcarfe  the  full  Statute  to  me. 

67;;/.  Fie!  that's  too  tedious,  you  have  already 
The  full  Sum  in  the  brief  Relation. 

Chan.  Sir,  'mongfl:  many  Words  may  be  found  Con- 
traditions, 
And  thefe  Men  dare  fue  and  wrangle  with  a  Statute, 
If  they  can  pick  a  Quarrel  with  Ibme  Error. 

2  Lazv.  Liftcn,  Sir,  I'll  gather  it  as  brief  as  I  can  for 

you. 

An'riofrimo  Eiwidri.,  Be  it  {for  the  Ca'-e  and  Good  of 
the  Commonwealth  for  divers  neceilary  Rcafons  that 
we  fhall  urge)  thus  peremptorily  enaded, 

Clean.   A  fair  Pretence,  if  the  Reafons  foul  it  not. 

2.  Lazv.  That  all  Men  living  in  our  Dominions  of 
Epire^  in  their  decayed  Nature,  to  the  Age  of  fourfcore, 
or  Womc-n  to  the  Age  of  threefcore,  Ihail  on  the  fame 
Day  be  inftantly  put  to  De.ith,  by  thofc  Means  and  in- 
l^ruments  that  a  tormcr  Proclamation  had  (to  this  Pur- 
pole)  through  our  faid  Territories  dilperftd. 

Clean.  There  was  no  Woman  in  this  Senate,  certain. 

I.  Lazv.  That  thtfc  Men,   being  pad   their  bearing 

Arm?,    to   aid  and    defend   their  Country,  pad   tlieir 

Manhood 
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Manhood  and  Livelihood,  to  propagate  any  further 
liTue  to  their  Pofterlty,  and  as  well  pad  their  Councils 
(for  overgrovyn  Gravity  is  now  run  into  Dotage)  to 
affifl:  their  Country,  to  whom,  in  common  Reafon,  no-^ 
thing  Ihould  be  fo  wearifome  as  their  own  Lives,  as  they 
may  be  fuppofed  tedious  to  their  fucceflive  Heirs,  whole 
Times  are  fpent  in  the  good  of  their  Country ;  yet 
v^^anting  the  Means  to  maintain  it-,  and  are  like  to  grow 
old  belore  their  Inheritance  (born  to  them)  come  tothtir 
neceflaiy  Ufe  j  for  the  which  are  the  Women,  for  that 
they  never  were  a  Defence  to  their  Country,  never  by 
Counfel  admitted  to  aflill  in  the  Government  of  their 
Country,  only  neceffiiry  to  the  Propagation  of  Pofterity^ 
and  now  at  the  Age  of  threefcore  to  be  pad  that  goodj 
and  all  their  Goodnefs :  it  is  thought  fit  then  a  quarter 
abated  from  the  more  worthy  Mcm.ber  to  be  put  to 
Death,  as  is  before  recited  :  provided  that  for  the  juft 
and  impartial  Execution  of  this  our  Statute,  the  Ex- 
ample Ihall  firft  begin  in  and  about  our  Court,  which 
curfelf  will  fee  carefully  performed,  and  not  for  a  full 
Month  following  extend  any  further  into  our  Dominions. 
Dated  the  fixth  of  the  fecond  Month  at  cur  Palace 
Royal  in  Epire. 

Clean.  A  fine  Edi(fl,  and  very  fairly  gilded! 
And  is  there  no  Scruple  in  all  thefe  Words, 
To  demur  the  Law  upon  Occafion? 

Si?n.  'Fox,  'tis  an  unnecefTary  Inquifition, 
Pry'thee  fet  him  not  about  it. 

2  Law.  'Troth,  none.  Sir : 
It  is  fo  evident  and  plain  a  Cafe 
There  is  no  Succour  for  the  Defendant. 

Clean.  Poffible  ?  can  nothing  help  in  a  good  Cafe  ? 

1   Laiv.  'Faith,  Sir,  I  do  think  there  may  be  a  Hole) 
Which  would  protraft  Delay,  if  not  Remedy. 

Clean.  Why  there's  fome  Comfort  in  that,  good  Sir: 
fpeak  it. 

1  Law.  Nay,  you  mud  pardon  me  for  that.  Sir. 

Sm.  Pry'thee,  do  not  •, 
It  may  open  a  Wound  to  many  Sons  and  Heirs 
That  may  die  after  ir.  Clean, 
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Ckan.  Come,  Sir,  I   know  how  to  make  you  fptrak 
— will  this  do? 

1  La-cV.  I  will  afford  you  my  Opinion^  Sir. 
Clean.  Pray  you  repeat  the  literal  Words  exprcfly. 

The  Time  of  Death. 

Sim.  *Tis  an   unneceflary  Qiieftion-,  pry 'thee  let  it 
alone. 

2  L^.i^.   Hear  his  Opinion  ;  'twill  be  fruitlefs.  Sir, 
That  Man  at  the  Age   of  fuurfcore,  and  Vvomen  at 

threefcore 
Shall  the  fame  Day  be  put  to  Death. 

I  Law.  Thus  I  help  the  Man   to  twenty  one  Year* 
more. 

Clean.  That  were  a  fair  Addition. 

I  La-iv.  Mark  it.  Sir,  we  fay  Man  is  not  at  Age 
Till  he  be  one  and  Twenty  before  h:s  Infancy 
And  Adolcfcency,  nor,  by  that  Addition, 
Fourfcorc  he  cannot  be,  till  a  hundred  and  one, 

Sim.  Oh,  poor  Evafion  1 
He's  fourfcorc  Years  old,  Sir, 

I   Law.  That  helps  more,  Sir, 
He  begins  to  be  old  at  fifty,  fo  at  fourfcorc, 
He's  but  thirty  Ytars  old,  fo  believe  it,  Sir, 
He  may  be  twenty  Years  in  Declination 
And  fo  long  may  a  Man  linger  and  live  by  ir. 

Sim.  The  word  Mope  of  Safety  that  ever  I  heard  : 
Give  him  his  Fee  again  ;  'tis  not  v/orth  two  Dcniers, 

I  £^71:^'.  There's  no  Law  for   Rcftitution  of  Feci, 
Sir, 

Clean.  No,    no,    Sir  -,    I  meant  it   loft,  when  'twas 
given. 

Enter  Creon,  c}id'  Antigona. 

Sim.  No  more,  good  Sir  : 
Here  are  Ears  unncccirary  tor  your  Dotflr ire. 

I   Law.  1  have  fpoke  out  mv  F'.e,  and  i  have  done. 

Sir. 
Sim.  O !  my  dear  Father ' 

Cxcyi. 
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Crecn.  Tufli !  meet  me  n-t  in  Exclaims  : 
I  undcriland  the  word,  and  hope  no  better. 
A  fine  Law  !  If  this  hold,  white  Heads  will  be  cheap 
And  many  Watchmen's  Places  will  be  vacant: 
Forty  of 'cm  I  know  my  Seniors, 
That  did  do  Deeds  of  Darknefs  to  their  Country 
Has  watch'd'em  a  good  Turn  for't,  and  ta'en  'cm 
Napping  now ;  the  fewer  Hofpitals  \yiil  ferve  too  j 
Many  may  be  us'd  for  Stews  and  Bi^^otliels, 
And  thofe  People  will  never  trouble  'em  to  foui  fcore, ' 

Antig.  Can  you  play  and  iport  with  Sorrow,  Sir  ? 

Creon.  Sorrow,  {o': '^\\2X  Antigona?  for  my  Life, 
My  Sorrows  I  have  kept  it  fo  long  well 
With  bringing  it  up  unto  fo  ill  an  End , 
I  might  have  gently  loft  it  in  my  Cradle, 
Before  my  Nerves  and  Ligaments  grew  ftrong 
To  bind  it  fafter  to  irn. 

Sim,  For  mine  own  Sake 
I  fhould  have  been  forry  for  that. 

Creon.  In  my  Youth 
I  was  a  Soldier ;  no  Coward  in  my  Age, 
I  never  turn'd  my  Back  upon  my  Foe, 
I  have  felt  Nature's  Winter's  Sicknefles, 
Yet  ever  kept  a  lively  Sap  in  me 
To  greet  the  chearfui  Spring  of  Health  again  : 
Dangers  on  Hoifeback,  on  Foot  by  Water, 
I  have  elcap'd  to  this  Day,  and  yet  this  Day 
Without  all  Help  of  cafual  Accidents 
Is  only  deadly  to  me,  'caufe  it  numbers 
Fourfcore  Years  to  me,  where'sthe  Fault  now  ? 
I  cannot  blame  7'ime,  Nature,  nor  my  Stars, 
Nor  ought  but  Tyranny.     Even  Kings  th^mfclves 
Have  fometimcs  tafted  an  even  Fate  with  me. 
He  that  has  been  a  Soldier  all  his  Days 
And  ftood  in  pcrfonal  Oppofition, 
'Gainft  Darts  and  Arrows,  the  Extremes  of  Heat. 
And  pinching  Cold,  dies  treacheroufly  at  H'^me 
In  his  fecured  Quiet  by  a  Villain's  Hand. 

I'm 
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I'm  bafely  loft  in  my  Stars  Ignorance 
And  fo  muft  I  die  by  a  Tyrant's  Sword. 

I   Laiv.  Oh!   fay  not  lo.  Sir,   it  is  by  the  Law! 

Crcon.  And  what's  that.  Sir,  but  the  Sword   of  Ty- 
ranny, 
When  it  is  brandiih'd  againft  innocent  Lives? 
Tm  now  upon  my  Death-bed,  Sir,  and  'tis  tie 
I  fhould  unbofom  my  free  Confcience. 
And  fhew  the  Faith  Idiein — I  do  beheve 
*Tis  Tyranny  that  takes  my  Life. 

Sim.   Would  it  were  gone 
By  onp  Means  or  other  !   what  a  long  Day 
Will  this  be  e'er  Night  ?  [/^r>. 

Creon.  Simomdes. 

Sim.  Here,  Sir  {iveepivg, 

Creon.  Wherefore  doft  thou  weep  ? 
•     Clean.  'Caufe  you  make  no  more  tiafte  to  your  End. 

[Afide. 

Sim.  Flow  can  you  queftion  Nature  fo  unjuftly  ? 
I  had  a  Grandfather,  and  then  had  not  you 
True  filial  Tears  for  him  ? 

Clean.  Hypocrite! 
A  Difeafe  of  Drought  dry  up  all  Pity  from  him 
That  can  didemblel^iry  with  wet  Eyes  [-W^'r 

Creon.  Be  good  unto  your  Mother,  Simonides  \ 
She  muft  be  now  your  Care. 

Antig.  To  what  End,  Sir? 
The  Bell  of  this  fharp  Edi6t  tolls  for  me. 
As  it  rings  out  for  you— Ell  be  as  ready 
Wiih  one  Hours  Stay  to  go  along  with  you. 

Creon.  Thou  muft  not  Woman  ;  there  arc  Years  be- 
hind. 
Before  thou  canft  fet  forward  in  this  Voyage, 
And  Nature  fure  will  now,  be  kind  to  all: 
She  has  a  Quarrel  in't,  a  cruel  Law 
Seeks  to  prevent  her,  fhe'll  therefore  fight  in't. 
And  draw  out  Life  even  to  her  longeft  Thread  : 
Thou  art  fcarce  fifty-iive. 

Vol.  IV.  O  ^^f-'^J- 
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Antig.  So  many  Morrows  -, 
lliofe  five  remaining  Years  I'll  turn  to  Days 
To  Hours  or  Minutes  for  thy  Company. 
*Tis  fit  that  you  and  I,  being  Man  and  Wife, 
Should  walk  together  Arm  in  Arm. 

Sim,  I  hooe  !   they'l  go  together  ;  I  would  they  woulcti 
i'Faith  ! 
Then  would  her  Thirds  be  fav'd  too,  —  the  Day   goes 
away,  Sir. 
Creon.  Why  wouldft  thou  have  me  gone,  Simotiides  ? 
Sim.  O  my  Heart !  Would  you  have  n:ie  gone  before 
you.  Sir  ? 
You  give  me  fuch  a  deadly  Wound. 

Chan.  FineRalcal!  ^     Ufide. 

Sim.  Blemifh  my  Duty  fo  with  fuch  a  Qucftion  ? 
Sir,  I  would  hafle  nie  to  the  Duke  for  Mercy  -, 
He  that's  above  the  Law  may  mitigate 
The  Rigour  of  the  Law.     How  a  good  Meaning 
May  be  corrupted  by  Mifconftruftiont 

Creon.  Thou  corrupt'ft  mine  ;  I  did  not  think  thou 

mean*fl  fo. 
Clean.  You  were  in  the  more  Error.  [Jfide. 

Sim.  The  W^ords  wounded  me. 
Clears.  'Twas  Pity  thou  died'ft  not  on*t.  [Jjide. 

Sim.  I  have  been  ranfacking  the  Helps  of  Law 
Conferring  with  thefe  learned  Advocates ; 
If  any  Scruple,  Caufe,  or  wreiied  Scnfe 
Could  have  been  found  out  to  prefervc  your  Life, 
It  had  been  bought,  though  with  your  full  Eftate, 
Your  Life's  fo  precious  to  me— -But  there  is  none. 

I  Law.  Sir,  we  have  canvas'd  it  from  Top  to  Toe, 
TurnVl  it  upfide  down,  threw  her  on  her  Side, 
Nay  open*d  and  difTetfted  all  her  Entrails 
Yet  can  find  none :  There's  nothing  to-be  hop'd 
But  the  Duke's  Mercy. 

Sim.  I  know  the  Hope  of  that ; 
He  did  not  make  the  Law  for  that  Purpofe. 

Creojt.  Then  to  his  hopelefs  Mercy  laft  I  go, 
I  have  fo  many  Precedents  before  me, 

I  mud 
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1  mull  call  it  hopelels,  /Intigona^ 

See  me  deliver'd  up  unto  my  Death's-Man 

And  then  we'll  part — five  Years  hence  I'll  look  for  thee. 

Sim.  I  hope  fhe'll  not  flay  fo  long  behind  you. 

Creon.  Do   not  'bate  him  an  Hour    by   Grief  and 
Sorrow 
Since  there's  a  Day  prefixed,  hade  it  nor, 
Suppofe  me  fick,  Antigona^  dying  novv, 
Any  Difcafe  thou  wilt  may  be  my  End  -, 
Or  when  Death's  flow  to  come,  lay  Tyrants   fend. 

[Exeunt  Creon,  Antigona,  ^fid  Laiiyer^. 

Sim.  Clcanthes,    if  you   want    Money,   To-morrow 
ufe  me ; 
I'll  truft  you  while  your  Father's  dead.  [£^;/. 

Clean.  Why  here's  a  Villain  ', 
Able  to  corrupt  a  Thoufand  by  Example, 
Does  the  kind  Root  bleed  out  his  Livelihood 
In  parent  Diftrlbution  to  his  Branches, 
Adorning  them  with  all  his  glorious  Fruits,, 
Proud  that  his  Pride  is  feen  when  he's  unfeen. 
And  mull  not  Gratitude  defcend  again 
To  comfort  his  old  Limbs  in  fruitlefs  Winter^ 
Improvident^  at  lead  partial  Nature, 
Weak  Woman  in  this  Kind,  who  in  thy  laft 
Teeming  dill  forgets  the  former,  ever  making 
The  Burthen  of  thy  laft  Throv/s  the  deareft 
Darling!  oh!  yet  in  noble  Man  reform  it. 
And  make  us  better  than  thofe  Vegetives, 
Whole  Souls  die  within  them.     Nature  as  thou  drt  old. 
If  Love  and  Juftice  be  not  dead  in  thee. 
Make  fome  the  Pattern  of  thy  Piety, 
Left  all  do  turn  unnaturally  againftthee. 
And  thou  be  blam'd  for  our  Oblivions 


•  If'hy  here's  a  Villain,  Zed. 
This  Contrafl  of  Ingratitude  and  filial  Piety,  between  the  two  Sons  ii 
happily  imagined,  and  as  well  cxecuttd.     The   cnfiiiucr  Scene   be- 
tween the  Father,  the  Son,  and  his  Wife  is  a  lively  I'iiUrc  oi  du- 
teous AffcAion  and  paternal  Love. 

O  2  En:r<' 
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Enter  Leonides  and  Hippolita. 


And  brutifli  Relu(51:ations  :  I,  here's  the  Ground 
Whereon  my  filial  Faculties  muft  build 
An  Edifice  of  Honour  or  of  Shame 
To  all  Mankind. 

Hip.  You  muft  avoid  it.  Sir  : 
If  theiebe  any  Love  within  yourfelf. 
This  \s  far  more  than  Fate  of  a  loft  Game 
That  another  Venture  may  reftore  again-. 
It  is  your  Life,  which  you  fliould  not  (ubject 
To  any  Crue.ty,  if  you  can  preferve  it. 

Cleun.  O  deareft  Woman  !  thou  haft  now  doubled 
A  thoufand  Times  thy  nuptial  Dowry  to  me. 
Why,  fhe  whofe  Love  is  but  derived  from  me 
Is  got  before  me  in  my  debted  Duty. 

Hip.  Are  you  tliinking  luch  a  Refolution,  Sir? 
Clean,  Sweeteft  Hippolita,  what  Love  taught  thee 
To  be  fo  forward  in  lo  good  a  Caufc  ^ 

Hip.  Mine  own  Pity,  Sir,  did  firft  inftruft  me 
And  then  your  Love  and  Power  did  both  command  me. 

Clean.  They  were  all  blefied  Angels  to  dire6l  thee. 
And  take  their  Cojnfel — how  do  you  fare.  Sir  ? 

Leon.  Kever  better,  CLeanthes.,  I  haveconceiv'd 
Such  a  new  Joy  within  this  old  Bofom, 
As  I  did  never  think  would  there  have  entered. 

Clean.  Joy  call  you  it  ?  alas!  'tis  Sorrow,  Sir; 
The  worft  of  Sonows,  Sorrow  unto  Death. 

f^eo-fU  Death?    what's   that,  Cleanthes?    I   thought 
not  on*t-, 
I  was  in  Contemplation  of  this  Woman  : 
'Tis  all  thy  Comtoit,  Son-,  thou  haft  in  her 
A  Treafure  unvaluable,  keep  her  fafe. 
When  I  die,  fure  'twill  be  a  gentle  Death  ; 
For  I  will  die  with  Wonder  of  her  Virtues, 
Nothing  elfe  ftiall  diftblve  me. 

Clean.  'Twere  much  better.  Sir, 
Could  you  prevent  xheir  Malice. 

Leon, 
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Leon.  I'll  prevent  'em, 
And  die  the  vVay  I  roki  thee,  in  the  Wonder 
Of  this  good  Woman,  I  tell  thcc  there's  tew  Men 
Have  fuch  aChildfl  muit  thi:-,kthee  tor  her) 
1  hat  the  ftronger  lie  ot  Wedlock  fhjuld  do  more 
Than  Nature  in  her  neaiell  Ligaments 
Ot  Blood  and  Propagation,  1  Ihould  ne*er 
Have  begot  fuch  a  Daughter  of  my  own  : 
A  Daughter  in  Law!  Law  were  above  Nature, 
Were  there  n^orc  luch  Children. 

Clean.  This  Admiration 
Helps  nothing  to  your  Safety,  think  of  that.  Sir. 

Leon,  Had  you  heard  her,  Cieanlhes^  but  labour 
In  the  Search  of  Means  to  fave  my  forfeit  Life, 
And  knew  the  wife  and  lound  Prefervations 
That  file  found  out,   you  would  redouble  all 
My  Wonder  in  your  Love  to  her. 

Clean.  The  Thought, 
The  very  Thought  claims  all  that  from  me. 
And  llie's  now  poileil  of  it:  But,  good  Sir, 
If  you  have  ought  recciv'd  trom  her  Advice, 
Let's  follow  it ;  or  elfe  let's  better  think. 
And  take  the  furcft  Courfe. 

Leon.  I'll  tell  thee  one; 
She  counfels  me  to  fly  my  fevere  Country, 
'I'urnall  into  Treaiure,  and  there  build  up  ;^ 

My  decaying  Fortunes  in  a  fater  Soil, 
Where  Epire's  Law  cannot  claim  me. 

Clean.  And  Sir, 
1  apprehend  it  as  a  fafeft  Courfe 
And  may  be  eafily  accompliflied  i 
Let  us  be  all  moil  expeditious. 
Every  Country  where  we  breath  will  be  our  own. 
Or  better  Soil.     Heav'n  is  the  Roof  of  all, 
And  now,  as  Epire's  fituate  by  this  Law, 
There  is  'twixt  us  and  Heav'n  a  darkEclipfe. 

Hip.  Oh,  then,  avoid  it.  Sir !  thefe  fad  E  eats 
Follow  thole  black  Prcdidions. 

O  3  Leou, 
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Leou.  I  pry'thee  Peace, 
I  do  allow  thy  Love  Hippolita  \ 
But  muft  not  follow  it  as  Counfcl,  Child  •, 
I  muft  not  fiiame  my  Country  for  the  Law  : 
This  Country  here  hath  bred  me,  brought  me  up. 
And  fliall  I  now  refufe  a  Grave  in  her  ? 
I'm  in  my  fecond  Infancy,  and  Children 
Ne'er  fleep  fo  fvveetly  in  their  Nurfes  Cradle 
As  in  their  natural  Mothers. 

Hip.  I,  but.  Sir, 
She  is  unnatural  i  then  rhe  Stepmother 
Is  to  be  prefer'd  before  her. 

Leon.  Tulh!  Ihe  (hall 
Allow  it  me  in  Defpite  of  her  Entrails; 
Why  do  you  think  how  far  from  Judgment  'tis 
That  I  fhould  travel  forth  to  feek  a  Grave 
That  is  already  digg'd  for  me  at  Home, 
Nay,  perhaps  find  it  in  my  Way  to  feek  it  ? 
Hov/  have  I  then  fought  a  repentant  Sorrow  ? 
For  your  dear  Loves  how  have  I  banifli'd  you 
From  your  Country  ever  with  my  bafe  Attempt 
How  have  I  beggcr'd  you  in  wafting  that 
Which  only  for  your  Sakes  I  bred  together  I 
Buried  my  Name  in  Epire  which  i  built 
Upon  this  Frame  to.  live  for  ever  in. 
W^hat  a  bafe  Coward  fhall  I  be  to  fly 
From  that  Enemy  which  every  Minute  meets  me. 
And  thoufand  odds  he  had  not  long  vanquifti'd  me 
Before  this  Hour  of  Battle  ?  fly  my  Death 
T  will  not  be  fo  falfe  unto  your'ftatcs. 
Nor  fainting  to  the  Man  that's  yet  in  me, 
I'll  meet  him  bravely,  I  cannot  (this  knowing)  fear 
That,  when  I  am  gone  hence,  1  fhall  be  there. 
Com?,  I  have-Days  of  Preparation  left. 

CicCH.  Good  Sir,  hear  me; 
I  have  a  Geniui  that  has  prompted  me. 
And  I  have  almoft  formed  it  into  Words, 
'  1  H  done,  pray  you  obferve  'em,  I  can  conceal  you 
And  yet  not  leave  your  Country ^ 

Leon, 
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l.eon.  Tufii !   it  cannot  be 
Without  a  certain  Peril  on  us  all. 

Clean.  Danger  muR.  be  liazarded  father  th?.n  accept 
A  fure  Deftruciion.     You  have  a  Lodi^e,  Sii , 
So  far  remote  from  Way  of  PaHengers, 
That  feldom  any  mortal  Kye  does  grnit  with  it, 
And  yet  To  fvveetiy  ficiiare,  with  Tliickefs 
Biiilt  with  fuch  cunning  Labyrinths  wiihin. 
As  if  the  provident  Heavens,  foicfeeing  Crutkj' 
Had  bid  you  frame  it  to  this  Purpofe  only. 

Leon.  Fie,  Fie  !  'tis  dangerous — and  Trcafon  coo 
To  abufe  the  Law, 

Hip.  'Tis  holy  Care,  Sir, 
Of  your  dear  Life,  which  is  your  own  to  kecpi 
But  not  your  own  to  lofe,  either  in  Will 
Or  Negligence. 

Clean.  Call  you  it  Trcafon,  Sir  .^ 
I  had  been,  then,  a  Traitor  unto  you, 
Had  I  forgot  this,  befcech  you  accept  of  it. 
It  is  fecure,  and  a  Duty  to  yourfclh 

Leon.  What  a  Coward  will  you  make  me  .^ 

Clean.  You  miftake, 
*Tis  noble  Courage,  now  you  fight  with  Death, 
And  yield  not  to  him  till  you  ftoop  under  him. 

Leon.  This  muft  needs  open  to  ditcovery, 
And  then  what  Torture  follows  '^. 

Clean.  By  what  Means,  Sir  '^. 
Why  there's  but  one  Body  in  all  this  Counfel, 
Which  cannot  betray  itfell'  :  We  two  are  one. 
One  Soul,  one  Body,  one   Heart,  that  think  all  one 

Thought  i 
And  yet  we  two  are  not  compleatly  one, 
But  as  have  deriv'd  myleif  from  you. 
Who  fhall  betray  us  v.'here  there  is  no  Second  .^ 

///>.  You  muft  not  miftiult  my  Faith,  though   n\y 
Sex 
Plead  weak  and  Frailty  for  me. 

Leon.  Oh  I  dare  not! 
But  Where's  the  Means  that  muft  make  anfwcr  for  mf. 

O  4  I  can* 
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I  cannot  be  loft  without  a  tull  Account, 
And  what  mud  pay  that  Reckoning  ? 

Cleaji.  Oh,  Sir,  we  will 
Keep  folemn  Obits  fur  your  Funeral  •, 
"We'll  feem  to  weep,  and  feem  to  joy  withal 
That  Death  fo  gently  has  pi  evented  you 
The  Law's  fharp  Rigour,  and  this  no  mortal  Ear 
Shall  participate  the  Knowledge  of. 

Leon.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
This  will  be  a  fportive  fine  Demur, 
If  the  Error  be  not  found. 

Clean.  Pray  doubt  of  none. 
Your  C:  mpany  and  beft  Provifion 
Muft  be  no  further  fumifh'd  than  by  us. 
And  in  the  interim  your  Solitude 
May  convcrfe  with  Heaven,  and  fairly  prepare 
Which  was  too  violent  and  raging 
Thrown  Headl-  ng  on  you. 

Leon.  Still  there  are  fome  Doubts 
Of  the  Difcovery  ;  yet  I  do  allow  it. 

Hip.  Will  you  not  mention  now  the  Coft  and  Charge 
Which  will  be  in  your  keeping  ? 

Leon.  That  will  be  fomewhat. 
Which  you  might  fave  too. 

Clean.  With  his  Will  againft  him  ; 
What  Foe  is  more  to  Man  than  Man  himfelf  ? 
Are  you  refolv'd  Sir  ? 

Leon.  I  am,  Cleanthes  : 
If  "by  this  Means  I  do  get  a  Reprieve 
And  cozen  Death  a  While,  when  he  fhall  come 
Arm'd  in  his  own  Power  to  give  the  Blow, 
ril  fmile  upon  him  then,  and  laughing  go.        [Exeunt. 


The  End  of  the  First  Act. 


ACT 
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A  C  T  IL     SCENE     L 


Enter  Liihe,  three  Courtiers^  and  Executioner. 

E)ukc.'Y7<  Xecutioner. 
Exs.    12j   ^y  Lord. 

Duke.   How  did  old  Diodes  take  his  De;uh? 

Exe.  As  weeping  Brides  receive  ihtir  Juys  at  Night, 
my  Lord, 
Widi  Trembling,  yet  with  Patience. 

Duke.   Why  'twas  weil. 

1   Cour.  Nay,  I    knew    my   Father   would    do  well, 
my  Lord, 
When  e*er  he  came  to  die,  I'd  that  Opinion  of  him. 
Which  made  me  the  more  willing  to  part  from  him; 
He  was  not  fit  to  live  i'th'  World,  indeed 
Any  Time  thefe  ten  Years,  my  Lord, 
But  I  vvoLiId  not  fay  fo  much. 

Di^ke.  No.''  you  did  not  well  in'r. 
For  he  that's  all  fpcnt,  is  ripe  for  Death  at  all  Hours, 
And  does  but  trifle  Time  our, 

I   Cour.  'Troth,   my  Lord, 
I  would  I'd  known  your  Mind  nin^  Years  ago, 

Duke.  Our  Law  is  fourfcore  Years,  becaufe  we  judge 
Dotage  complete  then,  as  Unfruitfulnefs 
In  Women  at  threefcore,  Marry,  if  the  Son 
Can  within  Compafs  bring  good  folid  Proofs 
Ol"  his  own  Father's  Weaknefs  and  Unfitnefs 
To  live,  or  fway  the  Living,  though,  he  want  five 
Or  ten  Years  of  his  Number,  that's  not  it. 
His  Defc<5t  makes  him  fourfcore,  and  'tis  fie 
He  dies  when  he  deferves ;  for  every  A61 
Is  inEffe(^  then  when  the  Caufe  is  ripe, 

2  Ccur, 
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2  Cour.  An  admirable  Prince  !  how  rarely  he  talks ! 
Oh  that  we'd  known  this,  Lads  !  What  a  T'lmt:  did  we 
endure  in  two-penny  Commons  ?  and  in  Boots  twice 
vamp'd  ? 

1  Cour.  Now  we  have  two  Pair  a  Week,  and   yet 

not  thankful, 
*Tvvill  be  a  fine  World  for  them,  Sirs,  that  come  after  us. 

2  Cour.  I,  and  they  knew  it, 

1  Cour.  Peace,  let  them  never  know  if. 

3  Cour.  A   Pox,  there  be  young   Heirs  will    foon 

fmell  it  our, 

2  Cour.  'Twill  come  to  'em  by  Inftind,  Man,  may 

yoLir  Grace 
Never  be  old,  you  {land  fo  well  for  Youth. 

Duke.  Why  now,  methinks,  our  Court  looks  like  a 

Spring,  [gone. 

Sweet,   frefh,  and  fafliionable,  now  the  old  Weeds  are 

I  Cour.  'Tisas  a  Court  fliould  be:  Glofs  and  good 
Cloaths,  my  Lord,  ;.no  Matter  for  Merit;  and  herein 
your  Law  proves  a  provident  Aft,  my  Lord,  when  Men 
pafs  not  the  Palfy  of  their  Tongues,  nor  Colour  in  their 
Cheeks. 

Duke.  But  Women  by  that  Law  Ihou'd  Hve  long. 
For  they're  ne'er  paft  it. 

I  Cour.  It  will  have  Heats  though,  when  they  fee 
the  Painting 
Go  an  Inch  deep  i'th'  Wrinckle,  and  take  up 
A  Box  more  than  their  Goffips,  but  for  Men,  m)  Lord, 
That  fhould  be  the  fole  Bravery  of  a  Palace, 
To  walk  with  hollow  Eyes  and  long  white  Beards, 
(As  if  a  Prince  dwelt  in  a  Land  of  Goats) 
With  Cloaths  as  if  they  fat  upon  their  Backs  on  Purpofc 
To  arraign  a  Fafliion,  and  condemn  it  to  Exile  ; 
Their  Pockets  in  their  Sleeves,  as  if  they  laid 
Their  Ear  to  Avarice,  and  heard  the  Devil  whifper  ; 
Now  ours  lie  downward  here  clofe  to  the  Flank, 
Right  fpending  Pockets,  as  a  Son's  fhould  be 
.That  lives  i'ch*  Fafhion,  where  our  difeafed  Fathers 

Would 
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^Vou^d  with  the  Sciatica  and  Aches  [at, 

Brought  up  your  pan'd  Hofe  hrlt,  which  Laciies  laugii'd 
Giving  no  Reverence  to  the  Place,  (hes  ruin'd,) 
They  love  a  Doublet  that's  three  Hours  a  buttoning,. 
And  firs  fo  dole  it  makes  a  Mjh  groan  again. 
And  his  Soul  mutter  halt  a  Day  -,  ycc  thele  are  thole 
That  carry  Sway  and  Worth,  prick'd  up  in  Cloatlis, 
Why  fhould  we  tear  our  Rifing? 

Duke.  You  but  wrong 
Our  Kindaefs,  and  your  own  Deferrs  to  doubt  on'r. 
Has  not  our  Law  made  you  rich  before  your  Time  f* 
Our  Countenance,  then,  can  make  you  honourable. 

1   Cour.  We'll   ipare   tor   no   Coll,  Sir,  to   appear 
worthy. 

Duke.  Why  y'are  i'th*  noble  Way  then,  for  the  moil 
Are  but  Appearers  •,  Worth  itfelf  is  lolt. 
And  Bravery  Hands  for't. 

Enler  Creon,  Antigona  afid  Simonides, 

1  Con?:  Look,  look,  who  comes  here! 
I  fmell  Death  and  another  Courtier, 

Sir/2  onides. 

2  Cour.  Sim. 

Sim.  Pidi,  I'm  not  for  you  yer. 
Your  Company's  too  coftly,  after  the  old  Man's 
Difpatch'd  I  fliall  have  Time  to  talk  with  you  •, 
I  fhali  come  into  the  Fafliion  you  fliall  fee  too 
After  a  Day  or  two ;  in  the  mean  Time 
I  am  not  for  your  Company. 

Duke.  Old  Creon.  you  have  been  expected  long  5 
Sure  you're  above  fourfcore. 

Sim.  Upon  my  Life, 
Not  four  and  twenty  Hours,  my  Lord  •,  I  fearcli'd 
Th'>i  Church-book  Yefterday.     Does  your  Grace  think 
I'd  let  my  Father  wrong  the  Law,  my  Lord.? 
'Twere  Pity  o'my  L-ife  then  •,  no,  your  A6t 


Shall  not  receive  a  Minute's  Wrong  by  him 


Wiiilc 
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While  I  live,  Sir;  and  he's  fo jufi:  himfelftoo 
I  know  he  would  not:  offcr't — here  he  flands. 

Crcon.  *Tis  juft  I    die,    indeed,     my   Lord,  for   I 
coiifeis 
I'm  troublefome  to  Life  now,  and  the  State 
Can  hope  for  nothing  worthy  from  me  now. 
Either  in  Force  or  Counfel,  I've  of  lare 
Employ 'd  myfelf  quite  from  the  World,  and  he 
That  once  begins  to  ferve  his  Maker  faithfully 
Can  never  ferve  a  worldly  Prince  well  after  j 
Tis  clean  another  Way. 

Antig.  Oh,  give  not  Confidence 
To  all  he  fpeaks,  my  Lord,  in  his  own  Injury! 
H's  Preparation  only  for  the  next  World 
Makes  him  talk  wildly  to  his  Wrong  ol  this. 
He  is  not  loft  in  Judgment. 
Sim.  She  fpoils  all  again 
Antig.  Deferving  any  Way  for  State  Employment.] 

Sim.  Mother 

Antig.  His  very  houfhold  Laws  prefcrib'd  at  home 
by  him 
Are  able  to  conform  feven  Chrijlian  Kingdoms, 
,  They  are  fo  wife  and  virtuous. 

Sim.  Mother,  I  fay 

Antig.  I  know  your  Laws  extend  not  to  defert,  Sir, 
But  to  unnecefTary  Years,  and,  my  Lord, 
His   are  no   fuch,    though  they   fhew   white,  they're 

worthy, 
Judiciou?,  able,  and  religious, 

Sim.  I'll  help  you  to  a  Courtier  of  nineteen,  Mother. 
Antig.  Away  unnatural  ! 
Sim.  Then  I  am  no  Fool,  Pm  fure. 
For  to  be  natural  at  fuch  a  Time 
Were  a  Fool's  Part,  indeed. 

Antig.  Your  Grace's  Pity,  Sir ! 
And  'tis  but  fit  and  juft. 

Creon.  The  Law,  my  Lord; 
And  that's  the  jufteil  Way. 

Simi 


THE    OLD    LAW-  205 

Sim.  Well  faid  Father,  i'Faith. 
Thou  wer'c  ever  julter  than  my  Mother  Aill. 
Duke.  Come  hither.  Sir. 
Sjm.  My  Lord. 
Duke.  What  are  thofe  Orders? 
Antig.  Worth  Ouiervarion,  Sir, 
So  pleafe  you  hear  them  read.  [Lord: 

Sim.  The  Woman  I'peaks  fhe  knows  not  whjt,  my 
He  make  a  Law  .^    poor  Man  he  bought  a  Tabic, 

indeed. 
Only  to  learn  to  die  by'r,  there's  the  Bufinefs  now. 
Wherein  there  are  Tome  Precepts  tor  a  Son  too 
How  he  Ihould  learn  to  live,  but  I  nc*er  iookVl  upon  it: 
For,  when  he's  dead,   I  fh.il I  live  well  enough. 
And  keep  a  better  Table  then  than  that  I  trow. 
Duke.  And  is  that  all.  Sir .? 
Sim.  All,  I  vow,  my  Lord, 
Save  a  few  running  Admonitions 
Upon  Cheefe-Trcnchers  —  as  take  heed  of  Whoring, 

fhun  it  ; 
'Tis  like  a  Cheefe  too  ftrong  of  the  Runnrt, 
And  fuch  Calve's  Maws  of  Wit  and  Admonition 
Good  to  catch  Mice  with,  but  not  Sons  and  Heirs, 
They're  not  fo  eafiiy  caught. 
Duke.   Agent  for  Death. 
Exe.  Your  Will,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Take  hence  that  Pile  of  Years, 
Before  furfeit  v,'ith  unprofitable  Age, 
And  with  the  reft  from  the  high  Promontory, 
Caft  him  i.uo  the  Sea. 

Creon.  'Tis  noble  Tuftice. 
Antig.  *Tis  curfed  Tyranny. 
Sim.  Peace !   take  heed,  Mother ; 
You've  but  a  (hort  Time  to  be  caft  down  yourfelf. 
And  let  a  young  Courtier  do'r,  and  you  be  vvjfe. 
In  the  mean  Time. 
Antig.  Hence,  Slave! 

Sim.  Well  k\t\\  and  fifty,  [Payment, 

You've  but  three  Years  Years  to  fcold,  then  comes  your 

I   Conr. 
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1  Cony.  Sbnonides.  fyet; 
Sim.  rifli,  I'm  not  brave  enough  to  hold  you  Talk 

Give  a  Man  Time,  I  have  a  Suit  a  making. 

2  Coiir.  We  love  thy  Form  firft,  brave  Cloaths  will 

come,  Man. 
Sm.  I'll  make  'em  come  elfe,  with  a  Mifchief  to  'em, 
As  other  Gallanrs  do,  that  have  leis  lefc'em. 

Duke.  Hark  !  whence  thole  Sounds.''  what's  that  ? 

1  Cour.  Some  Funeral,  Recorders^ 
It  Teems,  my  Lord,  and  young  Cleanthes  follows. 

£;//^r  Cleanthes,  ^/z^/Hippolita,  iznth  a  Hearfe. 

Duke.  Cleanthes? 

2  Cour.  'Tis,  my  Lord,  and  in  the  Place 
Of  a  chief  Mourner  too,  but  ftrangcly  habited. 

Duke.  Yet  fuitable  to  his  Behaviour,  mark  it, 
He  comes  all  the  Way  fmiling,  do  you  oblerve  it  ? 
I  never  law  a  Coarfe  fo  joyfully  followed, 
Light  Colours  and  light  Cheeks — who  fhould  this  be  ? 
*Tis  a  Thing  worth  refolving. 

Sim.  One,  belike,  that  doth  participate 
Jn  this  our  prefent  Joy. 

Duke.  Cleanthes. 

Cleajh  Oh!  my  Lord! 

Duke.  He  laugh*d  outright  now. 
Was  ever  fuch  a  Contrariety  feen 
In  natural  Courfes  yet,  nay  profefs'd  openly  ? 

I  Cour.  I  have  known  a  Widow  laugh  clofely,   my 
Lord, 
Under  her  Handkerchief,  when  t'other  Part  of 
Her  old  Face  has  wept  like  Rain  in  Sunlhine ; 
But  all  the  Face  to  laugh  apparently  was  never  feen  yet. 

Sim.  Yes,  mine  did  once. 

Clean.  'Tis,  of  a  heavy  Time,  the  joyfull'fl  Day 
That  ever  Son  was  born  to. 

Duke.  How  can  that  be } 

Chan.  I  joy^to  make  it  plain,~*my  Father's  dcadf 

Duke, 
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Tjuke.  Dead? 

2  Cour.  Old  Leonides  ? 

Clean.  In  his  lad  Month  dead, 
f  ]e  beguil'd  cruel  Law  '.he  rweetlieft 
I'hat  ever  Age  was  bled  to. 
It  grieves  me  that  a  Tear  fhould  fall  iipon't. 
Being  a  thing  fo  joyful ;  but  his  Memory 
Will  work  it  out  I  fee-,  when  his  poor  Heart  broke 
I  did  not  fo  much  but  leap'd  for  Joy 
So  mountingly,  I  touch'd  the  Stars,  methought, 
I  would  not  hear  of  Blacks,   I  was  fo  light, 
But  chofe  a  Colour  Orient,  like  my  Mind: 
For  Blacks  are  often  fuch  dilTembling  Mourners  % 
There  is  no  Credit  given  to't,  it  has  loll 
All  Reputation  by  falle  Sons  and  Widows. 
Now  I  would  have  Men  know  what  I  refemble, 
A  Truth,  indeed,  *tis  Joy  clad  like  a  Joy, 
Which  is  more  honeft:  than  a  cunning  Grief 
That's  only  fac'd  with  Sables  for  a  Show, 
But  gawdy-hearted;  when  I  fa w  Death  come 
So  ready  to  deceive  you,  Sir,  forgive  me, 
I  could  not  choofe  but  be  intirely  merry. 
And  yet  too,  fee  now,  ofafudden 
Naming  but  Death,   I  fhew  myfelf  a  Mortal, 
That's  never  conftant  to  one  PalTion  long ; 
I  wonder  whence  that  Tear  came,  when  I  fmil'd, 
In  the  Production  on't.  Sorrow's  a  Thief, 
That  can,  when  Joy  looks  on.  Ileal  forth  a  Grief, 
But,  gracious  Leave,  my  Lord,  when  I've  performed 
My  lall  poor  Duty  to  my  Father's  Bones, 
I  fhall  return  your  Servant. 

*  For  Blacks  are  often,  &c, 
Mr.  Pcpe  has  a  Thought  fomething  fimilar  to  this,  which  I  fhall  hero 
tranfcribe, 

In  J  able  Weeds  appear 

Grieve  for  an  Hour,  perhaps,  than  mourn  a  Tear, 

^nd  bear  about  the  Mockery  of  Woe 

To  Midnight  Dances ,  and  the  public  Sheiv. 

Elegy  on  an  unfortunate  I.ady, 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Well,  perform  it ; 
The  Law  is  fatisfy'd,  they  can  but  dif^ 
And  by  his  Death,  Ckanthes^  you  gain  well, 
A  rich  and  tair  Revenue.     [Exetmi  Duke^  Courtiers^  &c. 

Sim.  1  would  I  had  e'en 
Another  Father,  Condition  he  did  the  like. 

Clean.  I've  paft  it  bravely  now  ;  how  bled  was  I 
To  have  the  dim  Sight,  now  'tis  conlirm'd, 
Paft  Fear  or  Doubts  confirm'd,  on,  on  1  fay. 
Him  that  brought   me    to    Man,     I    bring    to   Clay. 
[^Exeunt  Cleanthes,  Hippolita,  i^c, 

Sim.  I'm  wrapp'd  now  in  a  Contemplation  ; 
Ev'n  at  the  very  Sight  of  yonder  Hearfe, 
I  do  but  think  what  a  fine  thing 'tis  now 
To  live  and  tollowfome  feven  Uncles  thus, 
As  many  Cozen  Germans,  and  fuch  f-'eople 
That  will  leave  Legacies  •,  a  Pox  Pd  fee  'em  hang'd, 
elfe,  e'er  Pd  follow  one  of  them,  and  they  could  find 
the  Way.     Nov/  Pve  enough  I  begin   to  be  horribly  co- 
vetous. 

Enter  Butler,  "Taylor.,  Bailiffs  Cook^  Cc adman  and  Foot- 

man. 

But.  We  come  to   know  your  Worfhip's  Pleafure, 
Sir, 
Having  long  ferv'd  your  Father,  how  your  good  Will 
Stands  towards  our  Entertainment. 

Sim.  Not  a  Jot,  i'Faith  :  My  Father  wore  cheap 
Garments,  he  might  do't;  I  fha!l  have  all  my  Cloaths 
come  home  To-morrow,  they  will  eat  up  all  you,  and 
there  were  more  of  you  Sirs.  To  keep  you  fix  at  Livery, 
and  ftill  munching. 

'Tay.  Why  Pmea  Taylor,  youVe  moftNeed  of  me,Sir. 

Sim.  Thou  mad'fl  my  Father's  Cloaths,  that  1  con- 
fefs;  but  what  Son  and  Heir  will  have  his  Father's 
Taylor,  unlefs  he  have  a  Mind  to  be  well  laugh'd  at  ? 
Thou'ft  been  fo  us'd  to  wide  long-fide  things,  that  when 

I  come 
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I  come  to  trufs  I  fliall  have  the  Waift  of  my  Doublet  lie 
Upon  my  Buttocks,  a  fweer  Sight ! 
But.  I'm  a  Butler. 

Sim.  There's leaft  Need  cf  thee,  Fellow;  I  fhall  ne'er 
drink  at  Home,   I  fhall  be  lb  drunk  abroad. 

But.  But  a  Cup  of  liiidll  Beer  will  do  well  next 
Morning,  Sir. 

Sim.  I  grant  you-,  but  what  need  I  keep  (o  big  a 
Knave  lor  a  Cup  of  fmall  Beer  .? 

Cook.  Butler,  you  have  your  Anfwer,— Marry,  Sir, 
a  Cook,  I  know  your  Maftcrfhip  cannot  be  without. 

Sim.  The  more  Afs  art  thou  to  think  \'o\  for  what 
fhould  I  do  with  a  Mountebank,  no  Drink  in  my 
Houfc.'' — the  banifhing  the  Butler  might  have  been  a 
warning  for  thee,  unitfs  thou  mean'lt  to  choak  me. 

Cook.  I'th'  mean  Time  you  have  choaked  me,  me- 
thinks. 

Bai.  Thefe  are  fuperfluous  Vanities,  indeed. 
And  fo  accounted  in  thele  Days,  Sir , 
JSut  then  your  Bailiff  to  receive  your  Rents — 

Sim.  I  pry'thee  hold  thy  Tongue,  Fellow;  I  fhall  take 
z  Courfe  to  fpend  'em  fafter  than  thou  canft  reckon  'em, 
'tis  not  the  Rents  mull  ferve  my  Turn,  unlefs  I  mean 
to  be  laugh'd  at,  if  a  Man  fhould  be  I'een  out  of  SlafK 
me,  let  him  ne'er  look  to  be  right  Gallant : 
Bur,  Sirrah  !  with  whom  is  your  Bufmefs? 

Coach.  Your  good  Mallerlhip. 

Sim.  You  have  ftood  fiknt  ail  this  while,  like  Men 
that  know  their  Strengths.  In  thefe  Days,  none  of  you 
can  want  Employment,  you  can  win  me  Wages,  Foot- 
tnan,  in  running  Races. 

Foot.  I  dare  boaft  it.  Sir. 

Sm.  And  when  my  Bets  are  all  come  in,  and  ftore. 
Then,  Coachman,  you  can  hurry  me  to  my  Whore. 

Coach.  I'll  firk  'em  into  Foam,  eife. 

Sitn.  Speaks  brave  Matter, 
And  I'll  firk  fome  too,  or  it  fhall  coft  hot  Water    [Exit 

Cook.  Why  here's  an  Age  to  make  a  Cook  a  RulBn, 
and  fcald  the  Devil   indeed ;  do   ftrange   mad    things. 

Vol.  IV.  P  make 


tio  T  H  E    O  L  D    L  A  W. 

make  Mutton-paftits   of  Dogs-Pieili,  bake  Snakes   for 
Lamprey  Pies,  and  Cats  for  Conies: 

But.  Come,  will  you  be  rul'd  by  a  Butler's  Advice, 
once?  for  we  muft  make  up  our  Fortunes  fomewhere. 
Now,  as  the  Cafe  (lands,  let's  e'en,  therefore,  go  ieek 
out  Widows  of  nine  and  fifty,  and  v/ecan,  that's  within 
a  Year  of  their  Deaths,  and  fo  v/e  fnall  be  fure  to  be 
quickly  rid  of  'em  -,  for  a  Year's  enough  of  Confcience 
to  be  troubled  with  a  Wife,  for  any  Man  living. 

Cook.  Oracle  Butler !  Oracle  Butler  !  he  puts  down 
all  the  Do6tors  o'th'  Name.  [Exsuni. 

S  C  E  N  E    11. 

Enter  Eugenia,  and  Parthenia. 

Etig.  Parthenia! 

Par.  Mother. 

Eug.  I  fliall  be  troubled  this  fix  Months  with  an  old 
Clog,  would  the  Law  had  been  cut  one  Year  fhorter. 

[4/Ide. 

Par.  Did  you  call,  forfooth? 

Eug.  Yes,  you  muft   make   fome  Spoon-Meat   for 
your    Father,      and     warm     three     Night-Caps     for 

him Out  upon't!  The  mere  Conceit  turns  a  Young 

"Woman's  Stomack,  His  Slippers  muft  be  warm'd,  in 
j^uguji  too,  and  his  Gown  girt  to  him  in  the  very  Dog- 
days,  when  every  Maftiff  lolls  out  his  Tongue  for  Heat, 
■would  not  this  vex  a  Beauty  of  nineteen  now?  Alas!  I 
fhould  be  tumbling  in  cold  Baths  now  under  each  Arm- 
pit a  fine  Bean-flower  Bag,  to  fcrew  out  Whitenefs  when 
1  lift,  and  fome  feven  of  the  prop'reft  Men  i'th'  Duke- 
dom making  a  Banquet  ready  i'th'  next  Room  for  me, 
where  he  that  gets  the  firft  Kifs  is  envied  and  ftands 
upon  his  Guard  a  Fortnight  after.  This  is  a  Life  for 
nineteen;  'tis  but  Juftice  :  for  old  Men,  whofc  great 
A(5ls  ftand  in  their  Minds  and  nothing  in  their  Bodies, 
dq  ne'er  think  a  Woman  young  enough  for  their  Defire, 

and 
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and.  we  young  Wenches,  that  have  Morher-wirs,  and 
Jove  to  marry  Muck  Fun:,  and  Man  after,  do  never 
think  old  Men  are  old  enough,  that  we  may  foon  be 
rid  of  em-,  there's  our  QLiittance.  I  've  waited  for  the 
happy  Hour  this  two  Years,  and,  il  Death  be  fo  un- 
kind Hill  to  let  him  live  all  that  Time,  1  am  loft. 

Enter  Courtiers. 

1  Cour.  Young  Lady! 

2  Cour.   O  fweet  precious  Bud  of  Beautv  ! 
*Troth,  fhe  fmells  over  all  the  Houfe,  me;hinks. 

I   Cour.  The  fweet  Briar's  but  a  Counterfeit  to  her. 
It  does  e>cceed  you  only  in  the  Prickle; 
But  that  it  fhall  not  long,  if  you'll  be  rul'd.  Lady. 

Eug.  What  means  this  fudden  Vifitation,  Gentlemen  ; 
So  pafllng  well  perfum'd  too  ?  Who's  your  Milliner  ? 

I   Cour.  Love,  and  thy  Beauty,  Widow. 

Eug.  Widow,  Sir  ? 

1  Cour.  'Tis  fure,  and  that's  as  good.  In  Troth 
we're  Suitors:  We  come  a  wooing,  Wench,  plain 
dealing's  heft, 

Eitg.  A  wooing  ?  what,  before  my  Hufband*s  dead? 

2  Cour.  Let's  lofe  no  Time  ;  fix  Months  will  have 
an  End,  you  know-,  I  know'c  by  all  the  Bonds  that  e'er 
I  made  yet. 

Eug.  That's  a  fure  Knowledge;  but  it  holds  not 
here.  Sir. 

I  Cour.  Don't  you  know  the  Craft  of  your  young 
Tumblers  ?  That  you  wed  an  old  Man,  you  think  upon 
another  Hufband  as  you  are  marrying  cf  him; — we, 
knowing  your  Thoughts,  made  bold  to  fee  ycu.i. 

Enter  Simonides,  Coachman. 

Eug.  How  wond'rous  right  he  fpeaks  r  'twas  my 
Thought,  indeed. 

P   2  S^,K 
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Sim.  By  your  Leave,  fweet  Widow,  do  you  lack 

any  Gallants  ? 
Eug'  Widow  again !  'Tis  a  Comfort  to  be  caird  fo* 

1  Cour.  Who's  this  ?  Simonides  ? 

2  Cour.  Brave  Sim.  'Faith. 
Sim.  Coachman! 

Coach.  Sir. 

Sim.  Have  an  efpecial  Care  of  my  new  Mares ; 
They  fay,  fweet  Widow,  he  that  loves  a  Horfe  well 
Muft  needs   love  a  Widow  well.  —  When  dies  thy 

Hufband  ? 
Is't  not  July  next. 

Eug.  Oh!  you're  too  hot,  Sir! 
Pray  cool  yourfclf,  and  take  September  with  you. 

Sim.  September?  Oh!  I  was  but  two  Bows  wide, 

I  Cour.  Mr.  Simonides. 

Sim.  I  can  entreat  you.  Gallants  j  I'm  in  Fafhion  too. 

Enter  Lyfander* 

Lyfan.  Ha !  whence  this  unheard  of  Folly .?  whit 
are  you  ^ 

Sim,  Well-willers  to  your  Wife  •,  pray  'tend  your 
Book,  Sir,  we've  nothing  to  fay  to  you,  you  may  go 
die,  for  here  be  thofe  in  Place  that  can  fupply. 

Lyfan.  What's  thy  wild  Bufinefs  here  ? 

Sim.  Old  Man,  I'll  tell  thee;  1  come  to  beg  the  Re- 
verfion  of  thy  Wife,  I  think  thefe  Gallants  be  of  my 
Mind  too — But  thou  art  but  a  dead  Man,  therefore 
what  (hould  a  Man  do  talking  with  thee,  come  Widow, 
ftand  to  your  Tackling. 

Lyfan.  Impious  Blood-hounds! 

Sim.  Let  the  Ghoft  talk,  ne'er  mind  him. 

Lyfan.  Shames  of  Nature ! 

Sim.  Alas,  poor  Ghoft!  confider  what  the  Man  is. 

Lyfan.  Monfters    unnatural!    you  that  have   been 
covetous 
Of  your  own  Father's  Death,  gape  you  for  mine  now  ? 

Cannot 
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Cannot  a  poor  old  Man,  that  now  can  reckon 
Even  all  the  Hours  he  has  to  live.  Jive  quiet 
For  fuch  wild  Bealls  as  thcfe,  that  neither  hold 
A  Certainty  ot  good  within  themlelves, 
But  fcatter  others  Comforts  that  are  ripened 
For  holy  Ules?  Is  hot  Youth  Co  hafty 
It  will  not  give  an  old  Man  leave  to  die  ? 
And  leave  a  Widow  tirft,  but  will  make  one 
The  Hufband  looking  on?  May  your  Deftruflions 
Come  all  in  hafty  Figures  to  your  Souls, 
Your  Wealth  depart  in  hafte,  to  overtake 
Your  Honefties,  that  died  when  you  w.re  Infants. 
May  your  Male-feed  be  hafty  Spend-thritts  too, 
Your  Daughters  hafty  Sinners  and  difeafed 
E'er  they  be  thought  at  Years  to  welcome  Mifery ; 
And  may  you  never  know  what  Leilure  is 
But  at  Repentance — I  am  too  uncharitable. 
Too  foul ;  I  muft  go  cleanfe  myfelf  with  Prayers. 
Thefe  are  the  Plagues  of  Fondnefs  to  old  Men, 
We're  punifli'd  home  with  what  we  doac  upon,     [Exif. 
Sim.  So,  fo,  the  Ghoft  is  __vanifh'd  now:  Your  An- 

fwer,  Lady. 
Etig.  Excufe  me,  Gentlemen,  'twere  as  much  Im- 
pudence 
In  me  to  give  you  a  kind  Anfwer  yet. 
As  Madnefs  to  produce  a  churlifii  one. 
I  could  fay  now,  come  a  Month  hence,  fwect   Gen- 
tlemen, 
Or  two  or  three,  or  when  you  will,  indeed ; 
But  1  fay  no  fuch  thing-,  1  let  no  Time 
Nor  is  it  mannerly  to  deny  any, 
I'll  carry  an  even  Hand  to  all  the  World, 
Let  other  Women  make  what  Halte  they  will. 
What's  that  to  me  ?  But  I  protefs  unfeigned ly, 
I'll  have  my  Hufband  dead  before  I  marry  ; 
Ne'er  look  for  other  Anfwer  at  my  Hands,  Gentlemen. 
Sim.  Would  he  were  hang'd,  for  my  Part,  looks  for 
other. 

Eug.  I'm  at  a  Word. 

Sim, 
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Sim.  And  I'm  at  a  Blow,  then  j 
I'll  lav  you  o'lh'  Lips  and  leave  you. 

I   Ccu}\  Well  ftruck,  Sim. 

Sim.  He  that  dares  fay  he'll  mend  it,  I'll  ftrike  him. 

I   Cour.  He  would  betray  him leif  to  be  a  Brother 
That  goes  about  to  mend  it. 

Ei^g    Gentlemen,  you  know  my  Mindj  I   bar  you 
not  my  Houfe ; 
But  if  you  choofe  out  Hours  more  feafonably. 
You  may  have  Eniertainment. 

E>Jter  Parthenia. 

Sim.  What  will  fne  do  hereafter  when  llie  is  a  Widow, 
Keeps  open  Houfe  already  ?  [Exii  Sim.  and  Court, 

Eiig.  How  now,  Girl  ?  [Flight, 

Par.  Thofe  feathcr'd  Fools   that   hither   took    their 
Have  griev'd  my  Father  m.uch. 

Eug.  Speak  well  of  Youth,  Wench, 
While  thou'ft  aDay  to  live  -,  'lis  Youth  mufl;  make  thee. 
And  when  Youth  fails,  wife  Women  will  make  it  i  _ 
But  always  take  Age  firft,  to  make  thee  rich: 
That  was  my  Counfel  ever,  and  then  Youth 
Will  make  thee  Sport  enough  all  thy  Life  after. 
*Tis  Time's  Policy,  Wench,   what  is't  to  bide 
A  little  Hardnefs  for  a  Pair  of  Years,  or  fo, 
A  Man  whofe  only  Strength  lies  in  his  Breath, 
Weaknefs  in  all  Parts  elfe,  thy  Bedfellow, 
A  cough  o'di'  Lungs,  or  fay  a  whening  Matter, 
Then  Ihake  off  Chains,  and  dance  all  thy  Life  after. 

Par.  Every  one  to  their  Liking  ;  but  I  fay 
An  honeft  Man's  worth  all,  be  he  young  or  gray, 
Yonder's  my  Ccufm. 

Enter  Hippolita. 

Eug:  Art,  I  muft  ufe  thee  now  •, 
DifiTembling  is  the  bed  Help  for  a  Virtue 
That  ever  Woman  had,  it  faves  her  Credit  often. 

Hip, 
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Hip,  How  now  Coufin  ! 
Whac  weeping? 

Eug.  Can  you  blame  me  when  the  Time 
Oh  !   my  dear  Love  and  Huiband  no«v  draws  on  ? 
I  lludy  funeral  Tears  againtl  the  Day 
I  mult  be  a  lad  Widow. 

Hip.  In  Troth,  Eugenia,  I  have  Caufe  to  weep  too  ; 
But,  when  I  vifit,  I  come  comfortably, 
And  look  to|P  lb  quited, — yet  more  Sobbing? 

Eug.  Oh  !  the  greateft  Part  of  your  Afflidion's  pad. 
The  worft  of  mine's  to  come;  I  have  one  to  die, 
Your  Hulband's  Father's  dead,  and  fix'd  in  his 
Eternal  Peace,  pad  the  fharp  tyrannous  Blow. 

Hip.  You  mull  ufe  Patience  Coz. 

Eug.  Tel!  me  of  Patience  ? 

Hip.  You  have  Example  for't,  in  me  and  many. 

Eug.    Yours  was   a   Fadier-in-Law ;    but    mine    a 
Hufband, 
Oh  !   for  a  Woman  that  could  love  and  live. 
With  an  old  Man,  mine  is  a  Jewel,  Coufin; 
So  quietly  he  lies  by  one,  lb  Itill 

Hip.   Alas!   I  have  a  Secret  iodg'd  within  me 
Which  now  will  out — in  Picy  I  can't  hold. 

Eug.  One  that  will  not  difturb  me  in  my  Sleep 
For  a  whole  Month  together,  'lefs  it  be 
With  thofe  Difc^afcs  Age  is  fubjeft  to. 
As  Aches,  Coughs,    and   Pains,    and   thefe.   Heaven 

ls.novvs, 
Againft  his  Will  too,  he's  the  quieted  Man, 
Efpecially  in  Bed. 

Hip.  Be  comforted. 

Eug.  Hov/  can  I,  Lady  ? 
None  knows  the  Terror  of  an  Hu  (hand's  Lofs, 
But  they  that  fear  to  lofe  him. 

Hip.  Fain  would  I  keep  it  in,  but  'twill  not  be; 
She  is  my  Kinfwoman,  and  Pm  pitirul. 
I  muft  impart  a  good,  if  I  know't  once. 
To  them  that  ftand  in  Need  on't;  I'm  like  one 
Loves  not  to  banquet  with  a  Joy  alone, 

P  4  My 
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My  Friends  muft  partake  too, — pry'thee,  ceafe,  Coufin  i 
If  your  Love  be  fo  boundiels,  which  is  rare 
In  a  yoDPg  Woman  in  theie  Days,  I  tell  you. 
To  one  fo  much  paft  Service  as  your  Hufband, 
There  is  a  Way  to  t  eguile  Law,  and  help  you  -, 
My  Hufband  found  it  out  firft. 

£ug.  Oh,  fweet  Coufin  ! 

Hip.  You  may  conceal  him,  and  give  out  his  Death 
Within  the  Time  ;  order  his  Funeral  too  ; 
We  had  it  fo  for  o.irs,  I  praiie  Heav'n  for't. 
And  he's  alive  and  fafe. 

Eug.  O  blefled  Coufin  ! 
How  thou  reviv'ft  me! 

Hip.  We  daily  lee 
The  good  old  Man,  and  feed  him  twice  a  day, 
Methinks,  it  is  the  fweeteft  Joy  to  cherilh  him, 
That  ever  Life  yet  fhew'd  me. 

Eug.  So  fhould  I  think 
^  dainty  thing  to  nurfe  an  old  Man  well. 

Hip.  And  then  wc  have  his  Prayers  and  daily  ^leffing. 
And  we  two  live  fo  lovir.giy  upon't, 
His  Son  and  I,  and  fo  contentedly. 
You  cannot  think  unlefs  you  tailed  on't. 

Eug.  No,  I  warrant  you.  Oh,  loving  Coufin, 
What  a  great  Sorrow  haft  thou  eas'd  me  of? 
A  thoufand  Thanks  go  with  thee. 

Hip.  I've  a  Suit  to  you  ; 
I  muft  not  have  you  weep,  when  I  am  gone.         [Exit^ 

Eug.  No,  if  I  do  ne'er  truft  me.     Eafy  Fool, 
Thou  haft  put  thyfelf  into  my  Power  for  ever : 
Take  heed  of  ang'ring  of  me  •,  I  conceal  ? 
I  feign  a  Funeral  ?  I  keep  my  Hufband  ? 
*Las !  I've  been  thinking  any  time  thefe  two  Years 
I  have  kept  him  too  long  already, 
ril  go  count  o'er  my  Suitors,  that's  my  Bufinefs, 
And  prick  the  Man  down,  I've  ii-x.  Months  to  do't. 
But  could  difpatch  him  in  one,  were  I  put  to't.      [Exit^ 

The  End  of  the  Second  Act. 

ACT 
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ACT     III.        SCENE     I. 

Enter  the  Clown  and  Clerk. 

Ciown. ^T  OU  have  fearch*d  o'er  the  Parifh-Chroni- 
1  cle,  Sir  ? 

Clerk.  Yes,  Sir-,  I  have  found  out  the  true  Age  and 
Date  of  the  Party  you  wot  on. 

Clown,  Pray  you,  be  cover'd,  Sir. 

Clerk.  When  you  have  Ihew'd  me  the  Way,  Sir. 

Clown.  Oh,  Sir,   remember  ypurfelf,  you  are  a  Clerk. 

Clerk.  A  fmall  Clerk,  Sir. 

Clown.  Likely  to  be  the  wifer  Man,  Sir  •,  for  your 
greateft  Clerks  are  not  always  fo,  as  'tis  reported. 

Clerk.  You  are  a  great  Man  in  the  Parilh,  Sir. 

Clown.  I  underftand  myfelf  fo  much  the  better.  Sir, 
for  all  the  beft  in  the  Parifh  pay  Duties  to  the  Clerk, 
and  I  would  owe  you  none,  Sir. 

Clerk.  Since  you'll  have  it  fo,  I'll  be  the  firft  to  hide 
my  Head. 

Clown.  Mine  is  aCapcafe  now  to  ourBufinefs  in  your 
Hand ;  good  Luck,  I  hope  •,  1  long  to  be  refolv'd. 

Clerk.  Look  you.  Sir,  this  is  that  which  cannot  deceive 
you  :  This  is  the  Dial  that  goes  ever  true  ;  you  may  fay 
ipfe  dixit  upon  this  Witnefs,  and  'tis  good  in  Law 
tpo. 

Clown.  Pray  you,  let's  hear  what  it  fpeaks. 

Clerk.  Mark,  S\r.,-r-. Agatha  the  Daughter  of  Pollux^ 
this  is  your  Wife's  Name,  and  the  Name  of  her  Father, 
born—. — 

Clown.  Whofe  Daughter,  fay  you  ? 

Clerk.  The  Daughter  of  Pollux. 

Clown.  T  take  it  his  Name  was  Bollux. 

Clerk.  Pollux  the  Orthography,  I  afllire  you,  Sir,  the 
[Word's  corrupted  elfe. 

Clown. 
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Ckwn.  Well,  on  Sir,  — of  Pollux,  now  come  on 
Caller. 

Clerk.  Born  in  Anno  1540,  and  now  'tis  99,  by  this 
infallible  Record,  Sir  (let  me  fee)  fhe's  nowjuit  59,  and 
vsants  but  one. 

Clozvn.  I  am  forry  fhe  wants  fo  much. 

Clerk.  Why,  Sir?  alas!  'tis  nothing-,  'tis  but  To 
many  Months,  io  many  Weeks,  fo  many 

Clown.  Do  not  deducl  it  to  Days,  'twill  be  the  more 
tedious  i  and  to  meafure  it  by  Hour-glaffes  were  into- 
lerable. 

Qerk.  Do  not  think  on  it,  Sir,  hi!f  the  Time  goes 
away  in  Sleep,  'ds  half  the  Year  in  Nights. 

Clown.  Oh !  you  miftake  me,  Neighbour,  1  am  loth 
to  leave  the  good  old  Woman  ^  if  fhs  were  gone  now  it 
would  not  grieve  me,  for  what  is  a  Year  ?  Alas  1  But  a 
ling'ring  Torment?  and  were  it  not  better  fhe  were 
out  of  her  Pain  ?  It  mull:  needs  be  a  Grief  to  us  both. 

Clerk.  I  would  I  knew  how  to  eafe  you.  Neighbour! 

Clown.  You  fpeak  kindly,  truly,  and  if  you  fay  but 
Amen  to  it,  (which  is  a  Word  that  I  know  you  are  per- 
fe(fl  in)  it  might  be  dene.  Clerks  are  the  mofl  indiffe- 
rent honeft  Men,  for  ro  the  Marriage  of  your  Enemy, 
or  the  Burial  of  your  Friend,  the  Curfes  or  the  Bieffings 
to  you  are  all  one  •,  you  fay  Amen  to  all. 

Clerk.  ¥/ith  a  better  Will  to  the  one  than  the  other. 
Neighbour;  but  I  (hall  be  glad  to  f\y  Amen  to  any 
thing  that  might  do  you  a  Pleafure. 

Clown.  There  is,  firfb,  fomething  above  your  Duty, 
now  1  wou'd  have  you  fet  forward  the  Clock  a  little, 
to  help  the  old  Woman  out  of  her  Pain. 

Clerk.  I  will  fpeak  to  the  Sexton  for  that  •,  but  the 
Day  will  go  ne'er  the  fafter  for  that. 

Clown.  Oh!  Neighbour,  you  do  not  conceit  me,  nor 
the  Jack  of  the  Clock- houfe,  the  Hand  of  the  Dial  I 
mean — Come,  1  know  you,  being  a  great  Clerk,  can- 
not choofe  but  have  the  Art  to  caft  a  Figure. 

Clerk.  Never,  indeed.  Neighbour  j  1  never  had  the 
Judgment  to  calt  u  Figure. 

Clown, 
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Clown.  1*11  fliew  you  on  the  Back-fide  of  your  Book 
' — look  you,  what  Figure's  this? 

Clerk.  Four  with  a  Cypher;  that's  forty. 

Clown.  So  forty  •,  what's  this,'  now  ? 

Clerk.  The  Cypher  is  turn'd  into  9,  by  adding  the 
Tail  •,  which  makes  forty-nine. 

Clcwn.  "Very  well  underftood,  what  is't  now  ? 

Clerk.  The  four  is  turn'd  into  three,  'tis  now  thirty- 
nine. 

Clown.  Very  well  underflood ;  and  can  you  do   this 


again  .? 


Clerk.  Oh!  eafily.  Sir. 
Clown.  A  Wager  of  that,  let  me  fee  the  Place  of  my 
Wife's  Age  again. 

Clerk.  Look  you,    Sir,  'tis  here  1540. 
Clown.  Forty  Drachmas,  you  do  not  turn  that  forty 
into  thirty-nine. 

Clerk.  A  Match  with  you. 

Clozvn.  Done  ;  and  you  fhall  keep  Stakes  yourfelf : 
there  they  are. 

Clerk.  A  firm  Match — but  flay.  Sir,  now  I  confidcr  ir, 
I  (hall  add  a  Year  to  your  Wife's  Age,  let  me  fee — Sci- 
rophon  xht  17,  and  now  Ws  Hecatorncaon  then.  ItT 
alter  this,  your  Wife  will  have  but  a  Month  to  live  by 
Law. 

Clown.  That's  all  one,  Sir ;  either  do  it,  or  pay  me 
my  Wager. 

Clerk.  Will  you  lofe  your  Wife  before  you  lofc 
your  Wager  ^ 

Clown.  A  Man  rr ay  get  two  Wives  before  half  ^o 
much  Money  by  'em,  will  you  do't  ? 

Clerk.  I  hope  you  will  conceal  me  -,  for  'tis  fiat  Cor- 
ruption. 

Clown.  Nay,  Sir,  I  would  have  you  keep  Counfel, 
for  I  lofe  my  Money  by't,  and  lliould  be  laugh'd  at  for 
my  Labour,  if  it  fhould  be  known. 

Clerk,  Well,  Sir,  there  'tis  done;  as  pcrre(fl39,  as 
can  be  found  in  black  and  white,  but  Mum,  Sir, — there's 
Danger  in  this  Figure  calling. 

Clown. 
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Cloivn.  I,  Sir,  I  know  that  better  Men  than  you 
have  btcn  thrown  over  the  Bar  for  as  little,  the  beft  is, 
you  can  be  but  thrown  out  of  the  Belfry. 

Enter  the  Cook^  the  Taylor ^  Bailiffs  and  Butler. 

Clerk.  Look  clofe,  here  comes  Company ;  Affes  have 
Ears  as  well  as  Pitchers. 

Cook.  Oh,  Gnothos,  how  is't .?  here's  a  Trick  of  dif- 
cardeci  Cards  of  us ;  we  were  rank'd  with  Coats,  as  long 
as  old  Mafter  hved. 

Clown.  And  is  this  then  the  End  of  Serving-men  ? 

Cook.  Yes,  'faith,  this  is  the  End  of  ferving  Men  ; 
a  wife  Man  were  better  ferve  one  God  then  all  the  Men 
in  the  World. 

Clown.  'Twas  well  fpoke  of  a  Cook  ;  and  are  all  farn 
into  Fafting-days  and  Ember-weeks,  that  Cooks  are 
out  of  Ufe  ? 

^ay.  And  all  Taylors  will  be  cut  into  Lifts  and  Shreds ; 
if  ^his  World  hold,  we  fliall  grow  both  out  of  Requeft. 

But.  And  why  not  Butlers  as  well  as  Taylorii .''  If  tiiey 
can  go  naked,  let  'em  neither  eat  nor  drink. 

Clerk.  That's  ftrange,  methinks,  a  Lord  Ihould  turn 
away  his  Taylor  of  all  Men  —  and  how  doft  thou, 
Taylor  ? 

Tay.  I  do  fo  fo ;  but  indeed  all  our  Wants  are  long 
of  this  Publican  my  Lord's  Bailiff;  for  had  he  been 
Rent-gatherer  ftill,  our  Places  had  held  together  ftiil, 
that  are  now  Seam-rent,  nay  crack'd  in  the  whole  Piece. 

Bail.  Sir,  if  my  Lord  had  not  fold  his  Lands  that 
claim  his  Rents,  I  fliould  ftill  have  been  the  Rent-<ya- 
therer.  ^ 

Cook.  The  Truth  is,  except  the  Coachman  and  the 
Footman,  all  Serving-men  are  out  of  Requeft. 

Clown.  Nay,  fay  not  fo  -,  for  you  were  never  in  more 
Requeft  than  now ;  for  requefting  is  but  a  kind  of  a 
begging  ;  for  when  you  fay,  I  befeech  your  W^orlhip's 
Charity,  'tis  all  one  if  you  fay  I  requeft  it,  and   in  that 

Kind 
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Kind  of  requefting,  I  am  fure  Serving-men  were  never 
in  more  Requeft. 

Cook.  'Troth  he  fays  true.  Well,  let  that  pafs ;  we 
are  upon  a  better  Adventure,  I  fee  Gnothos  you  h;ive 
been  before  us,  we  came  to  deal  with  this  Merchant  tor 
fome  Commodities. 

Clerk.  With  me.  Sir?  Any  thing  that  I  can 

But.  Nay,  we  have  look'd  out  our  Wives  already: 
Marry,  to  you  we  come  to  know  the  Prices,  that  is,  to 
know  their  Ages;  for  fo  much  Reverence  we  bear  to  Age, 
that  the  more  aged,  they  fhall  be  the  more  dear  to  us. 

T^ay.  The  Truth  is,  every  Man  has  laid  by  his  Wi- 
dow i  fo  they  be  lame  enough,  blind  enough,  and  old, 
'tis  good  enough. 

Clerk.  I  keep  the  Town-ftock  -,  if  you  can  but  name 
*cm,  1  Cin  tell  their  Ages  to  a  Day. 

Om.  We  can  tell  their  Fortunes  to  an  Hour,  then. 

Clerk.  Only  you  mufl:  pay  for  turning  of  the  Leaves. 

Cook.  Oh,  bountifully. — Come,  mine  firfc, 

But.  The  Butler  before  the  Cook,  while  you  live ; 
there*s  few  that  eat  before  they  drink  in  a  Morning. 

^ay.  Nay  then,  the  Taylor  puts  in  his  needle  ot  priori- 
ty, for  Men  do  cloath  ihemfelves  before  they  either 
drink  or  eat. 

Bail.  I  will  drive  for  no  Place  ;  the  longer  e'er  I 
marry  my  Wife,  the  older  Hie  will  be,  and  nearer  her 
End  and  my  End. 

Clerk.  I  will  fcrve  you  all.  Gentlemen,  if  you*ll  have 
Patience. 

Cloivn.  I  commend  your  Modefly,  Sir;  you  are  a 
Bailiff,  whofc  Place  is  to  come  behind  ocher  Men,  as  ic 
were  in  the  Bum  of  all  the  reft. 

Bail.  So,  Sir,  and  you  were  about  this  Bufincfs  too, 
Jfeeking  out  for  a  Widow. 

Cloivn.  Alack !  no.    Sir ;  I  am  a  married  Man,  and 
have  thofe  Cares  upon  me  that  you  would  fain  run  into. 
Bail.  What  an  old  rich  Wife,  any  Man  in  this  Age 
defires  fuch  a  Care. 

Clotvjj.  'Troth,  Sir  I'll  put  a  Venture  with  you,  if 
you  will,  I  have  a  Iuft:y  old  Quean  to  my  Wife,   found 

of 
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of  Wind  and  Limb,  yet  I'll  give  out  to  take  three  for 
one,  at  the  Marriage  of  my  lecond  Wife. 

Bail.  I,  Sir  ?  but  how  near  is  (he  to  the.  Law  ? 

Clown.  Take  that  Hazard,  Sir,  there  muft  be  Time, 

you  know,  to  get  a  new Unfight,  unfeen,  I  takethree 

to  one. 

Bail.  Two  to  one  I'll  give,  if  flie  have  but  two  Teeth 
in  her  Head. 

Cloivn.  A  Match;  there's  Eve  Drachms  for  ten  at  my 
next  Wife. 

BciiL  A  Match. 

Cook.  I  fhall  be  fitted  bravely.  Fifty-eight  and  up- 
wards; 'tis  but  a  Year  and  a  half,  and  I  may  chance 
make  Friends,  and  beg  a  Year  of  the  Duke. 

But.  Hey  Boys  I  am  made  SirEutler ;  my  Wife  that 
fhall  be,  wants  but  two  Months  of  her  Time;  it  fhall 
be  one  e'er  I  marry  her,  and  then  the  next  will  be  a 
honey  Moon. 

Tay.  I  outfbrip  you  all ;  I  fhall  have  but  fix  Weeks  of 
Lent,  if  I  get  my  Widow,  and  then  comes  Eating-tide, 
plump  and  gorgious. 

Clown.  This  Tailor  will  be  a  Man  if  ever  there  were 
any. 

Bail.  Now  comes  my  Turn.  I  hope,  Goodman,  F/W/, 
you  that  are  ftill  at  the  End  of  all,  with  a  fo  be  it. 
Well  now.  Sirs,  do  you  venture  there  as  I  have  done  } 
and  I'll  venture  here  after  you,  good  Luck,  I  befeech 
thee ! 

Clerk.  Amen,  Sir. 

Bail.  That  deferves  a  Fee  already — there  'tis;  pleafe 
me  and  have  a  better. 

Clerk.  Amen,  Sir. 

Cook.  ,How,  two  for  one  at  your  next  W^ife  .?  Is  the 
old  one  living. 

Clown.  You  have  a  fair  Match,  I  offer  you  np  foul 
one ;  if  Death  make  not  Haile  to  call  her,  fiie'll  'make 
none  to  go  to  him. 

But.  I  know  her,  fhe'sa  luRy  Woman,  I'll  take  the 
Venture. 

Clown, 
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Clown.  There's  five  Drachmas  for  ten  at  my  nexc 
Wife. 

But.  A  Bargain. 

Cook.  Nay,  then  we'll  be  all  Merchants  give  mc. 

T^ny.  And  me. 

Bui.  What,  hi'.s  the  Balliiffped? 

Bail.  I  am  contents  but  none  of  you  fhall  know  my 
Happincfs. 

Clerk.   As  well  as  any  of  you  all,  believe  ir.  Sir. 

BaiL  Oil,  Clerk,  you  are  to  fp:^ak  lad  always. 

Clerk,  ril  remember't  hereafter,  Sir.  You  have 
done  with  me.  Gentlemen  ? 

Enter  Wife. 
Om.  For  this  Time,  honeft  Regifter 


Clerk.  Fare  you  well  then  j  if  you  do,  I'll  cry  Amen 
to  it.  [£.v/7 

Cook.  Look  you,  Sir,  is  not  this  your  Wife  ? 
Clown.  My  fiift  Wife,  Sir. 

But.  Nay,  then  we  have  made  a  good  Match  on't,  'if 
fhe  have  no  froward  Difeafe,  the  Woman  may  livetiiis 
dozen  Years  by  her  Ag:'. 

Tay.  I'm  afraid  Ihe's  broken- winded,  flie  holds  Silence 
fo  long. 

Cook.  We'll  now  leave  our  Venture  to  the  Evenr,  I 
muft  a  wooing. 

But.  I'll  but  buy  me  anew  D.igger,  and  overtake  you. 
Bail.  So  vve  muft  all  ;  tor  he  that  croes  a  vvooinji  to  a 
Widow   v/ithout   a  Weapon,  will  never   get  her. 

l^Exeunt. 
Clown.  Oh,  Wife,  Wife! 

Wife.  What  ail  you,  Man,  you  fpeak  fopafnonatelv. 
Clown.  'Tis  for  thy  Sake,  fwetc  Wife  •,  who  wculd 
think  fo  lufty  an  old  Woman,  with  reafonabie  good 
Teeth,  and  her  Tongue  in  as  pcrfed:  Ufe  as  ever  it  was, 
fhould  be  fo  near  her  Time  ? — But  the  Fates  will  hive 
itfo? 

IVife.  What's  the  Matter,  Man  ?  you  do  amaz?  me. 

Clouun. 
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Clotvn.  Thou  art  not  fick  neither,  I  warrant  thee, 
PVife.  Not  that  I  know  of,  fure. 
Clown.  What  Pity  'tis  a  Woman  fhould  be  fo  near 
her  End,  and  yet  not  fick  ! 

IVife.  Near  her  End,  Man  ?  Tufh  !  I  can  guefs  at  that; 
I  have  Years  good  yet  of  Life  in  the  Remainder:  I 
want  two  yet  at  leaftof  the  full  Number,  then  the  Law, 
1  know,  craves  impotent  and  ufelefs.  And  not  the  able 
Women. 

Clown.  Alas!  I  fee  thou  haft  been  repairing  Time 
as  well  as  thou  couldft;  the  old  Wrinkles  a-e  well  fiil'd 
up  i  but  the  Vermilion  is  feen  too  thick,  too  thick^^and 
I  read  what's  written  in  thy  Forehead,  it  agrees  with  the 
Church  Book. 

Wife,  Have  you  fought  my  Age,  Man?  and,  I 
pry 'thee,  how  is  it? 

Clown.  I  (hall  but  difcomfort  thee. 
Wife.  Not  at  all  Man,  when  there*s  no  Remedy,  I 
'will  go  though  unwillingly. 

Clown.  1539.  Juft  it  agrees  with  the  Book.  You 
have  about  a  Year  to  prepare  yourfelf. 

Wife.  Out,  alas!  I  hope  there's  more  than  fo.  But 
do  you  not  think  a  Reprieve  might  be  gotten  for  half  a 
Score — and  'twere  but  five  Years,  I  would  not  care  j  an 
able  Woman,  methinks,  were  to  be  pity'd. 

Clown.  I,  to  be  pity'd,  but  not  help'd  ;  no  Hope  of 
that ;  for,  indeed,  Women  have  fo  blemilh'd  thiir  own 
Reputations  now-a-days,  that  it  is  thought  the  Law  will 
meet  them  at  fifty  very  fliorcly. 
Wife.  Marry,  the  Heavens  forbid! 
Clown.  There's  fo  many  of  you,  that,  when  you   afe 
old,  become  Witches-,  fome  pro fefs  Phy Tick,  and  kill 
good  Subjects  fafter  than   a   burning  Fever;  and   then 
School-miftrefliesof  the  fweet  Sin,  which  commonly  we 
call  Bawds,  innumerable  of  that  Sort.     For  thefe  and 
fuch  Caufes  'tis  thought  they  Ihall  not  live  above  Fifty. 

Wife.  I,  Man ;  but  this  hurts  not  the  good  old  W^o- 
men. 

Clown^ 
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IVife.  I,  Man  ;  but  this  hurts  not  the  good  old 
Women. 

Clown.  I'Faith  you  are  fo  like  one  another,  that  a 
Man  cannot  diftinguifli  'em  now.  Were  I  an  old  Wo- 
man I  would  dcfire  to  go  before  my  Time,  and  ofFf^r 
inyfelf  willingly,  two  or  three  Years  before.  Oh!  thofe 
are  brave  Women  and  worthy  to  be  commended  of  all 
Men  in  the  World,  that,  when  their  Hufbands  die,  run 
to  be  burnt  to  Death  with  'em  ;  there's  Honour  and 
Credit !  give  me  half  a  dozen  fuch  Wives. 

U^ife.  I,  if  her  Hufband  were  dead  before,  'twere  a 
reafonable  Requefl;  if  you  were  dead,  I  could  be  con- 
tent to  be  fo. 

Clo-ivn.  Fie!  that's  not  likely;  for  thou  hadft  two 
Hufbands  before  me. 

JVife.  Thou  wouldft  not  have  me  die,  wouldft  thou 
Hufband .? 

Clozvn.  No,  I  do  not  fpeak  to  that  Purpofe-,  but  I 
fay,  what  Credit  it  were  for  me  and  thte,  if  thou 
wouldft,  then  thou  fliouldft  never  be  fufpedled  for  a 
Witch,  a  Phyfician,  a  Bawd,  or  any  of  thofe  things  ; 
and  then  how  daintily  fhould  I  mourn  for  thee,  how 
bravely  fhould  I  fee  thee  buried  •,  when,  alas  !  if  he 
goes  before,  it  cannot  choofe  but  be  a  great  Grief  to 
him  to  think  he  has  not  feen  his  Wife  well  buried. 
There  be  fuch  virtuous  W^omen  in  the  World  i  but  too 
lew,  too  few  who  defire  to  die  feven  Years  before  their 
Time  with  all  their  Hearts. 

Wife.  I  have  not  the  Heart  to  be  of  that  Mind  ;  but, 
indeed,  Hufband,  I  think  you  would  have  me  gone. 

Clown.  No,  alas !  I  fpeak  but  for  your  Good  and 
your  Credit  -,  for  when  a  Woman  may  die  quickly,  why 
fhould  Hie  go  to  Law  for  her  Death  ?  Alack  I  need  not 
wifh  thee  gone,  for  thou  haft  but  a  fhort  Time  to  ftay 
with  me,  you  do  no  not  know  how  near  'tis,  —  it  muft 
out,  you  have  but  a  Month  to  live  by  the  Law. 

IVife.  Out,  alas ! 

Clown.  Nay,  Icarce  fo  much. 

Wife.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  my  Heart !  {Swoons. 

Vol.  IV.  Q_  Clown. 
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Clown,  I,  lb?  If  thou  wouldft  go  away  quietly, 
'twere  fwcetly  done,  and  like  a  kind  Wife,  lie  but  a 
little  lonf^cr,  and  the  Bell  fhall  toll  for  thee. 

If^ije.  Oh  my  Heart,  but  a  Month  to  live  ? 

CUivH.  AJas  ;  why  wouldft  thou  come  back  again 
for  a  Month,  I'll  throw  her  down  again — Oh!  Woman, 
'tis  not  three  Weeks,  I  think  a  Fortnight  is  the  mofh 

JVife.  Nay,  then  1  am  gone  already.  [Swoons. 

Clown.  I  would  make  Hafte  to  the  Sexton  now,  but 
]*m  afraid  the  tolling  ot  the  Bell  will  wake  her  again. 
If  iTie  be  fo  wife  as  to  go  now, — flie  ftirs,  again  :  there's 
two  laves  of  the  nine  gone. 

IFife.  Oh!  v^ouldft  thou  not  help  to  recover  me, 
Hufband  .^ 

C/oavj.  Alas!  I  could  not  find  in  my  Heart  to  hold 
thee  by  thy  Nofe,  or  box  thy  Cheeks,  it  goes  againft 
my  Conkience. 

iFife.  1  will  not  be  thus  frighted  to  my  Death, 
I'll  fearch  the  Church  Records :  a  Fortnight 
'  Tis  too  little  of  Confcience,  I  cannot  be  lb  near  ; 

0  Time,  if  thou  be'ft  kind  lend  me  but  a  Year.     [&7. 
Cloivn.  What  a  Spight's  this,  that  a  Man  cannot  per- 

fuade  his  Wife  to  die  in  any  Time  with  her  good  Will. 

1  have  another  befpoke  already  \  though  a  Piece  of  old 
Beef  will  ferve  to  Breakfaft,  yet  a  Man  would  be  glad 
of  a  Chicken  to  Supper.  The  Clerk,  I  hope,  under- 
ftands  no  Hebrev;,  and  cannot  write  backward  what  he 
hath  writ  forward  already,  and  then  I  am  well  enough. 
'Tis  but  a  Month  at  moft,  if  that  were  gone,  my 
Venture  ccmts  in  with  her  two  for  one,  'tis  ufc  enough 
o'Confcience,  for  a  Brother,  if  he  had   a  Confcience. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     II 

Enter  Eugenia  ai  one  Door^  Siinonides,  Courtiers  at  the 

other. 

Eiig.  Genilemen  Courtiers. 

1  Cour.  All  your  Servants  Yovf'd,  Lady. 

M'Ug'  Oh!  I  rh4li  kill  myfelf  with  infinite  Laughter  • 
Will  Nobody  take  my  Part  ? 

8im.  An't  be  4  laughing  Bufinefs,  put  it  to  mc  -,  I'm 
one  of  the  bell  in  Europe,,  my  Father  died  lall  coo,  I 
have  the  moll  Caufe. 

Eug.  Tou  have  pick'ti  out  fuch  a  Time,  fweet  Gen- 
tlemen, to  ma|ie  your  Spleen  a  ^arqqet. 

Sim.  Oh,  the  ]d\.  Lady  !  I  have  a  Jaw  Hands  ready 
for't,  I'Ji  gape  half  Way  and  rneet  it. 

Eug.  My  old  Hufband,  thqt  cannot  fay  his  Prayers 
out  fur  Jealoufy  and  Madnefs,  at  your  coming  firft  to 
woo  mc — 

Sir,i.   Well  faid. 

1  Cour.  Go  on. 

2  Cour.  On,  on. 

Eug.  Takes  Counfel  with  the  Secrets  of  all  Art  to 
make  himfclf  youthful  again. 

Sim.  How  ^.   youthful :   ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Eug.  A  Man  of  forty-five  he  would  fain  feem  to  be  ; 
or  fcarcc  fo  much,  ^f  he  might  have  his  Will,  inJccd. 

Sim.  I,  but  his  white  H^irs  j  they'll  betray  his 
Hoarinefs. 

Eug.  Why  there  you  are  yn\d.p  \  he's  not  the  Man 
you  take  him  for,  nor  will  you  knovy  hirri  when  you  lee 
him  again,  there  wi!l  be  five  tooi^e  laid  upon  that. 

I  Cour.  How? 

^ug.  Nay,  you  did  well  tgl.^ijgh  faiptly  there,  Ipro- 
mife  you,  I  think  he'll  ouiliye  rrie  now,  and  deceive 
Law  and  all. 

Sim,  -Marry,  Gout  forbid! 

0^2  Eug' 
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Eug.  You  little  think  he  was  at  Fencing-fchool  at 
four  o'clock  this  Morning. 

Sim.  How,  at  Fencing-fchool  ? 

Eug.  Elfe  give  no  Truft  to  Woman. 

Sim.  By  this  Light  I  do  not  like  him,  then  •,  hc*s  like 
to  live  longer  than  I,  for  he  may  kill  me  firft,  now. 

Eug.  His  Dancer  now  came  in  as  I  met  you. 

1  Cour.  His  Dancer  too. 

Eug.  They  obferve  Turns  and  Hours  with  him,  the 
great  French  Rider  will  be  here  at  Ten  with  his  curvet- 
ing Horfe. 

2  Cour.  Thefenotwithftanding  his  Hair  and  Wrinkles 
will  betray  his  Age. 

Eug.  I'm  fure  his  Head  and  Beard,  as  he  has  order'd 
it,  look  not  paft  fifty  now  :  he'll  bring't  to  forty  within 
thefe  four  Days,  for  nine  Times  an  Hour,  at  leaft,  he 
takes  a  black  Lead  Comb  and  combs  it  over,  three 
Quarters  of  his  Beard  is  under  Fifty  •,  there's  but  a  little 
Tuft  of  fDurfcore  left,  all  of  one  Side,  which  will  be 
black  by  Monday.  And,  to  approve  my  Truth,  fee, 
where  he  comes :  laugh  fofdy  Gentlemen,  and  look 
upon  him. 

Enter  Lyfander. 

Sim.  Now  by  this  Hand  he's  almoft  black  i*th'  Mouth 
indeed. 

I  Cour.  He  fliould  die  fiiortly,  then. 

Sim.  Marry,  methinks  he  dies  too  faft:  already,  for 
he  was  all  white  but  a  Week  ago. 

1  Cour.  Oh!  this  fame  Coney- white  takes  an  excel- 
lent black  ;  too  foon,  a  Mifchief  on't. 

2  Cour.  He  will  beguile  us  all,  if  that  little  Tuft 
northward  turn  black  too. 

Eug.  Nay,  Sir,  I  wonder  'tis  fo  long  a  turning. 
Sim.  May  be  fome  Fairy's  Child  held  forth  at  Mid- 
night has  pifs'd  upon  that  Side. 
I  Cour.  Is  this  the  Beard  ? 

Lyfan, 
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Lyfan,  Ah,  Sirrah !  my  young  Boys,  I  fliall  be  for  you, 
This  little  mangy  Tuft  takes  up  more  Time 
Than  all  the  Beard  befide.     Come  you  a  wooing 
And  I  alive  and  lufty  ?  you  fhall  find 
An  Alteration,  Jack-boys,  I  have  a  Spirit  yet. 
An  I  could  match  my  Hair  to't,  there's  the  Fault, 
And  can  do  Offices  of  Youth  yet  lightly  : 
At  leaft,  I  will  do,  though  it  pain  me  a  little. 
Shall  not  a  Man,  for  a  little  foolifh  Age, 
Enjoy  his  Wife  to  himfelf,  muft  young  Court  Tits 
Play  Tom-boy's  Tricks  with  her,  and  he  live?  ha!_ 
I  have  Blood  that  will  not  bear  it;  yet,  I  confefs, 
1  fliould  be  at  my  Prayers— but  wherc's  theDancer,there. 

Enter  Dancer. 

Dane.  Here,  Sir. 

Lyfan.  Come,  come,  come,  one  Trick  a  Day, 
And  I  fhall  foon  recover  all  again. 

Eug.  'Slight,  an  you  laugh  too  loud,  we  are  all  dif- 
cover'd.  Gentlemen. 

Sim.  And  I  have  a  fcurvy  ginny  laugh  o'minc  own, 
"Will  fpoil  all,  Fm  afraid. 

Eug.  Marry,  take  Heed,  Sir. 

Sm.  Nay,  an  I   fhould  be  hang'd  I  can't  leav2  it  j 
Pup.  there  'tis. 

Eug.  Peace !  oh.  Peace ! 

Lyfan.  Come,  I  am  ready.   Sir. 
I  hear  the  Church  Book's  loft,  where  I  was  born. 
And  that  fliall  let  me  back  one  and  twenty  Years  j 
There  is  no  little  Comfort  left  in  that. 
And  my  three  Court-codlings  that  look  parboil'd. 
As  if  they  came  from  Cupid's  Scalding-houfe  - — 

Sim.  He  means  me'fpecially,  1  hold  my  Lite. 

Dane.  What  Trick  will  your  old  Worfhip  learn  this 
Morning,  Sir? 

L\fan.  Marry,  a  Trick,  if  thou  couldfl  teacha  Man 
To  keep  his  Wife  to  himfelf,  I'd  fain  iearn  that. 

Q^  3  Dan, 
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t)afi£.  That's  a  hard  Trick  for  an  old  Man  TpecialJy, 
The  Horfe- trick  comes  the  nearefi, 
L'lfan.  Thou  fayft  true,  1' Faith 
They  muft  be h6rs'd  indeed,  elfe  there's  no  keeping  on 'em 
And  Horfe-play  at  fourlcore  is  not  lb  ready.  [Sir. 

Banc.  Look  you,  here's  your  Worfhip's  Horfe-trick. 
Lyfan.  Nay,  fay  not  fo  ; 
*Tis  none  of  mine  j  I  fall  down  Horfe  and  Man, 
\\  I  but  offer  at  ir. 

I>iin.  My  Life  for  yours,  Sir. 
Lyfan.  Say'rt  thou  me  fo  ? 
t>anc.  Well  offer*^d,  by  my  Viol,  Sir. 
Lyfan.  A  Pox  of  this  Horfe-trick,  'tis  play'd  the 
Jade  with  me 
And  given  me  a  Wrench  i'th'  Back.  [Ground, 

Dane.  Now  here's  your  Inturne,  and  your  Trick  above 
Lyfan.  Pry'thee,  no  more,  unlefs  thou  haft  a  Mind 
To  lay  me  under- ground  ;  one  of  thefe  Tricks 
Is  enough  in  a  Morning. 

Banc.  For  your  Galliard,  Sir, 
You  are  compleat  enough.     I,  and  may  challenge 
The  proudeft  Coxcomb  of  'em  all,  111  ftand  to'r. 

Lyfan.  *Fairh  and  I've  other  Weapons  for  the  reft  too, 
I  have  prepar'd  for  'em,  if  e'er  I  take 
My  Gregories  here  again. 

Sim.  Oh  !  I  (liall  burft,  I  can  hold  out  no  longer. 
Eug.  He  fpoils  all, 

Lyfan.  The  Devil  and  his  Grinners !  are  you  come  ? 
Bring  forth  the  Weapons,  we  fhall  find  you  Play, 
All  Feats  of  Youth  to  Jack-boys,  Feats  of  Youth, 
And  thefe  the  Weapons,  drinking,  fencing,  dancing. 
Your  own  Road-ways,  you  Glifterpip-s.     I'm  old,  you 

fay; 
Yes,  parlous  old,  Kids  an  you  mark  me  well. 
This  Beard  cSnnot^get  Children,  you  lank  Suck-eggs, 
Unlefs  fuch  Weefels  come  fronrCourt  to  help  us. 
We  will  get  our  own  Brats,  you  lecherous  Dog-bolts. 


Enter ' 
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Enter  ivith  Glajfes. 

Well  faid,  down  with  t'm,  now  v.e  fliall  fee  your  Spit  its. 
What,  dwindle  you  already  ? 

2   Cottr.   I  have  no  Qiiality. 

Sim.  Nor  I,  uniefs  Drinking  may  be  reckon'J  for  one. 

I   Coiir.    Why  Sim.  it  fliill. 

Lyfan.  Come,  dare  you  chufc  your  Weapon,  now. 

1  Cour.  I,  Dancing,  Sir,  an  you  will  be  lo  hafty. 
Lyfan.   We're  tor  you,  Sir. 

2  Cour.  Fencing,  I. 
Lyfan.  We'll  aniwer  you  too. 

Sim.   I'm  For  Dri;^king  your  v.et  We.ipon  there. 

Lyfan,  That  wet  one  has  cod  many  a  Frincock'a  Life-, 
Ar.a  i  will  iend  it  through  you,  with  a  Powder. 

Sim.  Let  it  come,  with  a  Pox  j  I  care  not,  lb*:  be  Drink, 
I  hope  my  Guts  will  hold,  and  that's  e'en  all 
A  Gentleman  can  look  for  of  fuch  Trillibubs. 

Lyfan.   P'nv  the  firfl  Weapon-,  come  ftrike,    (Irike, 
I  fay. 
Yes,  yes,  you  fhall  be  firft  j  I'll  obferve  Court  Rules  : 

A.  Galiard  Laminiard 
Always  the  worft  goes  foremoft,  fo  'twill  prove,  I  hope. 
So,  Sir,  you've  fpit  your  Poifon  ;  now  come  I. 
Now,  forty  Years  go  backward  a-nd  aflld  me  1 
Fall  from  me  half  my  Age,  but  for  three  iVlinutes, 
That  I  may  leel  no  Crick  ^  I  will  put  fair  for't, 
Although  I  hazard  twenty  Sciaticas. 
S3,  I  have  hit  you. 

1  Cour.  You've  done  well,  I'faith,  Sir. 
Lyfan.  If  you  confefs  it  w^ll,  'lij  excellent. 

And  i  have  hit  you  found ly  ;   I  am  warm  now. 
The  fecond  Weapon  inftantly. 

2  Cour.  What,  lb  quick,  Sir  ? 

W^ill  you  not  allow  yourielf  a  breathing  Time  ? 

Lyjcin,  I've   Breatn   enough  at  all  Times,  Liicifcr^'s 
Mufl:-cat, 

0.4  To 


^32  T  H  E     O  L  D     L  A  W. 

To  give  your  perfum'd  Worfhip  three  Venues, 
A  found  old  Man  puts  his  Thru  ft  better  home 
Than  a  fpic'd  young  Man — there  I. 

2  Conr.  Then,  have  at  you,  fourfcore. 
Lyfan.  You  lye  twenty,  1  hope,  and  you  fhall  find  it. 
Sim.  I'm  glad  I  mils'd  this  Weapon,  I  had  an  Eye 
Pop'd  out  e'er  this  Time,  or  my  two  Butter-teeth 
Thruft    down    my   Throat    inftead   of   a    Slap-dra- 
gon, [they  fence, 
Lyfan.  There's  two  Pentweezle. 
'Dane.  Excellently  touch'd,  Sir. 
2  Cour.  Had  ever  Man  fuch  Luck .''  fpeak  your  Opi- 
nion, Gentlemen.  [ftill, 
Sim.  Methinks  your  Luck's  gocd  that  your  Eyes  are  in 
Mine  would  have  drop'd  out  like  a  Pig's  half  roafted. 
Lyfan.  There  wants  a  third—  and  there  'tis  again. 
2  Cour.  The  Devil  has  fteel'd  him. 
lB.ug.   What  a  flrong  Fiend  is  Jealoufy  '^. 
Lyfan.  You're  difpatch'd,  Bear-whelp. 
Sim.  Now  comes  my  Weapon  in. 
Lyfan.  Here  Toad ftool,  here. 
'Tis  with  you,  and  I  muft  play  thefe  three  wet  Venues. 

Sim.  Venue  in  Venice  Glafles ;  let  'em  come. 
They'll  bruife  no  Flefh,  I'm  fure,  nor  break  no  Bones. 
2  Cour.  Yet  you  may  drink  your  Eyes  out,   Sir. 
Sim.  I,  but  that's  nothing  ;  then  they  go  voluntarily  j 
I  do  not 
Love  to  have  'em  thruft:  out,  whether  they  will  or  no. 
Lyfan.  Here's  your  firft  Weapon,  Ducks- meat. 
Sim.  How  !   a  Dutch  what  d'  you  call  'em, 
'Stead  of  a  German  Falchion ;  a  flirewd  Weapon, 
And,  of  all  things,   hard  to  be  taken  down  : 
Yet  down  it  mult,  I  have  a  Nofe  goes  into't; 
I  fhall  drink  double,   I  think. 
I  Cour.  The  fooner  off,  Sim. 

Lyfan.  I'll  pay  you  fpeedily with  a  Trick. 

I  learnt  once  amongfi:  Drunkards,   here's  Half-pike. 
Sim.  Half-pike  ccmes  well  dt^xDuicb  what  do  you 
call  'em,     - 

They'd 
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They'd  never  be  afunder  by  their  good  Will. 

I  Coitr.  Well  pull'd  of  an  old  Fellow. 

Lyfan.  Oh  !  but  your  Fellows 
Pull  better  at  a  Rope. 

I   Cour.  There's  a  Hair,  Sim, 
In  that  Glafs. 

Sim.  An't  be  as  long  as  a  Halter,  down  it  goes ; 
No  Hair  (hall  crofs  me. 

Lyfan.  I  make  you  (link  worfc:  than  your  Polecats  do. 
Here's  long  Sword  your  laft  Weapon. 

Sim.  No  more  Weapons. 

1  Cour.    Why,    how   now,    Sim?    bear  up,    thou 

(ham'd  us  all,  elfe. 
Sim.  'Slight  I  fliall  (hame  you  worfe,  an  I  (lay  longer. 
I  have  got  the  Scotoma  in  my  Head  already. 
The  Whimfey,  you  all  turn  round — do  not  you  dance. 

Gallants .?  [laft  Venue. 

2  Ccur.  Pifli!  what's  all  this.'*  why  Sim.  look  the 
Sim.  No  more  Venues  go  down  here,  for  theie  two 

are  coming  up  again. 

2  Cour.  Out!  The  Difgrace  of  Drinkers! 

Sim.  Yes,  'twill  out, 
Do  you  fmell  nothing  yet } 

I   Cour.  Smell.'' 

Sim.  Farewell,  quickly  then  it  will  do,  if  I   ftay 

[Exit, 

I   Cour.  A  Foil  go  with  thee. 

Lyfan.  What  fhall  we  put  down  Youth   at  her  own 
Virtues  ? 
Beat  Folly  in  her  own  Ground.''  wondrous  much! 
Why  may  not  we  be  held  as  full  fufHcient 
To  love  our  own  Wives,  get  our  own  Children, 
And  live  in  free  Peace  *till  we  be  di(rolved  ? 
For  fuch  Spring-buttcrf^ies  that  are  gaudy  wing'd. 
But  no  more  Subftance  than  thofc  fhamble  Flies 
Which  Butchers  Boys  fnap  between  Sleep  and  Waking, 
Come  but  to  crufh  you  once,  you  are  but  Maggots, 
For  all  your  beamy  Qut-fides. 

A  Enter 
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Enter  Clean  thes. 


Eug.  Here's  Ckanthes, 
He  comes  tochide-,— let  him  alonea  little. 
Our  Caufe  will  be  reveng'd,  look,  look,  his  Face 
Is  fee  for  ftormy  Weather;  do  but  mark 
How  the  Clouds  gather  in  it,  'twill  pour  down  ftraight. 

Clean.  Methinks,  I  partly  know  you,  that's  my  Grief. 
Could  you  not  all  be  loft,  that  had  been  handfome. 
But  to  be  known  at  all  'tis  more  than  fliameful. 
Why,  was  not  your  Name  wont  to  be  Lyfander  ? 

Lyfan.  'Tis  fo  ftill,  Coz. 

Clean.  Judgment,  defer  thy  coming !  elfe  this  Man's 
miferable. 

Eug.  I  told  you  there  would  be  a  Shower  anon. 

2  Ceur.  We'll  in  and  hide  our  Noddles. 

[Exenni  Cotirtkrs  and  Eugenia. 

Clean.  What  Devil  brought  this  Colour  to  your  Mind 
Which,  fince  your  Childhood,  I  ne'er  law  you  wear  \ 
You  were  ever  of  an  innocent  Glois 
Since  I  was  ripe  for  Knowledge,  and  would  you  lofe  it^ 
And  change  the  Livery  of  Saints  and  Angels 
For  this  mixc  Monftroufnefs,  to  force  a  Ground 
That  has  been  fo  long  hallowed  like  a  Temple, 
To  bring  forth  Fruits  of  Earth  now,  and  turn  back 
To  the  wild  Cries  of  Luft,  and  the  Complexion 
Of  Sin  in  A61,  loft  and  long  fince  repented  } 
Would  you  begin  a  Work  ne'er  yet  attempted  j 
To  pull  Time  backward  ? 
See  what  your  Wife  will  do ;  are  your  Wits  perfe(5l.^ 

Lyfan.  My  Wits? 

Clean.  I  like  it  ten  Times  worfe,  for  it  had  been  fafer 
Now  to  be  mad,  and  more  excufable. 
I  hear  you  dance  again  and  do  ftrange  Follies. 

Lyfan.  I  muft  confefs,  I  have  been  put  to  fome,Coz. 

Clean.  And  yet  you  are  not  mad  -,  pray,  fay  not  fo  : 
Give  me  that  Comfort  of  you,  that  you  are  mad. 

That 
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That  I  may  think  you  arc  at  wortl ;  for  if 

You  are  not  mad,  I  then  mud  guefs  you  liave 

The  firft  of  fome  Dilcafe,  was  never  heard  of. 

Which  may  be  worfe  than  Madnefs,  and  more  fearful  j 

You'd  weep  to  fee  yourfelf,  clfe,  and  your  Care 

To  pray  wou'd  quickly  turn  you  whice  again. 

I  had  a  Father,  had  he  liv'd  his  Month  out 

But  to  have  i'ttn  this  mofc  prodigious  Folly, 

There  needed  not  the  Law  to  have  cut  him  ofi*: 

The  Sight  of  this  had  prov'd  his  Executioner, 

And  broke  his  Heart,  he  would  have  held  it  equal 

Done  to  a  Sanduary,  for  what  is  Age 

But  the  holy  Place  of  Life,  Chapel  of  Eafc 

For  all  Men's  wearied  Miferies,  and  to  rob 

That  of  her  Ornament,,  it  is  as  accu;{l 

As  from  a  Prielt  to  ileal  a  holy  Veilment, 

I,  and  convert  it  to  a  fmful  Covering.  [Exit  Lyfan. 

I  fee't  has  done  him  good  -,  Bleflfing  go  with  it, 

Such  as  may  make  him  pure  again. 

E filer  Eugenia. 

Eug.  'Twas  bravely  touch'd  I  'Faith,  Sir. 

Clean.  Oh  you  are  welcome. 

Eug.   Exceedingly  well  handled. 

Cieun.  'Tis  to  you  I  come  •,  he  fell  but  in  my  Way. 

Eug.  You  mark'd  his  Beard,  Coufm. 

Clean.  Mark  me 

Eug.  Did  you  ever  fee  F^air  fochang'd  ? 

Clean.   I  mud  be  forc'd  to  wake  her  loudly  to, 
The  Devil  has  rock'd  her  fo  faft  afleep — Strumpet ! 

Eug.  Do  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Clean.   Whore ! 

Eug.  How  do  you,  Sir  ^ 

Clean.  Be  I  ne'er  fowell 
I  muft  be  fick  of  thee,  th'art  a  Difeafe 
That  ftickeft  to  the  Heart, — as  all  fuch  Women  are. 

Eug.  What  ails  our  Kindred  r 

Clean, 
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Clean.  Blefs  me,  (he  fleeps  flill ! 
Whac  a  dead  Modcfty  is  in  this  Woman, 
Will  never  blufh  again  !  Look  on  thy  Work 
But  with  a  chriftian  Eye,  'twould  turn  thy  Heart 
Into  a  Shower  of  Blood,  to  be  the  Caufe 
Of  that  old  Man's  Deftru6lion,  think  upon't. 
Ruin  eternally ;  for,  through  thy  loofe  Follies, 
Heaven  has  found  him  a  fain!  Servant  lately, 
His  Goodnefs  has  gone  backward,  and  ingcnder'd 
With  his  old  Sins  again,  has  loft  his  Prayers 
And  all  the  Tears  that  were  Companions  with  'em. 
And  like  a  blind-fold  Man,  giddy  and  blinded 
Thinking  he  goes  right  on  ftill,  fwerves  but  one  Foot 
And  turns  to  the  fame  Place  where  he  fet  out ; 
So  he,  that  took  his  Farewel  of  the  World 
And  caft  the  Joys  behind  him,  out  of  Sight, 
Sum*d  up  his  Hours,  made  even  with  Time  and  Men, 
Is  now  in  Heart  arriv'd  at  Youth  again  ; 
All  by  thy  Wildnefs,  thy  too  hafty  Lull 
Has  driven  him  to  this  ilrong  Apoftacy  j 
Immodefty  like  thine  was  never  equall'd. 
I've  heard  of  Women,  (Ihall  I  call  'em  lb) 
Have  welcom'd  Suitors  e'er  the  Corps  were  cold  j 
But  thou,  thy  Hufband  living — thou'rt  too  bold. 

Eug.  Well  have  you  done  now.  Sir  ? 

Cka^j.  Look,  look  !   fhe  fmiles  yet. 

Eug.  All  this  is  nothing  to  a  Mind  refolv'd, 
Aflv  any  Woman  that,  fhe'll  tell  you  fo  much. 
You  have  only  fhewn  a  pretty  faucy  Wit, 
Which  I  fhall  not  forget,  nor  to  requite  it, — 
You  ihall  hear  from  me  fhortly. 

Clean.  Shamelefs  Woman, 
I  take  my  Counfel  from  thee,  'tis  too  honeft, 
And  leave  thee  wholly  to  thy  ftronger  Matter, 
Blefs  the  Sex  of  thee  from  thee  I  that's  my  Prayer. 
We*re  all  like  thee,  fo  impudently  common, 
There's  no  Man  would  be  found  to  wed  a  Woman. 

[ExiL 
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Eug.  I'll  fit  you  glorioufly. 
He  that  attempts  to  take  away  my  Pleafure, 
I'll  rake  away  his  Joy,  and  I  can  'lure  him 
His  conceal'd  Father  pays  for't.     I'll  e'en  tell 
Him  that  I  mean  to  make  my  Hufband  next. 
And  he  Ihall  tell  the  Duke.-^Mafs,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Simonides. 

Sim.  Has  had  about  with  me  too. 

Eug.  What?  no  fince,  Sir? 

Sim.  A  Flirt,  a  little  Flirt  i  hecall'd  me  ftrange  Names 
But  I  ne'er  minded  him. 

Eug.  You   fhall  quit  him,    Sir,  when  he  as  little 
minds  you. 

Siin.  I  like  that  well. 
I  love  to  be  reveng'd  when  no  one  thinks  of  me. 
There's  little  Danger  that  Way. 

Eug.  This  is  it  then 
He  you  fhall  ftrike,  your  Stroke  fhall  be  profound. 
And  yet  your  Foe  not  guefs  who  gave  the  Wound. 

Sim.  O'  my  Troth,  I  love  to  give   luch  Wounds. 

lExeunt, 


The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 


ACT 
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A  C  T.     IV.         S  C  E  N  E.    I. 


Enter  Clo-wn^   Butler^   Bailiffs   Taylor^   Cook^  Drawer^ 
Wench.. 

Z)r/2W.TT  TElcome,  Gentlemen!  V^ill  you  not  draw 
Y  y     near?  will  you  drink  at  Door,  Gentlemen  ? 

But.  Oh  !  the  Summer  Air  is  beft. 

Draw,  What  Wine  will  pleafe  you  drink,  Gentlemen? 

But.  Be  Clare^  Sirrah.  {Exit  Drawer ^ 

Clown.  What  y'are  all  fped  already,  Bullies? 

Cook.  My  Widow's  i'th'  Spit  and  half  ready.  Lad, 
a  Turn  or  two  more  and  I  have  done  with  her. 

Clown.  Then,  Cook,  I  hope  you  have  bailed  her  be- 
fore this  Time. 

Cock.  And  (luck  her  with  Rofemary  too,  to  fweeten 
her ;  (he  was  tainted  e'er  fhe  came  to  my  Hands.  What 
an  old  Piece  of  Flefh  of  Fift)  Nine,  Eleven  Months, 
and  upwards,  fhe  muft  needs  be  Fly-blown. 

Cloivn.  Put  her  off,  put  her  off,  chough  you  lofe  by 
her;  the  Weather's  hot. 

Ccok.  Why,  Drawer  ? 


Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  By  and  by  —  here.  Gentlemen,  here's  the 
(Juinteffence  ox  Greece],  the  Sages  never  drunk  better 
Grape. 

Cook.  Sir,  the  m.ad  Greeks  of  this  Age  can  tafle  their 
Palermo  as  well  as  the  fage  Greeks  did  before  'em— ^Fill 
Lick-fpiggot. 

Draw,  ^d  mum.  Sir. 

Clown.  My  Friends,  I  mufl  doubly  invite  you  all 
the  filth  of  the  next  Month,  to  the  Funeral  of  my  firfl: 

Wife, 
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Wife,  and  to  the  Marriage  of  my  Second,  my  two  to 
One,  this  is  flie. 

Ccok.  I  hope  fome  of  us  will  be  ready  for  the  Funeral 
of  our  Wives  by  that  Time,  to  go  with  theej  but  fhall 
ihey  be  both  of  a  Day  ? 

Clo'von.  Oh!  bell  of  all,  Sir-,  where  Sorrow  and  Joy 
meet  together,  one  will  help  away  with  another  the 
better.  Bcfides,  there  will  be  Charges  lav'd  too  •,  th« 
lame  Rofemary  that  krves  for  the  1^  uneral,  will  fcrve 
for  the  Wedding. 

But,  How  long  do  you  make  Account  to  be  a  Wi- 
dower, Sir? 

Clown.  Some  half  an  Hour,  long  enough  a'Confcience. 
Come,  come,  let's  iiave  fome  Agility  ;  is  there  no 
Mufick  in  the  Houfe  ? 

Draw.  Yes,  Sir,  here  are  fweet  Wire-drawers  in  the 
Houfc. 

Cook.  Oh !    that  makes  them  and  you  feldom  part, 
you  are  W^ine-drawers,   and  they  Wire-drawers. 
'Tayl.  And  both  govern  by  the  Pegs  too. 
Clown.  And  you  have  Pipes  in  your  Confort  too. 
Draw.  And  Sack-butts  too.  Sir. 
But.  But   the    Heads  of  your   Inftruments   differ ; 
yours  are  Hogfheads  their  Cittern  and  Gittern  Heads. 
Bail.   All  wooden  Heads  -,  there  they  meet  again. 
Cook.  Bid  'em  ftrike  up,  we'll  have  a  Dance,  Gnotbc, 
come,  thou  flialt  foot  it  too.  {Exit  Drawer. 

Clown.  No  dancing  with  me,  we  \\:\vt  Siren  here. 
Cook.  Siren  ?  'Twas  Hi r en  ihc  fair  Greek,  Man. 
Clown.  Five  Drachms  of  that  j  I   fay  Siren  the  fair 
Greek,  and  fo  are  all  fair  Greeks. 

Cook.  A  Match,  five  Drachms  her  Name  was  Hiren. 
Clown.  Siren's  Name  was  Siren  for  five  Drachms. 
Cock.  'Tis  done. 

^ayl.  Take  heed  what  you  do,  Gnotho. 
Clown.  Do  not  I  know  our  own  Country-women, 
Siren  and  Nell  oi  Greece,  two  of  the  fa  reft  Creeks,  that 
ever  were. 

Cook.  That  Nell  was  HelUn  of  Greece  too. 

Clcwn. 
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Clown.  As  long  as  fhe  tarried  with  her  Hufband,  fhe 
was  Ellen  \  but,  after  fhe  came  to  2>cy,  flie  was  Nelt 
Q^Troy^  or  bonny  Nell^  whether  you  will  or  no. 

Tayl.  Why,  did  fhe  grow  fhorter,  when  fhe  came  to 
Troy  ? 

Clown.  She  grew  longer,  if  you  mark  the  Story. 
When  fhe  grew  to  be  an  Ell,  fhe  was  deeper  than  any 
Yard  of  Troy  could  reach  by  a  Qiiarter ;  there  was 
Crejftda  was  'Troy  Weight,  and  Nell  was  Avoirdupois  •, 
fhe  held  more,  by  four  Ounces  than  Crejfida. 

Bail.  Hiey  fay  fhe  caufed  many  Wounds  to  be  given 
in  Troy. 

Clown.  True,  flie  was  wounded  there  herfelf,  and 
cur'd  again  by  Plaifler  of  Paris.,  and,  ever  llnce  that, 
has  been  us'd  to  Hop  Holes  with. 

Enter  Tfrawer. 

Draw.  Gentlemen,  if  you  be  difpofed  to  be  merry, 
the  Mufick  is  ready  to  ftrike  up,  and  here's  a  Conforc 
of  mad  Greeks ;  I  know  not  whether  they  be  Men  of 
Women,  or  between  both,  they  have,  what  you  call 
'em,  Vizards  on  their  Faces. 

Cook,  Vizards,  good  Man  Lick-fpiggot  .^ 

But.  If  they  be  wife  Women,  they  may  be  Vizards 
too. 

Draw.  They  defire  to  enter  amongfl:  any  merry  Com- 
pany of  Gentlemen-good-fcllows  for  a  Strain  or  two. 

'Enter  old  IFomen,  Gnotho's  Dance: 

Cook.  We'll  flrain  ourfeives  with  'em,  fay  j  let  *cm 
come,  now  for  the  Honour  of  Epire, 

Clown.  She-dancing  with  me,  we  have  Siren  here. 

The  Dance  of  old  IFomen  majk^d^  then  offer  to  take 
the  Men.,  they  agree  all  but  Gnotho,  he  fits  with 
his  Wench.,  after  they  zvhifper. 

Cock. 
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Cook,  i,  fo  kind  ?  then  every  one  his  Wench  to  his 
feveral  Room  :  Gnotho.,  we  are  all  provided  now  as  you 
are.  [^Exeunt  each  with  his  IFtfe,  Manet  Clown^ 

Wench^  Gnotho's  Wife  umnajk^d. 
Clown.  I  fhall  have  two,  ic   fcems :  Away!  1   have 
^iren  here  already 
.    Wife.   What,  a  Mermaid  ? 

Clown.  No,  but  a  Maid,  Horfe-face  j  oh!  old  Wo- 
man, is  it  you  ? 

Wife.  Yes,  'tis  I  -,  all  the  reft  have  gull'd  ihemfelves, 
and  talcen  their  own  Wives,  and  fhall  know  that  they 
have  done  more  than  they  can  well  anlwer,  but  I  pray 
you,  Hufband,  what  arc  you  doing  ? 

Clown.  'Faith,  thus  fhould  I  do,  if  thou  wert  dead, 
old  Ag.  and  thou  hail  not  long  to  live,  I'm  fare. 
We  have  Siren  here. 

Wife.  Art  thou  lb  fhamekfs,  whilft  I  am  living,  to 
keep  one  under  my  Nofe. 

Clown.  No  Ag.  I  do  prize  her  far  above  thy  Nofe ; 
if  thou  wouldll  lay  me  both  thine  Eyes  in  my  Hand  to 
boor,  I'll  not  leave  her  ;  art  not  afham'd  to  be  ften  in  a 
Tavern,  and  haft  fcarce  a  Fortnight  to  live?  oh!  old 
Woman  what  art  thou  ?  muft  thou  find  no  Time  to 
think  of  thy  P2nd  ? 

Wife.  O  unkind  Villain! 

Clown.  And  then.  Sweet-heart,  thou  ftialt'  have  two 
new  Gowns,  and  the  beft  of  this  old  Woman's  fhall 
make  thee  Rayments  for  the  working  Days. 

Wife.  O  Rafcal !  doft  thou  quarter  my  Cloaths  al- 
ready too. 

Clown.  Her  Ruffs  will  ferve  thee  for  nothing  but  to 
wafh  Diftiesi  for  thou  fhalt  have  nine  of  the  new 
Faftiion. 

Wife.  Impudent  Villain,  ftiamelefs  Flarlot ! 
Clown.  You  may  hear  fhe  never  wore  any  but  Rails  all 
her  Life-time. 

Wife.  Let  me  come,  I'll  tear  the  Strumpet  from  him. 

Clown.  Dar'ft    thou   call    my  Wife  Strumpet,  thou 

Preterpluperfeift  Tenfe  of  a  Woman?  I'll  make  thee  do 

Vol.  IV.  R  Penance 
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Penance  in  the  Sheet  thou  (halt  be  buried  in-,  abufe  my 
Choice?  my  two  to  one. 

mfe.  No,  unkind  Villain !  I'll  deceive  thee  yet: 
I  have  a  Reprieve  for  Five  Years  of  Life  j 
lam  with  Child. 

mnch.  Cud  fo,  Gnotho,  I'll  not  tarry  fo  long;  Five 
Years  ?  I  may  bury  two  Hufbands  by  that  Time. 

Clown.  Alas!  give  the  poor  Woman  Leave  to  talk, 
fhe  with  Child?  I,  with  a  Puppy,  as  long  as  I  have  thee 
by  me,  Ihe  fhall  not  be  with  Child,  I  warrant  thee. 

mje.  The  Law,  and  thou,  and  all  fhall  find  I  am 
with  Child. 

Clown.  I'll  take  my  corporal  Oath  I  begat  it  not  -, 
and  then  thou  dieft  for  Adultery. 

IVife.  No  matter  •,  that  will  alk  fome  Time  in  the 

Proof. 

Clown.  Oh !  you'd  be  fton'd  to  Death,  would  you  ? 
all  old  Women  would  die  o'  that  Fafliion  with  all  their 
Hearts-,  but  the  Law  Ihall  overthrow  you,  the  t'other 
way,  firft. 

Wench.  Indeed  if  it  be  fo,  I  will  not  linger  fo  long, 
Gnothc. 

Clown.  Away,  away !  fome  Botcher  has  got  it ;  *tis 
but  a  Cufhion,  I  warrant  thee :  The  old  Woman  is 
loth  to  depart;  Ihe  never  fung  other  Tune  in  her  Life. 

ff^ench.  We  will  not  have  our  Nofes  bor'd  with  a 
Culhion,  if  it  be  fo. 

Clown.  Go,  go  thy  Ways,  thou  old  Almanack !  at 
the  Twenty-eighth  Day  of  December^  e'en  almofl  out  of 
Date,  down  on  thy  Knees,  and  make  thee  ready  ;  fell 
fome  of  thy  Cloaths  to  buy  thee  a  Death's  Head,  and  put 
upon  thy  middle  Finger,  your  leaft  confidering  Bawds 
do  fo  much;  be  not  thou  worfe,  though  thou  art  an  old 
Woman,  as  Ihe  is,  I  am  cloy'd  with  old  Stock-fifh  -, 
here's  a  young  Perch  is  fweeter  Meat  by  half,  pry'thee, 
die  before  thy  Day,  if  thou  canft,  that  thou  may'ft  not 
be  counted  a  Witch. 

fFife.  No,  thou  art  a  Witch,  and  I'll  prove  it,  I  faid 
1  was  with  Child,  thou  knew'ft  no  other  but  by  Sor- 
cery, 
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eery.  Thou  faid'ft  it  was  a  Cufhion,  and  fo  it  is  \  ti)ou 
art  a  Witch  for'r,  Til  be  fworn  to'r. 

Clown.  H;i,  ha,  ha !  I  told  thee  'twas  a  Cufhion. 
Go  get  thy  Sheet  ready  j  we'll  fee  thee  buried  as  v^e  go 
to  Church  to  be  married.  [^Exit. 

Wife.  Nay  I'll  follow  thee,  and  fhew  myfclf  a  Wife. 
I'll  plague  thee  as  long  as  I  live  with  thee;  and  I'll  bury 
fome  Money  before  I  die  that  my  Ghoft  m.iy  haunt  :hec 
nftcrward.  [£jc-;>. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Cleanthes, 

Clean.  What's  that  ?  oh!  nothing  but  the  whifpVing 
W^ind, 
Breaths  through  yon  churlilh  Hauthorn  that  grew  rude 
As  if  it  chid  the  gentle  Breadth  that  kifs'd  it. 
I  cannot  be  too  circumfpedl,  too  careiul ; 
For  in  thcfe  Woods  lies  hid  all  my  Life's  Treafure, 
Which  is  too  much  ever  to  fear  to  lofe  \ 
Though  it  be  never  'oft,  and  if  our  Watchfulnefs 
Ought  to  be  wife  and  ferious  'gainfl:  a  Thief 
That  comes  to  fteal  our  Goods,  things  all  withoucus. 
That  proves  Vexation  often  more  than  Comfort, 
How  mighty  ought  our  Providence  to  be 
To  prevent  thofe,  if  any  fuch  there  were, 
That  come  to  rob  our  Bofom  of  our  Joys, 
That  only  makes  poor  Man  delight  to  live? 
Pfliai  I'm  too  fearful— .Fie,  fie!  who  can  hurt  me? 
But  'tis  a  general  Cowardice,  that  fhakes 
The  Nerves  of  Confidence;  he  that  hides  Treafure, 
Imagines  every  one  thinks  of  that  Place, 
When  'tis  a  thing  leaft  minded;  nay,  kt  him  change 
The  Place  continually,  where'er  it  keeps. 
There  will  the  Fear  keep  fliil  ;  yonder's  the  Storehouie 
Of  all  my  Comfort  now—and,  fee  it  fends  forth 

R  2  Enter 
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Enter  Hippolita. 

A  dear  one,  to  me,  precious  chief  of  Women! 
How  does  the  good  old  Soul  ?  has  he  fed  well  ? 

Hip.  Belhrew  me,  Sir,  he  made  the  hear  tied  Meal 
to  Day, 
Mucb.good  may't  do  his  Health. 

Clean.  A  Bleffing  on  thee. 
Both  for  thy  News  and  Wilh. 

Hip.  His  Stomach,  Sir, 
Is  better'd  wondroufly,  fince  his  Concealment. 

Clean.  Heav'n  has  a  bleffed  Work  in't.  Come,  we're 
fafe  here, 
1  pry'thee,  call  him  forth,  the  Air  is  much  wholfomer. 

Hip.  Father. 

£»/fr,Leonides. 

Leon.  How  fweetly   founds  the  Voice  of  a   good 
Woman ! 
It  is  fo  ft  Idom  heard,  that,  when  it  fpeaks, 
It  raviflies  all  Senfes.     Lifts  of  Honour, 
I've  a  Joy  weeps  to  fee  you,  'tis  fo  full. 
So  fairly  fruitful, 

Clean.  I  hope  to  fee  you  often,  and  return 
Loaden  with  Blcflings,  ftill  to  pour  on  fome, 
I  find  'em  all  in  my  contented  Peace, 
And  lofe  not  one  in  thoufands,  they  are  difperfed 
So  glorioufly,  I  know  not  which  are  brighteft -, 
I  find  'em,  as  Angels  are  found,  by  Legions: 
Firft,  in  the  Love  and  Honefty  of  a  Wife, 
Which  is  the  firft  and  chiefeft  of  all  temporal  Bleflings, 
Next  in  yourfelf,  which  is  the  Hope  and  Joy 
Of  all  my  Adions,  my  Affairs,  my  Wifhes; 
And  lartly,  which  crowns  all,  I  find  my  Soul 

Crown'd 
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Crown\l  with  the  Peace  of 'cm,  th'ererna!  Riches, 
Man's  only  Portion  for  his  heavenly  Marriage. 

Leon.  Rife,  thou  art  all  Obedience,  Love  and  Good- 
nefs. 
I  dare  fay  that  which  thoufand  Fathers  cannot. 
And  that's  my  precious  Comfort,  never  Son 
Was  in  the  Way  more  of  celeftial  Rifing, 
Thou  art  fo  made  of  fuch  afcending  Virtue 
That  all  the  Powers  of  Hell  cannot  fink  [hee,  \a  Ilom. 

Clean.  Ha! 

Leou.   What  was't  difturbed  my  Joy  ? 

Clean.  Did  you  not  hear. 
As  a  far  off?  •* 

Hip.  What  my  excellent  Confort? 

Clean.  Nor  you. 

Hip.  I  h^ard  a \a  liorn. 

Clean,  Hark,  again? 

heon.  Blefs  my  Joy  ! 
What  ails  it  on  a  fudden  ? 

Clean.  Now  fince — lately. 

Leon.  'Tis  nothing  but  a  Symptom  of  thy  Carej  Man. 

Clean.  Alas!  you  do  not  hear  well. 

Leon.  What  was't  Daughter?  [£x/V  Leon. 

Hip.  I  heard  a  Sound,  twice.  {a  Horn. 

Clean.  Hark!   Lcuder  and  nearer  : 
In.,  for  the  precious  Good  of  Virtue,  quick.  Sir! 
Louder  and  nearer  yet;  at  Hand,  at  Hand  ; 
A  tlunting  here  ?  'tis  ftrange  !   1  never 
Knew  Game  followed  in  thefe  Woods  before. 


Enter  Duke.,  Simonides,  Courtiers.,  and  Executioner, 

Hip.  Now,  let  'em  come  and  fpare  not. 
Clean.  Ha!  'tis,— is't  not  the  Duke  ?— look  fparingly. 
Hip.  'Tis  he  ;  but  what  of  that?  Alas,  take   heed. 
Sir! 
Your  Care  will  overthrow  us. 

R  3  Clean. 
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Clean.  Come,  it  fhall  not, 
Let's  fet  a  pleafant  Face  upon  our  Fears, 
Though  our  Hearts  fhake  with  Horror, — ha,  ha,  ha! 
Duke.  Hark! 
Clean.  Fry'thee,  proceed; 
l*m  taken  with  thefe  light  things  infinitely, 
Since  the  old  Man's  Deceafe ;  ha  ! — fo  they  parted  ?  ha, 
ha,  ha  1  [merry 

Vtile.  Why  how  fhould  I  believe  this  ?  Look,  he's 
As  it  he  had  no  fuch  Charge  ?  One  with  that  Care 
Could  never  be  fo  flilli  he  holds  his  Temper, 
And  *tis  the  fame  ftill,  with  no  Difference, 
He  brought  his  Father's  Corps  to  the  Grave  with. 
He  laugh'd  thus  then,  you  know. 

I  Coiir.  1,  he  may  laugh,  my  Lord-, 
That  fhows  but  how  he  glories  in  his  Cunning, 
And,  perhaps,  done  more  to  advance  his  Wit, 
Than  to  exprefs  Affeflion  to  his  Father, 
That  only  he  has  overeach'd  the  Law. 

Sim,  He  tells  you  right,  my  Lord,  his  ov.'n  Coufin- 
German 
ReveaI'd  it  firft  to  mej  a  free  tongu*d  Woman, 
And  very  excellent  at  telling  Secrets. 

Duke.  If  a  Contempt  can  be  fo  neatly  carried  5 
It  gives  me  Caufe  of  Wonder. 

Sim.  *Troth,  my  Lord, 
Twill  prove  a  delicate  Cozening,  I  believe  : 
I'd  have  no  Scrivener  offer  to  come  near  ic. 
Duke.  Cleanthes. 
Clean.  My  lov'd  Lord. 
Duke.  Not  mov'd  a  whit ! 
Conftant  to  lightening  ftill?  'tis  ftrange  to  meet  you 
Upon  a  Ground  fo  unfrequented,  Sir: 
This  does  not  fit  your  Paffion  ;  you're  for  Mirth, 
Or  I  miftake  you  much. 
Clean.  But  finding  it 
Grow  to  a  noted  Imperfection  in  me, 
(For  any  thing  too  much  is  vicious) 
I  come  to  thefe  difconfolate  Walks,  of  Purpofe 

Only 
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Only  to  dull  and  take  away  the  Edge  on't. 
I  ever  had  a  greater  Zeal  to  Sadnefs  •, 
A  natural  Propenfion,  I  confefs,  my  Lord, 
Before  that  chearful  Accident  fell  out, 
IF  I  may  call  a  Father's  Funeral  chearful 
Without  Wrong  done  to  Duty  or  my  Love. 

Duke,  It  feems,    then,    you  take  Pleafure  in  thefc 
Walks,  Sir. 

Clean.  Contemplative  content  I  do,  my  Lord  : 
They  bring  into  my  Mind  oft  Meditations 
So  fweetly  precious,  that  in  the  Parting 
I  find  a  Shower  of  Grace  upon  my  Cheeks, 
They  take  their  Leave  fo  feelingly. 

Duke.  So,   Sir  ? 

Clean.  Which  is  a  kind  of  grave  Delight,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  And  I've  a  fmall  Caufe,  Cleanthes,  to  afford 
you 
The  lead  Delight  that  has  a  Name. 

Clean.  My  Lord? 

Sim.  Now  it  begins  to  fadge. 

I  Cour.  Peace!  thou  art  fo  greedy,  Sira. 

Duke.  In  your  Excefs  of  Joy  you  have  exprefs'd 
Your  Rancour  and  Contempt  againft  my  Law  : 
Your  Smiles  deferve  Fining,  you  have  profefs'dj 
Derifion  openly,  e'en  to  my  Face, 
Which  might  be  Death,  a  little  more  incenfed. 
You  do  not  come  for  any  Freedom  here, 
But  for  a  Projed  of  your  own  ; 
But  all  that's  known  to  be  contentful  to  thee. 
Shall  in  the  Ufe  prove  deadly.     Your  Life's  mine : 
If  ever  thy  Prefumption  do  but  lead  thee 
Into  thefe  Walks  again,— I,   or  that  Woman,—.      • 
I'll  have  'em  watch'd  aPurpofe — 

I  Cour,  Now,  now,  his  Colour  ebbs  and  fl-ows. 

Sim.  Mark  hers  too.  [Man,  now  I 

Hip.  Oh !  who  fhall  bring  Food  to  the  poor   old 

Speak  fomewhat,  good  Sir,  or  we're   loft  for  ever  ? 

'^  [aTuie. 

R  4  Uian^_ 
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Clean.  Oh !  you  did  wondrous  ill  to  call  me  again  j 
There  are  not  Words  to  help  us,   if  I  entrcar, 
'Tis  iound  >  that  will  betray  us  worfe  than  Silence  -,    . 
Pry'ihee  let  Hcav'n  alone,  and  let's  fay  nothing,     [afide 

I   Cour.  You've  ilruck  'enn  dumb,  my  Lord. 

Sim.  Look  how  Guilt  looks  ! 
I  would  not  have  that  Fear  upon  my  Flefh 
To  fave  ten  Fathers. 

Clean.  He  is  fafe  ftill,  is  he  not  .?  ^ 

Hip.  Oh  I  you  do  ill  to  doubt  it.  >  apart 

Clean.  Thou  art  all  Goodncfs.  J^ 

Sim.  Now  does  your  Grace  believe  ? 

Duke.  '1  is  too  apparent.  . 
Search,  make  a  fpeedy  Search  ;    for  the  Impollure 
Cannot  be  far  off,   by  the  Fear  it  fends. 

Clean.  Ha!  [Lord, 

Sim.   'Has  the  Lapwing's  Cunning,  Fm    afiaid,  my 
That  cries  moft  when  fhe's  fartlieil  from  the  Neft. 

Clean.  Oh  v/e're  betray 'd. 

Hip.  Betray 'd.  Sir .? 

Sim.  See,  my  Lord, 
It  comes  out  more  and  more  flill.  \_Exeuni  Courtiers 

Clean.  Bloody  Thief,  and  Sim. 

Come  from  that  Place,  'tis  facred  !  Homicide, 
'Tis  not  for  thy  adulterate  Hands  to  touch  if. 

Hip.   Oh  miferable  Virtue !  what  Diibefs 
Art  thou  in  at  this  Minute ,'' 

Clean.   Help  me.   Thunder, 
For  my  Power's  loft.  Angels  ihoot  Plagues  and  help  me-, 
Why  are  thefe  Men  in  Health  and  I  fo  Heart-fick  .'' 
Or  why  fhould  Nature  have  that  Power  in  me 
To  levy  up  aThoufand  bleeding  Sorrows 
And  not  one  Comfort,  only  makes  me  lie 
Like  the  poor  Mockery  of  an  Earthquake  here? 
Panting  with  Horror,  and  have  not  fo  much  Force 
In  all  my  Vengeance,  to  Ihakc  a  Villain  off  me. 

^nter 
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Hip.  Ufe  him   gently,  and  Heaven   will    love   you 
for  it. 

Clean.  Father  !   oh  Father!   now  I  fee  thee  full 
In  thy  Affliction  •,  thou  'it  a  Man  of  Sorrow, 
But  reverendly  becomtft  it,  that's  my  Comfort: 
Extremity  was  never  better  grac'd 
Than  with  that  Look  of  thine,  Oh  !   let  me  look  flill. 
For  I  fliall  lofe  it,  all  my  Joy  and  Strength 
Is  e'en  eclipfed  together.   I  tranfgres'd 
Your  Law,  my  Lord,  let  me  receive  the  Sring  on'c. 
Be  once  jufl.  Sir,  and  let  the  Offender  cie : 
Lie's  innocent  in  all,  and  I  am  guilty. 

Leon.  Your  Grace  knov^^s,  when  Affeftion  only  fpeaks 
Truth  is  not  always  there  •,  his  Love  would  draw 
An  undeferved  Mifery  on  his  Youth, 
And  wrong  a  Peace  refolv'd,  on  both  Parts  fmful, 
'Tis  1  am  guilty  of  my  own  Concealment, 
And,  like  a  worldly  Coward  injur'd  Heaven 
With  Fear  to  go  to't — now  I  fee  my  Fault, 
And  am  prepar'd  with  Joy  to  fuffcr  for't. 

Duke.  Go,  give  him  quick   Diipatch ;  let   him  fee 
Death, 
And  your  Prcfumption,  Sir,  fhall  come  to  Judgment. 

[Exeunt  with  \-.^omdit%. 

Hip.  He*s  going!  oh,  he's  gone,  Sir  ! 

Clean.  Let  me  rife. 

Hip.  Why  do  you  not,  then,  and  follow  ^ 

Clean.  I  ftrive  for't. 
Is  their  no  Hand  of  Piry  that  will  eafe  me, 
And  take  this  Villain  from  my  Heart  awhil    ? 

Hip.  Alas !  he's  gone. 

Clean.  A  worfe  fupplies  his  Place  then, 
A  Weight  more  ponderous  -,  I  cannot  follow. 

Hip.  Oh  Mifery  of  Afflidion ! 

Chan, 
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Clean.  They  will  flay 
'Till  I  can  come  j  they  muft  be  To  good  ever. 
Though  they  be  ne'er  fo  cruel : 
My  lalt  Leave  muft  be  taken,  think  of  that, 
.And  his  lad  BlelTing  given  -,  I  will  not  lofe 
That  for  a  Thoufand  Conforts. 

Hip.  That  Hop's  wretched. 

Clean.  The  inutterable  Stings  of  Fortune, 
All  Griefs  are  to  be  borne,  fave  this  alone : 
This,  like  a  headlong  torrent,  overturns 
The  Frame  of  Nature, 
For  he  that  gives  us  Life  firft,  as  a  Father, 
Locks  all  his  natural  Sufferings  in  our  Blood, 
The  Soirows  that  he  feels  too,  are  our  Heads, 
They  are  incorporate  to  us. 

Hip.  Noble  Sir! 

Clean.  Let  me  behold  him  well. 

Hip.  Sir! 

Clean.  Thou  fhouldfl  be  good. 
Or  thou'rt  a  dang'rous  Subftance  to  be  lodg'd 
So  near  the  Heart  of  Man. 

Hip.  What  means  this,  dear  Sir? 

Clean.  To  thy  Truft  only  was  this  blefled  Secret 
Kindly  committed  ;  'tis  deftroy'd,  thoufeeft: 
What  follows  to  be  thought  on't  .'* 

Hip.  Mifcrable! 
Why  here's  the  Unhappinefs  of  Woman  flill. 
That,  having  forfeited  in  old  Times  their  Truft, 
Kow  make  their  Faiths  fufpefled  that  are  juft. 

Clean.  What  fhall  I  fay  to  all  my  Sorrows,  then? 
That  look  for  Satisfadion  ? 

Enter  Eugenia. 

Eug.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Cozen— 

Clean.  How  ill  dofl  thou  become  this  Time! 

Eug.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Why,  that's  but  your  Opinion ;  a  young  Wench 
Becomes  the  Time  at  all  Times,    Now  Coz. 

WeV 
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We're  even,  an  you  be  remembei'd 

You  left  a  Strumpet  and  a  Whore  at  Home  with  me. 

And  fuch  fine  field-bed  Words,  which  could  no:  coil 

you 
Lefs  than  a  Father. 

Clean.  Is  it  come  that  Way? 

Eug.  Had  you  an  Uncle, 
He  fhould  go  the  fame  Way  too. 

Clean.  Oh  Eternity! 
What  Monfter  is  this  Fiend  in  Labour  with  ? 

Eug.  An  Afs-colt  with  two  Heads  j  that's  flic  and 
you : 
I  will  not  lofe  fo  glorious  a  Revenge, 
Not  to  be  underftood  in't:  I  betrayed  him. 
And  now  we're  even,  you'd  beft  keep  you  lb. 

Clean.  Is  there  not  Poifon  yet  enough  to  kill  me  ? 

Hip.  Oh,  Sir,  forgive  me  .^  it  was  Ibetray'd  him. 

Clean.  How  ? 

Hip.  I. 

Clean.  The  Fellow  of  my  Heart  ?  'twill  fpeed  me, 
then. 

Hip.  Her  Tears  that  never  wept,  and  mine  own  Pity 
E'en  cozen'd  me  together;  and  Itole  from  me 
This  Secret,  which  fierce  Death  fhould  not   have  pur- 
chas'd. 

Clean.  Nay,  then  we're  at  an  End  •,  all  we  are  falfe  ones. 
And  ought  to  fufFer.     I  was  falfe  to  Wifdom, 
In  trufting  Woman  ;  thou  wcit  falfe  to  Faith, 
In  uttering  of  the  Secret ;   and  thou  falfe 
To  Goodnefs,  in  deceiving  fuch  a  Pity. 
We  are  all  tainted  fome  Way  •,   but  thou  worft. 
And  for  thy    infedlious  Spots  ought   to   die   firfi:, 

[going  to  Jlab  Eugenia. 

Eug.  Pray  turn  your  W^eapon,  Sir,  upon  your  iVIiilrefs, 
I  come  not  fo  ill  friended — refcue,  Servants. 


£«/^r  Simonides  and  Courtiers, 
Clean,  Are  you  fo  whorifhly  provided  ? 


Sim. 
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Sim.  Yes,  Sir, 
She  has  more  Weapons  at  Command  than  one. 

Eu<^.  Put    forward,  Man!    thou  art   mod   furc   to 
have  me. 

Sim.  I  Ihali  be  furer, — if  I  keep  behind,  though. 

Eug.  Now,   Servants,  Ihew  your  Love. 

Sim.  I'll  fhew  my  Love  to  afar  off, 

Eug.  I  love  to  be  fo  courted,  woe  me  there. 

Sim.  I  love  to  keep  good  Weapons,  though   ne*er 
fought, 
I  'm  fliarper  fct  within  than  I  am  without. 

Hip.  Oh,  Gentlemen,  Cleanthes. 

Eug.  Fight !  upon  him ! 

Clean.  Thy  Thirft  of  Blood  proclaims   thee  now  a 
Strumpet. 

Eug.  'Tis  dainty,  next  to  Procreation  fitting: 
rd  either  be  deftroying  Men  or  getting. 

Enter  Officers, 

I  Officer.  Forbear,^  on  your  Allegiance,  Gentlemen! 
He's  the  Duke's  Prifoner,  and  we  feize  upon  him 
To  anfwer  this  Contempt  againfl:  the  Law. 

Clean.  I  obey  Fate  in  all  things. 

Hip.  Happy  Refcue! 

Sim.  I  would  you'd  feized  upon  him  a  Minute  fooner  j 
it  had  fav'd  me  a  cut  Finger :  I  wonder  how  I  came 
by't,  for  I  never  put  my  Hand  forth,  I'm  fure ;  I 
think  my  own  Sword  did  cut  it,  if  Truth  were  known  ; 
may  be  the  Wire  in  the  Handle  -,  I  have  liv'd  thefe  five 
and  twenty  Years  and  never  knew  what  Colour  my 
Blood  was  of  before.  I  never  durft  eat  Oyfters,  nor 
cut  Peck-loaves 

Eug.  You've  fliown  your  Spirits,  Gentlemen,  but  you 
Have  cut  your  Finger. 

Sim.  I,  the  Wedding-finger  too,  a  Pox  on't. 

I  Cour.  You'll  prove  a  bawdy  Bachelor,  Sim.  to 
have  a  Cut  upon  your  Finger,  before  you  are  married. 

Sim„ 
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Sim.  ril  never  draw  Sword  again,  to  have  fuch 
A  Jeft  put  upon  me.  [^Exeunt. 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 


ACTV.         SCENE     I. 

Enter  Simonides,  and  the  Courtiers,  Sword  and  Mace 
carried  before  them. 

Si?n.  13  E  ready  with  yourPrifoner,  we'll  fit  inflantly, 

J3  And  rife  before  Eleven,  or  when  wepleafe: 
Shall  we  not  follow,  Judges  ? 

Cour.  'Tis  committed 
All  to  our  Power,  Cenfureand  Pleafure,  now 
The  Duke  hath  made  us  chief  Lords  ot  this  Seffions, 
And  we  may  fpeak  by  Fits,  or  fleep  by  Turns. 

Sim.   Leave  that  to  us ;  but,  whatfoe'er  we  do. 
The  Prifoner  (hall  be  fure  to  be  condemn'd  •, 
Sleeping  or  waking,  we're  refolv'd  on  that. 
Before  we  ftt  upon  him. 

2  Cour.  Make  you  queftion  * 
If  not  Cleanthes  and  one  Enemy, 
Nay  a  Concealer  of  his  Father  too, 
A  vile  Example  in  thefe  Days  of  Youth. 

^   Make  you  quejlion 

If  not  Cleanthes,  ^c. 
This  PafTage  which  can  hardly  be  underftood,  I  have  not  ventured 
Jo  alter,  but  I  think  it  would  read  better  thus. 

Make  you  quejlion 

If  not  Cleanthes  is  our  Enemy  ? 

Nay  a  Concealer  of  his  Father  too ; 

A  'viU  Exam^e  in  thefe  Days  of  Youths 

Sim. 
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Sim.  If  they  were  given  to  follow  fuch  Examples  % 
But  fure  I  think  they  are  not ;  howfoe'er 
'Twas  wickedly  attempted,  that's  my  Judgment, 
And  it  fliall  pafs  whilil:  I'm  in  Power  to  fit. 
Never  by  Prince  were  fuch  young  Judges  made ; 
But  now  the  Caufc  reqaires  it.     If  you  mark  it, 
He  mufl:  make  young  ornone;  for  all  the  old  ones 
He  hath  fent  a  Fifhing — and  my  Father's  one, 
I  humbly  thank  his  Highnefs. 

Enter  Eugenia. 

1  Cour.  Widow.'* 

Eug,  You  almofthit  my  Name  ;  no,  Gentlemen  5 
You  come  fo  wond'rous  near  it,  I  admire  you 
For  your  Judgment, 

Sim.  My  Wife  that  muft  be  ^  She. 

Eug.  My  Hufband  goes  upon  his  laft  Hour,  now* 

1  Cour.  On  his  laft  L^gs,  I  am  fure. 
Eug.  September  the  feventeenth, 

I  will  not  'bate  an  Hour  on't,  and  to-morrow 
His  lateft  Hour's  expired. 

2  Cour.  Bring  him  to  Judgment, 

The  Jury's  pannel'd,  and  the  Verdid  given 
E'er  he  appears;  we've  taken  courfe  for  that. 

Sim.  And  Officers  t'attach  the  grey  young  Man^ 
The  Youth  of  Fourfcore.     Be  of  Comfort,  Lady  ! 
You  fliall  know  longer  bofom  January: 
For  that  I  will  take  Order,  and  provide 
For  you  a  lufty  /Ipril. 

i.  e.  Can  you  qurjlion  if  fuch  a  Perfon,  one  who  is  ^n  Enemy  to  us, 
and  has  been  guilty  of  thefe  things,  is  not  a  vile  Example  in  theje 
Days  of  Youth. 

I  fhall  here  obferve,  concerning  the  Play  beibre  us  that  the  Errors 
in  all  the  old  Copies  are  numberlefs;  but  as  they  feeiji  to  be  Errors  of 
the  Prefs  only,  I  have  taken  the  Liberty  to  correft  them,  and  to  re- 
fiore  the  Senfe  wherever  it  feemed  deficient  to  its  original  Meaning. 
This  I  have  done  without  burthening  the  Text  with  Notes,  as  I  am 
confcious  they  would  be  of  little  Confequence,  afford  na  Entsxtainment. 
aiid  only  interrupt  the  Reader  in  the  Perufal. 

Eug. 
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Eug.  The  Month  than  ought,  indeed. 
To  go  before  May. 

I  Cour.  Do  as  we  have  faiJ ; 
Take  a  (Irong  Guard  and  bring  him  intoCourf, 
Lady  Eugenia^ — fee  this  Charge  performed. 
That,  having  his  Life  forfeited  by  the  Law- 
He  may  relieve  his  Soul. 

Eug.  Willingly. 
From  fliaven  Chins  never  came  better  Juftice 
Than  thefencw  touch'd  by  Realbn.  [£x//, 

Sim.  What  you  do, 
Do  fuddenly,  we  charge  you,  for  we  purpofe 
To  make  but  a  fhortSefiions— a  new  Bufmefs. 

Enter  HIppolita. 

1  Cour.  The  hiv  Hippolita !  now  what's  your  Suit? 
Hip,  Alas !  I  know  not  how  to  ftile  you  yetj 

To  call  you  Judg:s  doth  not  fuit  your  Years, 
Nor  Heads  and  Brains  fliew  more  Antiquity; 
Yet  fway  yourfelves  with  Equity  and  Truth, 
And  I'll  proclaim  you  reverend,  and  repeat 
Once  in  my  Life  Time  I  have  feen  grave  Heads 
Flac'd  upon  young  Men's  Shoulders. 

2  Cour.  Hark,  fhe  flouts  us. 
And  thinks  to  make  us  monftrous  ! 

Hip.  Prove  not  fo ; 
For  yet,  methinks  you  bear  the  Shapes  of  Men,  ■ 
Though  nothing  more  than  meerly  beautiful 
To  make  you  appear  Angels,  but  if  you  crimfon 
Y^our  Name  and  Power  with  Blood  and  Cruelty  j 
Suppiefs  fair  Virtue  and  enlarge  old  Vice  : 
Both  againfl:  Heav'n  and  Nature  draw  your  Sword  j 
Make  either  Will  or  Humour  turn  the  Scale 
Of  your  created  Greatnefs,  and  in  that 
Oppofe  all  Goodnefs.   1  mult  tell  you,  then 
You're  more  than  monftrous,  and  in  the  very  Adl, 
You  change  yourfelves  to  Devils. 

I  C^itr.  She's  a  Witch ; 
Hark!  fhe  begins  to  conjure*  Sim, 
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Sim.  Time,  you  fee. 
Is  fhorr,  much  Bufinefs  now  on  Foot—Shall  I 
Give  her  her  Anfwer  ? 

2  Cour.  None  upon  the  Bench 
More  learnedly  can  do  it. 

Sim.  He,  he,  hem  !   then  lid, 
I  wonder  at  thine  Impudence,  y6ung  Houfewlfe, 
That  thou  dar'ft  plead  for  fuch  a  bale  Offender, 
Conceal  a  Father  pall  his  Time  to  die  : 
"What  Son  and  Heir  would  have  done  this  but  he  ? 

1  Cour.  I  vow,  not  I. 

Hip.  Becaufe  ye  are  Parricides 
And  how  can  Comfort  be  derived  from  fuch 
That  pity  not  their  Fathers  ? 

2  Cour.  You're  frelh  and  fair ;  pra<5life  young  Wo- 

men's Ends : 
"When  Hufbands  are  diftrefs'd,  provide  them  Friends. 

Sim.  I'll  fct  him  forward,  without  Fee  : 
Some  Wives  would  pay  for  fuch  a  Courcefy. 

//i/.  Times  of  Amazement!  What  Duty,  Goodners 
dwell, — 
I  fought  for  Charity,  but  knock  at  Hell.  [^Exii. 


Enter  Eugenia,  "Jjith  Ly  lander  Prifoner^    aGuard. 

Sim.  Eugenia  come ! 
Command  a  fecond  Guard  to  bring  Cleanthes  in  ; 
We'll  not  lit  long-,  my  Stomach  ftrives  to  Dinner. 

Eug.  Now,  Servants,  may  a  Lady  be  fo  bold 
To  call  your  Power  fo  low  ? 

Sim.  AMillrefs  miiy. 
She  can  make  all  things  low ;  then  in  that  Language 
There  can  be  no  Offence. 

E.ug.  The  Time's  now  come 
Of  Manumiflions  j  take  him  into  Bonds, 
And  1  am  then  at  Freedom. 

2  Cour. 
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2  Cour.  This  the  Man  ? 
He  hath  left  of  late  to  teed  on  Snakes, 
His  Beard's  turn'd  white  again. 

1  Cour.  Is't  polfible  thele  gouty  Legs  danc'd  lately,] 
And  ftiatter'd  in  a  Galliard  ? 

Eug.  JealoLiiy, 
And  Fear  of  Death,  can  work  ftrange  Prodigies. 

2  Cour.  The  nimble  Fencer   this,    that   made  me 

tear 
And  traverfe  'bout  the  Chamber  ? 

Sim.  I,  and  gave  me 
Thofe  elbow  Healths,  the  Hangman  take  him  for't ! 
They'd  almoll  fetch'd  my  Heart  out,  the  Dutch\tnut 
I  fwallow'd  pretty  well-,  but  the  Half-pike 
Had  almofl:  prepared  me  but  had  I  tooltf 
Being  fwol'n  1  had  caft  my  Lungs  out.  [Fkurijh, 

Enter  the  Duke. 

2  Cour.  Peace  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Nay  bathe  your  Seats,  whofe  that  4  ? 

Sim.  May't  pleafc  your  Highnefs,  'tis  old  Lyfander  \ 
And  brought  in  by  his  Wife,  a  worthy  Precedent 
Of  one  that  no  Way  would  offend  the  Law, 
And  fliould  not  pafs  away  without  Remark. 

Duke.  You  have  been  look'd  for  long. 

Lyfan.  But  never  fit 
To  die  till  now,  my  Lord.     My  Sins  and  I 
Have  been  but  newly  parted,  much  ado 
I  had  to  get  them  leave  me,  or  be  taught 
That  difficult  Leflbn  how  to  learn  to  die. 
I  never  thought  there  had  been  fuch  an  A(5t, 
And  *tis  the  only  Difcipline  we  are  born  for. 
All  Studies  elfe,  are  but  as  circular  Lines 
And  Death  the  Center  where  they  muft  all  meet. 
I  now  can  look  upon  thee,  erring  Woman, 

*  Nay  bathe  yow  Stats i  &c.  i,  e.  Nay  keep  your  Seats, 

Vol.  IV.  S  And 
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And  not  be  vex'd  widi  Jealoufy ;  on  young  Men, 
And  no  Way  envy  their  delicious  Health, 
Pleafure  and  Strength  ;  all  which  were  once  rnineown. 
And  mine  mud  be  theirs  one  Day. 

Dithe.  You  have  tam'd  him. 

Sim.  And  know  how  to  difpofe  him  •,  that,  my  Liege 
Hath  been  before  determined.     You  confefs 
Yourfelfof  full  Age. 

Lyfa7t.  Yes,  and  prepared  to  inherit 

Eug.  Your  Place  above 

Sim.  Of  which  the  Hangman'sStrength 
Shall  put  him  in  Pofieflion.     And  fuch  are. 
When  the  Earth  grows  weary  of  them,  [mus 

Moft  fit  for  Heaven  :  The  Court  fhall  make  his  Mitti- 
And  fend  him  thither  prefently  .  I'th'  mean  Time — 

Bukf.  Away  to  Death  with  him.       [^Exit  Executioner 

ivithl.yimdQV. 

Enter  a  Guard  with  Cleanthes,  Hippolita  weeping 
after  him. 

Sim.  So,  fee  another  Perfon  brought  to  the  Bar. 

1  Cour.  The  Arch-malefador. 

2  Cour.  The  grand  OiTender,  the  moft  refraflory 
To  all  good  Order,  'tis  Cleanthes^  he — 

Sim,  That  would  have  Sons  grave  Fathers,  ere  their 

Fathers  | 

Be  fent  unto  their  Graves. 

Buke.  There  will  be  Expectation 
In  your  fevere  Proceedings  againft  him : 
His  ad  being  fo  Capital. 

Sim.  Fearful  and  bloody. 
Therefore  we  charge  thefe  Women  leave  the  Court 
Left  they  fhould  ftand  to  hear  it. 

Eug.  I,  in  Expectation 
Of  a  moft  happy  Freedom.  \^Exit. 

Hip.  I,  with  the  Apprehenfion 
Of  a  moft  fad  and  defolate  Widowhood,  \Exit. 

I  Cour.  We  bring  him  to  the  Bar. 

4  2  Cour, 


T  H  E    O  L  D    L  A  W.  259 

2  Cour.  Hold  up  your  Hand,  Sir. 
Clean.  More  Rev'rence  to  the  Place  than  tothePerfons : 
To  the  one  I  offer  up  a  Pahn 
Of  Duty  and  Obedience  fliew'd  as  to  Heaven, 
Imploring  Juftice,  which  was  never  wanting 
Upon  that  Bench  whilft  their  own  Fathers  iac : 
Eut  unto  you,  my  Hands  contracted  thus, 
As  threat'ning  Vengeance  againft  Murtherers, 
For  they  that  kill  in  Thought,  fhed  innocent  Blood 
With  Pardon  of  your  Highnefs  ;  too  much  Pafllon 
Made  me  forget  your  Prefence,  and  the  Place 
I  now  am  cali'd  to. 

Duke.  All  our  Majefly 
And  Power  we  have  to  pardon  or  condemn. 
Is  now  confer'd  on  them. 

Sim.  And  thefe  we'll  ufe 
Little  to  thine  Advantage. 

Clean.  I  exped  it : 
And  as  to  thefe,  I  look  no  Mercy  from  them. 
And  much  lels  ffiown  to  intreat  it,  I  thus  now 
Submit  me  the  Emblems  of  your  Power,  I  mean 
The  Sword  and  Bench  :  But,  my  mod  reverend  Judges, 
Ere  you  proceed  to  Sentence,  for  I  know 
You've  giv'n  me  loft,  will  you  refolve  me  one  thing  ? 

1  Cour.  So  it  be  briefly  queftion'd. 

2  Cour.  Shew  your  Honour, 
Day  fpends  itfelf  apace. 

Clean,  My  Lords,  It  fhall. 
Refolve  me,  then,  where  are  your  filial  Tears 
Your  mourning  Habits  and  fad  Hearts  become, 
That  fhould  attend  your  Father's  Funerals  ? 
Though  the  ftri6b  Law  (which  I  will  not  accufe, 
Becaule  a  Subjeft)  fnatch'd  away  their  Lives, 
It  doth  not  bar  them  to  lament  their  Deaths : 
Or  it  you  cannot  fpare  one  fad  Sufpire, 
It  doth  not  bid  you  laugh  them  to  their  Graves, 
Lay  fubtle  Trains  to  antedate  their  Years, 
To  be  the  fooner  feiz'd  of  their  Eftates. 
Oh,  Time  of  Age  !   where's  that  ^neas  now, 

S  2  Who, 
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Who  letting  all  his  Jewels  to  the  Flames; 
Forcretting  Country,  Kindred,  Treafure,  Friends, 
Formnes  and  all  things,  fave  the  Name  of  Son 
Which  you  ib  much  torget,  godlike  jEneas, 
Who  took  his  bedrid  Father  on  his  Back, 
And  with  that  facred  Load  (to  him  no  Burden) 
Hew'd  out  his  Way  through  Blood,  through  Fire  s. 
E'en  through  the  arm'd  Streets  ot  burning  Troy^ 
Only  to  lave  a  Father. 

Sim.  We've  no  Leifijre  now 
To  hear  Leffons  read  from  VirgiU  we're  pad  School, 
And  all  this  Time  thy  Judges. 

2  Cour.  'Tis  fit 
That  we  proceed  to  Sentence. 

I  Cour.  You  are  the  Mouth, 
And  now  'tis  fit  to  open. 
Sim.  Juftice,  indeed, 
Should  ever  be  clofe  ear'd,  and  open-mouth'd -, 
That  is  to  hear  him  little,  and  fpeak  much. 
Lo  then,  Cleanthes,  there  is  none  can  be 
A  good  Son  and  a  bad  Subjeft;  for,  if  Princes 
Be  call'd  the  Peoples  Fathers,  then  the  Subjeds 
Are  all  his  Sons,  and  he  that  flouts  the  Prince 
Doth  difobey  his  Father ;  there  you're  gone. 

1  Cour.  And  not  to  be  recover'd. 
Sim.  And  again — ■ 

2  Cour.  If  he  be  gone  once,  call  him  not  again, 
Si7n.  I  fay  again,  this  A(5t  of  thine  exprefles 

A  double  Difobedience;  as  our  Princes 
Are  Fathers,  fo  they  are  our  Sovereigns  too, 
And  he  that  doth  rebel  againft  Sov'reignty 
Doth  commit  treafon  in  the  Height  of  Degree 
And  now  thou  art  quite  gone. 

I  Cour.  Our  Brother  in  Commifilon 
Hath  fpoke  his  Mind  both  learnedly  and  neatly, 
And  I  can  add  but  little,  howfoever 

5   Heiv''d  eut  his  Way,  &c. 
Thefe  Lines  I  have  alter'd.  In  the  old  Copies  they  were  thus 
He-ivdout  his  Way  through  Blood,  through  Fire 
Eien  through  all  the  arrndStreeti  of  bright  burning  Troy 

It 
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It  fhill  fend  him  packing. 

He  chat  begins  a  Fault  that  wants  Example 

Ought  to  be  made  Example  for  the  Fault. 

Clean.  A  Fault.'*   Nolong-r  can  I  hold  myfelf 
To  hear  Vice  upheld  and  Virtue  thrown  down, 
A  Fault  ^.   Judge  then,  I  dcfire,  where  it  liedi. 
In  thofe  that  are  my  Judges  or  in  me. 
Heav'n  Hand  on  my  Side!  Pity,  Love  and  Duty  ! 

Sim.  Where    are   they,    Sir,    who    fees    them    but 
yourfelf.'' 

Clean.  Not  you  •,  and  lam  fure 
You  never  had  the  gracious  Eyes  to  fee  them. 
You  think  you  arraign  me,  but  I  hope 
To  fentence  you  at  the  Bar. 

2  Cour.  That  would  fhew  brave. 

Clean.  Were  this  the  Judgment  Seat,  we  ftand  at  now 
The  heavieft  Crimes  that  ever  made  up 
Unnaturalnels  in  Humanity, 
You  are  found  foul  and  guilty  by  a  Jury 
Made  of  your  Father's  Curfes,  which  have  brought 
Vengeance  impending  on  you,  and  I  now 
Am  forc'd  to  pronounce  Judgment  on  my  Judges. 
The  common  Laws  of  Reafon  and  of  Nature 
Condemn  you  ipfo  fa^o.,  you  are  Parricides, 
And  if  you  marry  will  beget  the  Lyar  • 
Who,  when  you're  grown  to  full  Maturity, 
Will  hurry  you  their  Fathers  to  their  Graves  ; 
Like  Traitors,  you  take  Counfcl  from  the  Living : 
Of  upright  Judgment,  you  would  rob  the  Bench  : 
Experience  and  Difcretion  fnatch'd  away 
From  the  Earth's  Face,  turn  all  into  Difordcr, 
Imprifon  Virtue,  and  infranchife  Vice, 
And  put  the  Sword  of  Juftice  into  the  Hands 
Of  Boys  and  Madmen. 

Sim.  Well,  well,  have  you  done,  Sir  ? 

Clean.  I've  fpoke  my  Thoughts. 

Sim.  Then  I'll  begin  and  end. 

T)uke.  'Tis  Time  I  now  begin. 
Where  your  CommifTion  ends, 

S  3  Clean, 
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Cleanthes  you  come  from  the  Bar 

Becaufe  I  know  you're  feverally  difpos'd  ; 

I  here  invite  you  to  an  Obje(fl  will,  no  Doubt, 

Work  in  you  contrary  Effeds. 

Mufick. 

Recorders i  the  old  Men  appear. 

Clean.  Pray,  Heaven, 
I  dream  not ;  fure  he  moves,  talks  comfortably. 
As  Joy  can  wifh  a  Man.  If  he  be  chang'd 
Far  above  from  me,  he  is  not  ill  intreated. 
His  Face  doth  promife  Fulnefs  of  Content, 
And  Glory  hath  a  Part  in't, 

Leon.  Oh  my  Son!  [Lads, 

T)uke.  You  that  can  claim  Acquaintance  with  thele 
Talk  freely. 

Sim.  I  can  fee  none  there  that's  worth 
One  Hand   to  you  from  me. 

Buke.  Thefe  are  thy  Judges,  and  by  their  grave  Law 
1  find  thee  clear,  but  thefe  Delinquents  guilty  : 
You  mufl  change  Places,  for 'tis  fo  decreed. 
Such  juft  Preeminence  hath  thy  Goodnefs  gained. 
Thou  art  the  Judge  now,  they  the  Men  arraign'd. 

1  Cour.  Here's  fine  dancing.  Gentlemen! 

2  Cour.  Is  thy  Father  amongft  them? 

Sim.  Oh  !  a  Pox  I  faw  him,  the  firft  thing  I  look'd  on. 
Alive  again  ?  'Slight,  I  believe  now  a  Father 
Hath  as  many  Lives  as  a  Mother. 

Clean.  'Tis  full  as  blered  as  'tis  wonderful ! 
Oh  I  bring  me  back  to  the  fame  Law  again, 
I  am  fouler  than  ail  thefe,  feize  on  me,  Officers, 
And  bring  me  to  new  Sentence. 

Sim.  What's  all  this,? 

Clean.  A  Fault  not  to  be  pardon'd, 
Unnaturalnefs  is  but  Sun's  Shadow  to  it. 

Sim.  I  am  glad  of  that  j  I  hope  the  Cafe  may  alter. 
And  I  turn  Judge  again. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Name  your  Offence. 

Clean.  That  I  Ihould  be  lb  vile 
As  once  to  think  you  cruel ! 

Duke.  Is  that  all  ? 
'Twas  pardon'd  e'er  confefs'd,  you  that  have  Sons, 
If  they  be  worthy,  here  may  challenge  them, 

CreoK.  I  ihould  have  one  amongft  them,    had  he  had 
Grace 
To  have  retained  that  Name. 

Sim.  I  pray  you,  Father.  [kneels. 

Creon.  That  Name,  I  know, 
Hath  been  long  fmce  forgot.  [now. 

Sim.  I  find   but  fmall  Comfort   in  rememb*ring  ic 

Duke.  Cleantbes,  take  your  Place  with  thefe  grave 
Fathers. 
And  read  what  in  that  Table  is  infcribed 
Now  fet  thefe  at  the  Bar, 
And  read,  Cleanthes,  to  the  Dread  and  Terror 
Of  Difobedience  and  unnatural  Blood. 

Clean.  "  It  is  decreed  by  the  grave  and  learned 
"  Council  of  jEp/r^,  that  no  Son  and  Heir  fh all  be  held 
*'  capable  of  his  Inheritance  at  the  Age  of  one  and 
*'  twenty,  unlefs  he  be  at  that  Time  as  Nature  in  Obe- 
"  dience.  Manners  and  Goodnefs. 

Sim.  Sure  I  fhall  never  be  at  full  Age,  then,  though 
I  live  to  an  hundred  Years,  and  that's  nearer  by  twenty, 
than  the  iaft  Statute  allow'd. 

1  Coiir.  A  terrible  Ad! 

Clean.  "  Moreover  it  is  enabled,  that  all  Sons  afore- 
"  laid,  whom  either  this  Law  or  their  own  Grace, 
"  fhall  reduce  into  the  true  Method  of  Duty,  Virtue, 
"  and  Affedion ;  and  relate  their  Trial  and  Approba- 
*'  tion  from  Cleantbes  the  Son  of  Leonides*' — from  me, 
my  Lord .'' 

Duke.  From  none  but  you  as  fuUeft ;  proceed,  Sir. 

Clean.  **  Whom,  for  his  manifeft  Virtues,  we  make 
"  fuch  Judge  and  Cenfor  of  Youth  and  the  abloiute 
y  Reference  of  Life  and  Manners. 

S  4  Sim, 
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Sim.  This  is  a  brave  World !  when  a  Man  fh«uld  be 
Selling  Land  he  muft  be  learning  Manners, 
Is't  not,  my  Matters? 

jE'«/^r  Eugenia. 

*■    Eug.  What's  here  to  do  ?  my  Suitor's  at  the  Bar  ? 
The  old  Bard  fhines  again— Oh  miferable!    [JJoe  fwoons. 

JDuke.  Read  the   Law   over   to   her,    'twill  awake 
her : 
*Tis  one  defervcs  fmall  Pity. 

C/ean.  "  Laftly  it  is  ordained,  that  all  fuch  Wives 
"  now  whatfcever  that  fl-,al]  defign  the  Hufband's  Death, 
*'  to  be  foon  rid  of  them  and  entertain  Suitors  in  their 
5'  Hufband's  Life  Time."— 

Sim.  You  had  beft  read  that  a  little  louder ;  for,  if 
any  thing,  that  will  bring  her  to  herfelf  again,  and  find 
her  Tongue. 

CleaN.  "  Shall  not  prefume,  on  the  Penalty  of 
"  our  heavy  Difpleafure,  to  marry  within  ten  Years 
*'  after." 

Ei/g.  That  Law's  too  long  by  nine  Years  and  a  half. 
I'll  take  my  Death  upon't,  fo  fliall  mod  Women. 

Clean.  *'  And  thole  incontinent  Women  fo  offending, 
"to  be  judg'd  and  cenfur'd  by  Hippolita,  Wife  to 
"  Ckanthes.'' 

Eug.  Of  all  the  reft,  Fll  not  be  judged  by  her. 


Enter  Hippolita. 

Clean.  Ah !  here  fhe  comes.     Let  me  prevent   thy 
Joys: 
Prevent  them  but  in  Part,   and  hide  the  reft; 
Thou  haft  not  Strength  enough  to  bear  them,  elfe. 
■    Hip.  Lcomdes!  [fie  faints. 

Clean.  I  fear'd  it  all  this  while, 
I  knew 'Lwaspaft  thy. Pow'r,  llippoli'.a. 

What 
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"What  Contrariety's  in  Women's  Blood  ? 

One  faints  for  Spleen   and  Anger,  fhe  for  Grace. 

Duke.  Ot  Sons  and  Wives  we  fee  the  worft  and  bed, 
May  future  Ages  yield  Hippolita's 
Many;   but  few  like  thee,  Eugenia. 
Let  no  Simomdes.,  henceforth  have  a  Fame, 
But  all  bleft  Sons  live  in  Ckanthe^s  Name^  {^Mufick. 

Ha  !  what  ftrange  Kind  of  Melody  was  that  ? 
Yet,  give  it  Entrance,  whereibe'er  it  be. 
This  Day  is  all  devote  to  Liberty. 

Enter  Clown,  and  Wench,  old  JVomen,  the  Clown's  Wife, 
Mufick,  and  a  Bridecake  to  the  Wedding. 

Clown.  Fidlers,  crowd  on,  crowd  on ;  let  no  Man 
Jay  a  Block  in  your  Way.— -Croud  on,   I  fay. 

Duke.  Stay  the  Croud  awhile  ;  let's  know  the  Reafon 
Of  this  Jollity. 

Clean.  Sirrah,  do  you  know  where  you  are? 

Clown.  Yes,  Sir,  I   am   here,  now  here,  and   now 
here  again.  Sir.  [Prefence. 

Lyfan.  Your  Hat's   too  high  crown'd,  the  Duke  in 

Clown.  The  Duke  ?  As  he  is  my  Sovereign  !  I  do 
give  him  two  Crowns  for  it,  and  that's  equal  Change 
all  the  World  over  •,  as  I  am  Lord  of  the  Day  (being  my 
Marriage- day,  the  fecond)  I  do  advance  my  Bonnet — 
Croud  on  afore.  ['em  5 

Leon.  Good  Sir,  a  few  Words,  if  you'll  -vouchfafe 
Or  will  you  be  forc'd.  [fo. 

Clown.  Forc'd  ?  I  would  the  Duke  himfelf  would  fay 

Duke.  I  think  he  dares,  Sir,  and  does;  if   you    Hay 
not. 
You  fhall  be  forc'd. 

Clown.  I  think  lb,  my  Lord,  and  good  Reafon  too ; 
Ihall  not  I  flay  when  your  Grace  fays  I  flialL?  I 
were  unworthy  to  be  a  Bridegroom  in  any  Pare  of  your 
Highnefs's  Dominions,  then — will  it  pleafe  you  totalle 
pf  ;he  WedlocliTCourtefy.  % 

Duke. 
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Buke.  Oh,  by  no  Means,  Sir,  you  fhall  not  deface 
So  fair  an  Ornament  for  me. 

Clown.  If  your  Grace  pleafe  to  be  cakated,  fay  io. 

Duke.  And  which  might  be  your  fair  Bride,  Sir  ? 

Clown.  This  is  my  two  for  one  that  muft  be  ux>of' 
uxoris. 
The  Remedy  doloris,  and  the  very  fyceum  Amoris, 

Duke.  And  haft  thou  any  elfe  ? 

Clown.  I  have  an  older,  my  Lord,  for  other  Ufes. 

Clean.  My  Lord,  I  do  obferve  a  ftrange  Decorum 
here  : 
Thefe  that  do  lead  this  Day  of  Jollity, 
Do  march  with  Mufick  and  moft  mirthful  Cheeks : 
Thofe  that  do  follow,  fad,  and  wofully 
Nearer  the  'haviour  of  a  Funeral 
Than  a  Wedding. 

Duke.  'Tis  true  •,  pray,  expound  that.  Sir. 

Clown.  As  the  Deftiny  of  the  Da)  falls  our,  my  Lord; 
one  goes  out  to  Wedding,  another  goesto  Hanging;  and 
your  Grace  in  the  due  Confideration  fhall  find  'em  much 
alike,  the  one  hath  the  Ring  upon  her  Finger ;  the 
other  a  Halter  about  her  Neck.  I  take  thee,  Beatrice, 
fays  the  Bridegroom ;  I  take  thee,  Agatha,  fays  the 
Hangman ;  and  both  fay  together  "  To  have  and  to 
«'  hold,  'tUl  Death  do  partus.'* 

Duke.  This  is  not  yet  plain  enough  to  my  Underftand- 
ing. 

Clown.  If  further  your  Grace  examine  it,  you  fhall 
find  I  fhew  myfelf  a  dutiful  Subjed  and  obedient  to  the 
Law,  myfelf  (with  thefe  my  good  Friends,  and  your 
good  Subjedls)  our  old  Wives  whofe  Days  are  ripe,  and 
their  Lives  forfeit  to  the  Law  ;  only  myfelf,  more  for- 
ward than  the  reft,  am  already  provided  of  my  fecond 
Choice.  [Danger, 

Duke.  Oh !  take  heed.  Sir,  you'll  run  yourfelf  into 
If  the  Law  finds  you  with  two  Wives  at  once. 
There's  a  fhrewd  Premunire. 

Clown.  I  have  taken  Leave  of  the  old,  my  Lord.  I 
have  nothing  to  fay  to  her;  Ih^'s  gczng  toSei,  yxir 

Grace 
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Grace  knows  whither  better  than  I  do.  She  has  a  ftrong 
Wind  with  her,  it  ftands  full  in  her  Poop,  when  you 
pleafe,  let  her  difembogue. 

Cook,  And  the  reft  of  her  Neighbours  with  her,  whom 
we  prefent  to  the  Satisfacftion  of  your  Highnefs's  Law. 

Clown.  And  fo  we  take  our  Leaves,  and  leave  them 
to  your  Highnefs, — croud  on.  [marry, 

Bttke.  Stay,  ftay,  you  are  too  forward.  Will  you 
And  your  Wife  yet  living? 

Clown.  Alas !  She'll  be  dead  before  we  can  get  to 
Church.  If  your  Grace  would  fet  her  in  the  Way,  I 
would  difpatch  her;  I  have  a  Venture  on't,  which 
would  return  me,  if  your  Highnefs  would  make  a  little 
more  Hafte,  two  for  one. 

Duke.  Come,  my  Lords,  we  mud  Ht  again  •,  here's 
a  Cafe 
Craves  a  mod  ferious  Cenfure. 

Cook.  Now  they  fhall  be  difpatch'd  out  of  the  Way, 
Clown.  I   would  they  were  gone  once  i  the  Time 
goes  away.  [groom? 

Duke.  Which  is  the  Wife  unto   the   forward  Bride- 
Wife.  I  am,  an  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
Duke.  Truft  me,  a  lufty  Woman,  able  bodied. 
And  well  blooded  Cheeks. 

Clown.  Oh !  fhe  paints,  my  Lord  ;  flie  was  a  Cham- 
ber-maid once,  and  learn'd  it  of  her  Lady. 
Duke.  Sure  I  think  fhe  cannot  be  foold. 
Wife.  Truly  I  think  fo  too,  an  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Clown.  Two  to  one  with  your  Grace  of  that;  fhe*s 
threefcore  by  the  Book. 

Leon.  Peace,  Sirrah!  you  are  too  loud. 
Cook.  Take  heed,  Gnotho.  If  you  move  the  Duke's 
Patience,  'tis  an  Edge-tool;  but  a  Word  and  a  Blow, 
he  cuts  off  your  Head. 

Clown.  Cut  off  my  Head  ?  Away,  ignorant  !  he 
knows  it  coft  more  in  the  Hair  ;  he  does  not  ufe  to  cut 
off  many  fuch  Heads  as  mine,  I  will  talk  to  him  too  ; 
if  he  cut  off  my  Head,  I'll  give  him  my  Ears.  I  fay 
my  Wife  is  at  full  Age  for  the  Law,  the  Clerk  fliall 

take 


268  T  H  E    O  L  D     L  A  W. 

take  his  Oath,  and  the  Church  Book  fhall  be    fworn 
too. 

Duke.  My  Lords,  I  leave  this  Cenfure  to  you. 

Leon.  Then  firft,  this  Fellow  does  deferve  Punifhment 
For  offering  up  a  lufty  able  Woman, 
Which  may  do  Service  to  the  Commonwealth, 
Where  the  Law  craves  one  impotent  and  ufelefs. 

Creon.  Therefore  to  be  feverely  puniflied 
For  thus  attempting  a  fecond  Marriage 
His  Wife  yet  living. 

Lyfan.  Nay,  to  have  it  trebled  ; 
That  ev'n  the  Day  and  Inftant  when  he  Ihould  mourn 
As  a  kind  Hufband,  to  her  Funeral, 
He  leads  a  Triumph  to  the  Scorn  of  it ; 
Which  unfeafonable  Joy  ought  to  he  punifh'd 
With  all  Severity. 

But.  The  Fiddles  will  be  in  a  foul  Cafe  too  by  and  by. 

Leon.  Nay,  further;  it  feems  he  has  a  Venture 
Of  two  for  one  at  his  fecond  Marriage, 
Which  cannot  be  but  a  Confpiracy 
Againfl:  the  former. 

Clown.  A  Mefs  of  wife  old  Men  ! 

Lyfan.  Sirrah,  what  can  you  anfwer  to  all  thefe  ? 

Clown.  Ye  are  good  old  Men  and  talk  as  Age  will 
give  you  Leave.  1  would  fpeak  with  the  youthful  Duke 
himfelf;  he  and  I  may  fpeak  of  Things  that  fhall  be 
thirty  or  forty  Years  after  you  are  dead  and  rotten. 
Alas !  you  are  here  to  Day,  and  gone  to  Sea  To- 
morrow. 

Duke.  In  Troth,  Sir,  then  I  mufl  be  plain  with  you. 
The  Law  that  fhould  take  away  your  old  Wife    from 

you. 
The  which  I  do  perceive  was  your  Defire, 
Is  void  and  fruftrate;  fo  for  the  reft. 
There  has  been  fmce  another  Parliament 
Has  cut  it  off". 

Clown.  I  fee  your  Grace  is  difpofed  to  be  pleafant. 

Duke.  Yes,  you  might  perceive  that,  I  had  not  c\k 
Thus  dallied  with  your  Follies. 

Clown^ 
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Clown.  I'll  talk  further  with  your  Grace  when  I  come 
Back  from  Church  j  in  the  mean  Time  you  know  what 

to  do 
With  the  old  Women. 

Duke.  Stay,  Sir,  unlefs  in  the  mean  Time  you  mean 
I  caufe  a  Gibbet  to  be  fet  up  in  your  Way 
And  hang  you  at  your  Return. 

Wife.  O  gracious  Prince  ! 

Dv.ke.  Your  old  Wives  cannot  die  to-Day  by  any 
Law  of  mine-,  for  ought  I  can  fay  to  'em  they  ma/  by 
a  new  Edid  bury  you,  and  then,  perhaps,  you  pay  3 
new  Fine  too. 

Clown.  This  is  fine,  indeed! 

Wife.  O  gracious  Prince !   May  he   live  a   hundred 
Years  more.  \pnotho. 

Cook.  Your  Venture  is  not  like  to  come  in  to  Day, 

Clown.  Give  me  the  principal  back. 

Cook.  Nay,  by  m.y  Troth  we'll  venture  ftill — and  I'm 
fure  we  have  as  ill  a  Venture  of  it  as  you  ;  for  we  have 
taken  old  Wives  of  Purpofe  ;  that  we  had  thought  to 
have  put  away  at  this  Market,  and  now  we  cannot  utter 
a  Pennyworth. 

Duke.  Well,  Sirrah,  you  v/ere  beft  to  difcharge  your 
new  Charge  and  take  your  old  one  to  you. 

Clown.  Oh  Mufick,  no  Mufick,    but  prove  moft 
doleful  Trumpets  -, 
Oh  Bride !  no  Bride,  but  thou  may'ft  prove  a  Strumpet; 
Oh  Venture  I  no  Venture,  I  have,  for  one,  now  none. 
Oh  Wife  I  thy  Life  is  fav'd  when  I  hop'd  'c  had  been 

gone. 
Cafe  up  your  fruitlefs  Strings  j  no  Penny,  no  Wedding, 
Cafe  up  thy  Maidenhead  ;  no  Prieft,  no  Bedding  : 
Avaunt,  my  V^enture,  it  can  ne'er  be  reftor'd. 
Till  Ag.  my  old  Wife  be  thrown  overboard. 
Then  come  again,  old  Ag.  fmce  it  muft  be  fo ; 
Let  Bride  and  Venture  with  woful  Mufick  go. 

Cook.  What  for  the  Bride-cake,  Gnotho  ? 

Clown.  Let  it  be  mouldy  now  'tis  out  of  Seafon, 
Let  it  grow  out  of  Date  Currant  and  Raifin, 
Let  it  be  chip'd  and  chop'd  and  given  toChicken^. 

No 
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No  more  is  got  by  that,  than  William  Dickins 

Got  by  Ills  wooden  Diflies. 

Put  up  your  Plumbs,  as  Fidlers  put  up  Pipes, 

The  Wedding  dafh'd,  the  Bridegroom  weeps  and  wipes. 

Fidlers,  tarewel !   and  now,  without  perhaps. 

Put  up  your  Fiddles  as  you  put  up  Scraps. 

Lyjan.  This  PafTion  has  given  fome  Satisfadion,  yet, 
My  Lord,  I  think  you'll  pardon  him  now. 
With  all  the  reft,  fo  they  live  honeftly 
With  the  Wives  they  have. 

'Duke.  Oh!  moft  freely;  free  Pardon  to  all. 

Cook.  I,  we  have  deferv'd  our  Pardons,  if  we  can  live 
honeftly  with  fuch  reverend  Wives,  that  have  no  Motion 
in  'em  but  their  Tongues. 

Wife.  Heaven  blefs your  Grace!  you  are  a  juft  Prince. 

Clown.  All  Hopes  dafti'd  •,  the  Clerk's  Dues  loft  5 
Venture  gone  ;  my  fecond  Wife  divorc'd  -, 
And,  which  is  worft,  the  old  one  come  back  again!    * 
Such  Voyages  are  made  now  adays. 
Your  Grace  had  been  more  kind  to  your  young  Subjedls, 
Heaven  blefs,  and  mend  your  Laws,  that  they  do 
Not  gull  your  poor  Countrymen:  but  I  am  not 
The  firft,  by  forty,  that  has  been  undone  by  the  Law, 
'Tis  but  a  Folly  to  ftand  upon  Terms, 
I  take  my  Leave  of  your  Grace,  as  well   as  mine  Eyes 
will  give  me  Leave,  I  would  they  had  been  afleep  in 
their  Beds  when  they  opened  'em  to   fee   this  Day. 
Come  Ag.  come  Ag. 

Creon.  Were  not  you  all  my  Servants  ? 

Cook.  During  your  Life,  as  we  thought.  Sir;  but 
our  young  Mafter  turn'd  us  away. 

Creon.  How,  headlong  Villain,  wert  thou  in  thy  Ruin? 

Sim.  I  followed  the  Fafhion,  Sir,  as   other   young 
Men  did, 
If  you  were  as  we  thought  you  had  been. 
We  fhould  ne'er  have  come  for  this,  I  warrant  you. 
We  did  not  feed,  after  the  old  Faftiion  on  Beef, 
And  Mutton,  and  fuch  like. 

Creon.  Well  what  Damage  or  Charge  you  have  run 

Your- 
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Yourfelves  into  by  Marriage,  I  cannot  help. 

Nor  deliver  you  from  your  Wives  -,  them  you  muft  keep, 

Yourfelves  fhall  again  return  to  me. 

Om.  We  thank  your  Lordfliip  for  your  Love, 
And  muft  thank  ourlelves  for  our  bad  Bargains. 

Duke.  Cleanthes,  you  delay  the  Power  of  Law, 
To  be  infliiled  on  thefe  mifgovernM  Men, 
That  filial  Duty  have  fo  far  tranfgrefs'd. 
Clean.  My  Lord,  I  fee  a  Satisfaction 
Meeting  the  Sentence,  even  preventing  it 
Beating  my  Words  back  in  their  Utterance. 
See,  Sir,  there's  fait  Sorrow  bringing  forth  frefh 
And  new  Duties  (as  the  Sea  propagates^. 
The  Elephants  have  found  their  Joints  too ;  why 
Here's  Humility  able  to  bind  up 
The  punifliing  Hands  of  the  fevereft  Mafters, 
Much  more  the  gentle  Fathers. 

Sim.  I  had  ne'er  thought  to  have  been  brought  (o  low 
as  my  Knees  again-,  but  fince  there's  no  Remedy,  Fa- 
thers, reverend  Fathers  as  you  ever  hope  to  have  good 
Sons  and  Heirs,  a  handful  of  Pity !  We  confefs  we  have 
deferved  more  than  we  are  willing  to  receive  at  your 
Hands,  though  Sons  can  never  deferve  too  much  of 
their  Fathers,  as  fhall  appear  afterwards. 

Creon.  And  what  Way  can  you  declineyourFeedingnow.? 
You  cannot  retire  to  Beeves  and  Muttons  fure. 

Sim.  Alas!  Sir,  you  fee  a  good  Pattern  for  that, 
now  we  have  laid  by  our  high  and  lufty  Meats,  and  are 
down  to  our  Marrowbones  already. 

Creon.  Well,  Sir,  rife  to  Virtues  :  we'll  bind  you  now; 
You  that  were  too  weak  yourfelves  to  govern. 
By  others  fhall  be  govern'd. 

Lyfan.  Cleanthes^ 
I  meet  your  Juflice  with  Reconcilement 
If  there  be  Tears  of  Faith  in  Woman's  Breafl 
I  have  received  a  Myriad  which  confirms  mc 
To  find  a  happy  Renovation. 

Clean,  Here's  Virtue's  Throne, 
Which  I'll  embellifh  with  my  deareft  Jewels 

Of 


272  T  H  E    O  L  D    L  A  W. 

Of  Love  and  Faith,  Peace  and  AfFedion, 
This  is  the  Altar  of  my  Sacrifice, 
Where  daily  my  devoted  Knees  lliall  bend 
'  A"e  honoured  fhrine,  Time  ftill  foloveyou, 
That  I  fo  long  may  have  you  in  mine  Eye 
Until  my  Memory  lofe  your  Beginning. 
For  you,  great  Prince,  long  may  your  Fame  furvive. 
Your  Juitice  and  your  Wifdom  never  die. 
Crown  of  your  Crown,  the  Bleffing  of  your  Land 
Which  you  reach  to  her  from  your  Regent's  Hand. 

Leon.  O  Cleanthes,  had  you  with  us  tafted 
The  Entertainment  of  our  Retirement 
Fear'd  and  exclaim'd  on  in  your  Ignorance, 
You  might  have  fooner  died  upon  the  Wonder 
Than  any  Rage  or  PafTion  for  our  Lofs. 
A  Place  at  Hand  we  were  all  Strangers  in 
So  fpher'd  about  with  Mufick,  fuch  Delights 
Viands  and  Attendance,  and  once  a  Day 
So  cheated  with  a  royal  Vifitant, 
That  oft-times  (waking)  our  unfteady  Phantafies     ' 
Would  quefbion  whether  we  yet  liv'dor  no. 
Or  had  PofTefTion  of  that  Paradife 
Where  Angels  be  the  Guard. 

Duke.  Enough,  Leonides ; 
You  go  beyond  the  Praife,  we  have  our  End, 
And  all  is  ended  well,  we  have  now  ittn 
The  Flowers  and  Weeds  that  grew  about  our  Court. 

Sim.  If  thefe  be  Weeds  Fm  afraid  I   fhall  wear  none 
So  good  again  as  long  as  my  Father  lives. 

Duke.  Only  this  Gentleman  we  did  abufe 
With  our  own  Bofom  :  we  feem'd  a  Tyrant, 
And  he  our  Inftrument.    Look,  'tis  Cratilus. 
The  Man  that  you  fuppos'd  had  now  been  travel'd, 

[Difcovers  the  Executioner. 
Which  we  gave  Leave  to  learn  to  fpeak. 
And  bring  us  foreign  Languages  to  Greece. 
All's  joy'd,  I  fee  J  Let  Mufick  be  the  Crown, 
And  fet  it  high,  the  Good  need  fear  no  Law. 
It  is  his  Safety,  and  the  bad  Man's  Awe. 
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COMEDY, 

As    it   was    aclcd    at    a    private  Houfe  in  Black 
Friers,   with  great  Applaufe.      1658. 

WRITTEN     BY 

PHILIP  MASSINGER,  Gent. 

r 

•  Vol.  IV.  T 


To  the  truly  Noble  and  Virtuous 

Lady    Ann,     Countefs   of   Oxford  *, 

Honoured  Lady, 

IN  that  Age  when  Wit  and  Learning  were  oat 
conquered  by  Injury,  and  Violence 3  this  Poem 
was  theObje(fl  of  Love  and  Commendatioiiii,  it  bv,- 
ing  compoled  by  an  infallible  Pen,  and  cenfured  by 
an  unerring  Auditory.  In  this  Epiftle  I  fliall  not  need 
to  make  an  Apology,  for  Plays  in  general  by  ex- 
hibiting their  Antiquity  and  Utility.  In  a  Word,  they 
are  Mirrors  or  Glafies  which  none .  but  deformed 
Faces,  and  fouler  Confciences  fear  to  look  into. 
The  Encouragement  I  had  to  prefer  this  Dedica- 
tion to  your  powerful  Protection  proceeds  h'om  the 
univerfal  Fame  of  the  deceafed  Author,  who  (al- 
though he  compofed  many)  wrote  none  amifs,  and 
this  may  juftly  be  ranked  among  his  befl.  I  have 
redeemed  it  from  the  Teeth  of  Time,  by  commit- 
ting of  it  to  the  Prefs,  but  more  in  imploring  your 
Patronage.  I  Vv'ill  not  flandcr  it  with  my  Praile,  it 
is  Commendation  enough  to  call  it  Majjingers,  if  it 
may  gain  your  Allowance  and  Pardon  ;  I  am  highly 
gratified,  and  defire  only  to  wear  the  happy  Ti- 
tle of. 

Madam, 

Tour  mojl  humhk  Servant, 

Andrew  Penny  cuicke, 

*  This  Dedication  was  wrote  by  Amlmij  Vcnnycuicke^  one  of  the 
Aftors  in  the  Year  1658,  who  rcpubliflied  this  i'lay,  and  I'eems  to 
have  been  a  Perfjn  of  fome  Repiuacion  in  his  Profeflion. 


Dramatis    Perfonac. 

LORD  LACY. 
Sir  John  Rich,  a  Merchant.  .  • 

Sir  Maurice  Lacy,  Son  to  Lord  Lacy. 
Mr.  Plenty,  a  Country  Gentleman. 
Luke,  Brother  to  Sir  John  Rich. 

OJd     GOLDWIRE,      1  rr  r-      ^}    ^ 

^,j    T^  '     >Two  Gentlemen. 

Old    Tradewell  y 

Young  GoLDwiRE     7^^^^"^  Sons,  Apprentices  to  Sir 

Young  Tradewell  ^John  Rich. 

Stargaze,  an  Aftrologer. 

Fortune,  a  decay'd  Merchant. 

HoYST,  a  decay'd  Gentleman. 

Penury. 

Holdfast,  a  Steward. 

Ramble,  and  Scuffle,  two  Hedors. 

Ding'em,  a  Pimp. 

Gett-all,  a  Box-keeper. 

j 

Lady  Rich. 

mTr'y}^^'^^"S^^^"- 
Milliscent  her  Woman. 
Shave  AM,  a  Wench. 
Secret,  a  Baud. 


The  Seem  London. 


c^  vo  Caj?  c!aj  Caj  c^  oo  cJo  "v^ 
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C  I  T  Y-M  ADAM. 

ACT    I.        SCENE    I, 

En(er  Goldwire,  and  Tradewell. 

Goldwire.  S^'^C5S^Q  H  E   Ship  is  fafe  in  the  Pool 

Trade%vell.'^^. «g     And  makes  good,         [then? 

Q*    T    *^  In  her  rich  Freight,    the  Name 

§#**«««>^     She  bears,  t\\t  Speedwell : 
iSCO^.^-Q  My  Maftcr  will  find  it,    for  on 
my  certain  Knowledge, 
For  every  Hundred  that  he  ventured  in  her 
She  hath  return'd  him  five. 

Goldwire.  And  it  comes  timely  ; 
For  befidds  a  Payment  on  the  Nail  far  a  Mannor 
Late  purchas'd  by  my  Mafter,  his  young  Daughters 
Are  ripe  for  Marriage. 

T  3  Tradiweli, 
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^radewell.  Who  !  Nan,  and  Mdl  ? 

Goldwire.  Miftrefs  Anne  and  Mary,    and   with  fome 
Or  'tis  more  punifliable  in  our  Houfe  [Addition, 

Til  an  Scandahm  magnatum. 

I'radeiuelL  'Tis  great  Pity 
Such  a  Gentleman  as  my  Mafter  (for  that  Title 
His  being  a  Citizen,  cannot  take  from  him,) 
Hath  no  Male-heir  to  inherit  his  Eftate, 
And  keep  his  Name  alive. 

Goldwire.  The  want  of  one 
Swells  my  young  MiftrefTes,  and  their  Madam  Mother 
With   Hopes  above   their  Birth,    and   Scale.     Their 

Dreams  are 
Of  beino-  made  Countefles,  and  they  take  State 
As  they  were  fuch  already.     When  you  went 
To  the  Indies,  there  was  fome  Shape  and  Proportion 
Of  a  Merchant's  Houfe  in  our  Family,  but  fince 
My  Mader,  to  gain  Precedency  for  my  Miftrefs 
Above  fome  Elder  Merchants  Wives,  was  knighted, 
'Tis  o-rown  a  little  Court  in  Bravery, 
Variety  of  Fafhions,  and  thofe  rich  ones  : 
There  are  few  great  Ladies  going  to  a  Mafque 
Thatdoout-fhine  ours  in  their  every-day  Habits. 

^radewell.  'Tis  ftrange  my  Mafter  in  his  Wifdom  can 
Give  the  Reins  to  fuch  Exorbitancy. 

Goldwire.  He  muft. 
Or  there's  no  Peace  nor  Reft  for  him  at  Home. 
I  grant  his'ftate  will  bear  it,  yet  he's  cenfurM 
For  his  Indulgence,  and  for  Sir  John  Frugall  , 

By  fome  ftyl'd  Sir  John  Prodigal, 

Tradeivell.  Is  his  Brother 
Mr.  Luke  Frugall,  living  ? 

Goldwire.  Yes,  the  more 
HisMifcry,  poor  Man! 

Tradewell.  Still  in  the  Counter  ?  [the  Hole, 

Goldwire.  In  a  worfer  Place.   He  was  redeemed  from 
To  live  in  our  Houfe  in  Hell:  fince  his  bafe  Ufage 
Confidcr'd,  'tis  no  better.     My  proud  Lady 
Admits  him  to  her  Table,  marry  ever 

Ben  eath 
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Beneath  the  Salt  s  and  there  he  fits  the  Subject 
Of  her  Contempt  and  Scorn  -,  and  Dinner  ended, 
His  courteous  Nieces  find  Employment  for  him 
Fitting  an  under-prentice,  or  a  Footman, 
And  not  an  Uncle. 

Tradewell.  I  wonder. 
Being  a  Scholar  well  read,  and  travel'd. 
The  World  yielding  Means  for  Men  of  fuch  Defert, 
He  fliould  endure  it. 


E}vter  Star-gaze,    Lady,  Ann,  Mary,    Millefcent,   in 
fever al  Pojiures^  with  Looking- glajjes  at  their  Girdles. 

Goldwire.  He  does,  with  a  ftrange  Patience  •,  and  to  us 
The  Servants  fo  familiar,  nay  humble, 
ril  tell  you  ;  but  Fm  cut  off^. — Look  thefe 
Like  a  Citizen's  Wife  and  Daughters  ? 

TradewelL  In  their  Habits 
They  appear  other  Things ;  but  what  are  the  Motives 
Of  this  itrange  Preparation  .'' 

Goldwire.  The  young  Wag-tails 
Expe6l  their  Suitors.     The  firit,  the  Son  and  Heir 
Of  the  Lord  Lacy,  who  needs  my  Mailer's  Money, 
As  his  Daughter  does  his  Honour.     The  fccond,  Mr, 
A  rough  iiewn  Gentleman,  and  newly  come       {Plenty^ 
To  a  great  Eftate  i  and  fo  all  Aids  of  Art 
In  them's  excufable. 

Lady.  You  have  done  your  Parts  here : 
To  your  ftudy,  and  be  curious  in  the  Search 
Of  the  Nativities.  [Exit  Stargaze. 

'Tradewell.  Methinks  the  Mother, 
As  if  fhe  could  renew  her  Youth,  in  Care, 
Nay  Curiofity  to  appear  lovely. 
Comes  not  behind  her  Daughters. 

Goldwire.  Keeps  the  firft  Place, 
And  tho'  the  Church-book  fpcak  her  Fifty,  tiiey 

I   Beneath  the  Salt. 
-  See  the  6th  Note  on  tk  eUtinatural  Combat,  Vol.  III. 

T  4  Th.it 
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That  lay  flie  can  write  Thirty,  more  offend  her 

Than  if  they  tax'd  her  Honelty  :  T'other  Day 

A  I'enant  of  hers,  inftrud:ed  in  her  Humour, 

But  one  flic  never  faw,  being  bi ought  before  her; 

For  faying  only,  Good  young  Miftrefs  help  me 

To  the  Speech  of  your  Lady-mother,  fo  far  pleased  her, 

That  he  got  his  Leafe  renew'd  for'c. 

'Tradewell.  How  flie  biiftks: 
Pry'thee,  obferve  her. 

Millefcent.  As  I  hope  to  fee 
A  Country  Knight's  Son  and  Heir  walk  bare  before  you 
When  you  are  a  Countefs,  as  you  may  be  one 
When  my  Matter  dies,  or  leaves  trading  ;  and  I  conti- 
Your  principal  Woman,  take  the  upper-hand       [nuing 
Of  a 'Squire's  Wife,  tho' a  Juftice,  as  I  muft 
By  the  Place  you  give  me,  you  look  now  as  young 
As  when  you  were  married. 

Lady.  I  think  I  bear  my  Years  well. 

Millejcent.  Why  fhould  you  talk  of  Years?   Time 
hath  not  plough'd 
One  Furrow  in  your  Face:  were  you  not  knowa 
The  Mother  of  thefe  Ladies,  you  might  pafs 
For  a  Virgin  of  fifteen. 

tradewell.  Here's  no  grofs  Flattery  : 
Will  flie  fwallow  this  ? 

Goldwire.  You  fee  Ihe  does,  and  glibly. 

Millefcent.  You  never  can  be  old  i  wear  but  a  Mafquc 
Forty  Years  hence,  and  you  will  ftill  fecm  young 
In  your  other  Parts  :  What  a  Waift  is  here  ?  0°Vems ! 
That  I  had  been  born  a  King  !— and  here  a  Hand 
To  be  kifs'd  ever  ;  Pardon  tpy  Boldnefs,  Madam. 
Then,  for  a  Leg  and  Foot  you  will  be  courted 
When  a  great  Grandmother. 

Lcdy.  Thcfe  indeed.  Wench,  are  not 
So  lubjed  to  Decay ings  as  the  Face, 
Their  Comlinefs  lafts  longer. 

Millifcent.  Ever,  ever : 
Such  a  rare  featur'd,  and  proportion'd  Madam 
London,  could  never  boaft  of. 
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'  Lady.  Where  are  my  Shoes  ? 

MiUijcent.  Thole  that  your  Ladylhip  gave  order 
Should  be  made  of  the  Spanilh  perfum'd  Skins  ? 

Lady.  The  fame. 

Millifcent.  I  fent  the  Prifon-bird  this  Morning  for  *em. 
But  he  negleds  his  Duty. 

Ann.  He  is  grown 
Exceeding  carelcfs. 

Mary.  And  begins  to  murmur 
At  our  Commands,  and  fometimes  grumbles -to  us. 
He  is,  forfooth,  our  Uncle. 

Lady.  He  is  your  Slave, 
And  as  fuch  ufe  him. 

Ann.   Willingly,  but  he's  grown 
Rebellious  Madam, 

Enter  Luke,  wUb  Shoes y  Carters,  and  Rofes. 

Goldzvire.  Nay,  like  Hen,  like  Chicken. 

Lady.  I'll  humble  him. 

Goldwire.  Here  he  comqs  fweatingali  over: 
He  fliews  like  a  walking  Frippery. 

Lady.  Very  good.  Sir,  [fooner 

W^ere  you  drunk   laft   Night,    that  you  could  rife  no 
With  humble  Diligence,  to  do  \yhatmy  Daughters, 
And  Woman  did  command  you  ? 

Luke.  Drunk,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Lady.  Drunk,  1  laid.  Sirrah.     Dar'ft  thou  in  a  look 
Repine,  or  grumble?  thou  unthankful  Wretch, 
Did  our  Charity  redeem  thee  out  of  Prifon, 
Thy  Patrimony  fpent.,  ragged,  and  lowly  •, 
W^hen  the  Sheriff's  Bafket,  and  his  broken  Meat 
W^ere  your  Feftival  exceedings,  and  is  this 
So  foon  forgot  ? 

Luke.  I  confefs  I  am 
Your  Creature,  Madam. 

Lady.  And  good  Reafon  why 
You  Ihould  continue  fo. 

jinn. 
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Jmi.  Wlio  did  new  cloath  you  ? 

Afiiry.  Admitted  you  to  the  Dining-room? 

Milltfcent.  Allowed  you  a  frefli  Bed  in  the  Garret? 

Lady.  Or  from  whom 
Received  you  Ipending  Money  ? 

Luke.  I  owe  all  this 
To  your  Goodnefs,/V/^/^^w.  For  it  you  have  my  Prayers  j 
The  Beggar's  Satisf;i6lion  j  all  my  Studies, 
(Forgetting  what  I  was,  but  with  all  Duty 
Remembring  whati  am)  are  how  to  pleafe  you. 
And  if  in  my  long  Stay  I  have  ofTended, 
I  afl<  your  Pardon.     Though  you  may  confider,  • 
Beino-  forc'd  to  fetch  thefe  from  the  Old  Exchange^ 
Thefe  from  the  Tczver.^  and  thefe  from  Wejlminjier^ 
1  could  not  come  much  fooner. 

Gold-wire.  Here  was  a  Walk 
To  breaih  a  Footman  ! 

Jnn.  'Tis  a  curious  Fan. 

Mary.  Thefe  Rofes  will  fhew  rare  :  would  t'were  in 
That  the  Garters  might  be  feen  too.  [fafhion 

Millefcent.  ManyLadies 
That  know  they  have  good  Legs,  wifh  the  fame  with 
Men  that  Way  have  th'  Advantage.  [you  : 

Liikc.  I  was  with  the  Lady, 
And  delivered  her  the  Sattin 
For  her  Gown,  and  Velvet  for  her  Petticoat, 
This  Night  She  vows  Shc*ll  pay  you.  {^apart 

Goldivirc.  How  I  am  bound 
To  your  Favour  Mr.  Lake. 

JVlillifcent.  As  1  live,  you  will 
Perfume  all  Rooms  you  walk  in. 

Lady.  Get  your  Furr ; 
You  (hall  puli  'em  on  within.  {^Exit  Luke. 

Gold-wire.  That  fervile  Office 
Her  Pride  impofcs  on  him. 

\^Sir  ]o\\n  within.   Gold'^vire.  I'radewelL 

^radezvcll.  My  Mafler  calls.     Wecom.e,  Sir. 

[_Exeunl:  Gold  wire.  Trade  well. 

Enter 
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Enter  Holdfaft  with  Porters 

Lady.  What  have  you  brought  there  ? 
Holdfaft.  The  Cream  of  the  Market  ^JProvifion  enough 
To  I'erve  a  Garrifon.     I  weep  to  think  on't. 
When  my  Mafter  got  his  Wealth,  his  Family  fed 
On  Roots  and  Livers,  and  Necks  of  Beef  on  Sundays. 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  fpent  in  poultry. 
Butcher's  Meat  will  not  go  down. 

Lady,  Why  you  Rafcal,  is  it  at 
Your  Expence  ?  what  Cooks  have  you  provided  ? 

Holdfaft,  The  beft  of  the  City. 
They  have  wrought  at  my  Lord  Mayor's. 

Ann.  Fie  on  'em. 
They  fmell  of  Fleet-Lane,  and  Pye- Corner.  [fifts 

Mary.  And  think  the  Happinefs  of  Man's  Life  con- 
In  a  mighty  fhoulder  of  Mutton. 

Lady.  I'll  have  none 
Shall  touch  what  I  eat,  (you  grumbling  Cur) 
But  French-men  and  Italians  ;  they  wear  Sattin, 
And  dilh  no  Meat  but  in  Silver. 

Holdfaft.  You  may  want,  though, 
A  Difh  or  two  when  the  Service  ends. 

Lady.  Leave  prating, 
I'll  have  my  Will :  do  you  as  I  command  you.  [Exeufit. 

SCENE     XL 

Enter  Lacy  and  Page. 

Lacy.  You  were  with  Plenty  ? 

Page.  Yes,  Sir. 

Lacy.  And  what  Anfwer 
Return'd  the  Clown  ? 

Page.  Clown,  Sir,  he  is  transformed. 
And  grown  a  Gallant  of  the  laft  Edition  j 

More 
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More  rich  than  gaudy  in  his  habit,  yet 
The  freedom  and  the  bluntnefs  of  his  Language 
Continues  with  him.     When  I  told  him  that 
You  gave  him  Caution,  as  he  iov'd  the  Peace, 
And  Safety  of  his  Life,  he  Ihould  forbear 
To  pafs  the  Merchant's  ThreOiold  until  you 
Of  his  two  Daughters  had  made  choice  of  her 
Whom  you  defign'd  to  honour  as  your  Wife, 
He  fmil'd  in  Scorn. 

Lacy.  In  fcorn  ? 

Page.  His  Words  confirm'd  it ; 
They  were  few,  but  to  this  Purpofe  -,  tell  your  Matter, 
I'hough  his  Lordfhip  in  Reverfion  now  were  his, 
It  cannot  awe  me.     I  was  born  a  Free-man, 
And  will  not  yield  in  the  Way  of  Affedion 
Precedence  to  him.     I  will  vifit  *em. 
Though  he  fate  Porter  to  deny  my  Entrance. 
When  I  meet  him  next,  I'll  fay  more  to  his  Face. 
Deliver  thou  this.     Then  gave  me  a  Piec? 
To  help  my  Memory,  and  fo  we  parted. 

Lacy.  Where  got  he  this  fpirit  ? 

Page.  At  the  Academy  of  valour. 
Newly  ere6led  for  the  Inftitution 
Of  elder  Brothers.    Where  they  are  taught  the  Ways, 
Tho'  they  refufe  to  feal  for  a  Duellift, 
How  to  decline  a  Challenge.     He  himfelf 
Can  bed  refolve  you. 

Enter  Plenty  ay]d  three  Serving  Men, 

Lacy.  You  Sir — 
Plenty.  What  with  me  Sir? 
How  big  you  look  ?  I  will  not  ioofe  a  Hat, 
To  a  Hair's  Breadth :  move  your  Bever,  I'll  move  mine. 
Or  if  you  defire  to  prove  your  Sword,  mine  hangs 
As  near  my  right  Hand,  and  will  as  foon  out  i  though 
1  keep 

Not 
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Not  a  Fencer  to  breath  me,  walk  into  Mocr-Fields^ 

I  dare  look  on  your  Toledo.  Do  not  fhew 

A  foolifh  Valour  in  the  Streets,  to  make 

Work  for  Shopkeepers,  and  their  Clubs,  *tis  fcurvy. 

And  the  the  Women  will  laugh  at  U3. 

Lacy.  You  pre  fume 
On  the  Protection  of  your  Hinds. 

Plenty.  I  fcorn  it  : 
Though  I  keep  Men  I  fight  not  with  their  Fingers, 
Nor  make  it  my  Religion  to  follow 
The  Gallant's  Fafhion,  to  have  my  Family 
Confiiling  in  a  Footman,  and  a  Page, 
And  thofe  two  fometimes  hungry.    I  can  feed  thefe. 
And  cloath  'em  too,  my  gay  Sir. 

Lncy.  What  a  fine  Man 
Hath  your  Taylor  made  you  ? 

Plenty.  'Tis  quite  contrary, 
I  have  made  my  Taylor,  for  my  Cloaths  are  paid  for 
As  foon  as  put  on  ;  a  Sin,  your  Man  of  Title 
Is  fcldom  guilty  of;  but  Heav'n  forgive  it. 
I  have  other  Faults  too  very  incident 
To  a  plain  Gentleman.     I  eat  my  Venifion 
With  my  Neighbours  in  the  Country,  and  prefent  not 
My  Pheafants,  Patridges,  and  Growle  to  the  Ufererj 
Nor  ever  yet  paid  Brokage  to  his  Scrivener. 
I  flatter  not  my  Mercer's  Wife  nor  feaft  her 
With  the  firft  Cherries,  or  Pefcods,  to  prepare  mc 
Credit  with  her  Hufband,  when  I  come  to  London. 
The  Wool  of  my  Shtep,  or  a  Score  or  two  of  fat  Oxca 
In  Smitbfeldy  give  mc  Money  for  my  Expences. 
I  can  make  my  Wife  a  jointure  of  fuch  Lands  too 
As  are  not  encumber'd,  no  Annuity 
Or  Statue  lying  on  'em.     This  I  can  do 
And  it  pleafe  your  future  Honou,-,  and  why  therefore. 
You  fhould  forbid  my  being  Suitor  wi:h  you 
My  DuUnefs  apprehends  not*. 

*   My  dulinefi  apprehtndi  not. 
This  fpirited  Speech  defer ves  to  be  remarked  ;  it  is  an  excelfent 

Page^ 
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Page.  This  is  bitter.  [fliewn 

Lacy.  I  have  heard  you.  Sir,  and  in   my  Patience 
Too  much  of  the  Stoick.     But  to  parly  farther. 
Or  anfwer  your  grofs  Jeers,  would  write  me  Coward. 
This  only,  thy  great  Grandfather  was  a  Buccher, 
And  his  Son  a  Grafier,  thy  Sire  Conftable 
Of  the  Hundred,  and  thou  the  firft  of  your  Dunghill, 
Created  Gentleman.     Now  you  may  come  on.  Sir, 
You  and  your  Thrafhers. 

Plenty.  Stir  not  on  your  lives. 
This  for  the  Grafier,  this  for  the  Butcher.      \they  fight 

Lacy.  So,  Sir. 

Page.  I'll  not  fland  idle;  draw  my  little  Rapier 
Againft  your  bumb  Blades,  I'll  one  by  one  difpatch  you. 
Then  houfe  this  Inltrument  of  Death  and  Horour. 

Enter  Sir  John,  Luke,  Goldwire,  Tradewell. 

Sir  John.  Beat  down   their   Weapons.     My   Gate 
What  Infolence  is  this  ^  [Ruffians  Hall  : 

Luke.  Noble  Sir  Maurice, 
Worfhipful  Mr.  Plenty-^ 

S'wjohn.  1  blufli  for  you, 
Men  of  your  Quality  expofe  your  Fame 
To  every  vulgar  Cenfure  !  This  at  Midnight 
After  a  drunken  Supper  in  a  Tavern, 
(No  civil  Man  abroad  to  cenfure  it) 
Had  (hewn  poor  in  you  ;  but  in  the  Day,  and  View 
Of  all  that  pafs  by,  monftrous  1 

Plenty.  Very  well.  Sir ; 
You  look  for  this  Defence. 

Lacy,  'Tis  thy  Protedion, 
But  it  will  deceive  thee. 

Sir  John.  Plold,  if  you  proceed  thus, 
I  muft  make  Ufe  of  the  next  Juftice's  Power^ 

Piece  of  Satire  on  fuch,  who,  puffed  up  with  their  high  Birth,  and 
Quality  (thofe  imaginary  honours)  are  devoid  of  Merit/  nor  hav« 
tie  leaft  Pretenfioii  to  any  Virtue  whatever. 

And 
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And  leave  Perfuafion  ;  and  in  plain  Terms  tell  you 

Enter  Lady,  Anr,,  Mary,  ajtd  Millifcent. 

Neither  your  Birth,  Sir  Maurice,  nor  your  Wealtli, 

Shall  priviledge  this  riot.  See  whom  you  have  drawn 

To  be  Speftators  of  it !  Can  you  imagine 

It  can  (land  with  the  Credit  of  my  Daughters, 

To  be  the  Argument  o'i  your  Swords  ?  I'th  Street  too  ? 

Nay  e're  you  do  falute,  or  I  give  Way, 

To  any  private  Conference,  iliake  Hands 

In  Sign  of  Peace.     Pie  that  draws  back,  parts  with 

My  good  Opinion.     This  is  as  it  fliould  be. 

Make  your  Approaches,  and  if  their  Aftedion 

Can  fympathize  with  yours,  they  fhall  not  come 

On  my  Credit  Beggars  to  you.  I  will  hear 

"What  you  reply  within. 

Vacy.  May  I  have  the  Honour 
To  fupport  you.  Lady  ? 

Plenty.  I  know  not  what  is  fupporting. 
But  by  this  fair  Hand,  Glove  and  all,  I  love  you. 

Exeunt  all  but  Luke. 

"To  him  aiter  Hoyft,  Penury,  Fortune. 

Luke.  You  are  come  with  all  Advantage.  I  will  help 
To  the  fpeech  of  my  Brother.  £yo,2 

Fortune.  Have  you  mov'd  him  for  us  .'' 

Luke.  With  the  beft  of  my  Endeavours,  and  I  hope 
You'll  find  him  tradable. 

Penury.  Heaven  grant  he  prove  ib. 

Hoyft.  Howe'er  Til  fpeak  my  Mind. 

Enter  Lord  Lacy. 

Luke.  Do  fo,  Mr.  Hoyft. 
Go  in,     I'll  pay  my  Duty  to  this  Lord, 
And  then  I  am  wholly  yours.  Heaven  blefs  your  Honour. 

Lord, 
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Lord.  Your  Hand  Mr.  Luke :  The  World's  moch 
chang'd  with  you 
Within  thcfc  few  Months ;  then  you  were  the  Gallant ! 
No  Meeting  at  the  Horfe-race,  Cocking,  Hunting, 
Shootinn-,  or  Bowling,  at  which  Mr.  Luke 
Was  not  a  principal  Gamefler,  and  Companiort 
For  the  Nobility. 

Luke.  I  have  paid  dear 
For  thofe  Follies,  my  good  Lord  j  and  *tis  but  Jufticc 
Th.it  fuch  as  foar  above  their  Pitch,  and  will  not 
Be  warn'd  by  my  Example,  fhould  like  me 
Share  in  the  Mileries  that  wait  upon't. 
Your  Honour  in  your  Charity  may  do  well 
Not  to  upbraid  me  with  thofe  Weaknelles 
Too  late  repented. 

Lord.  I  nor  do,  nor  wil! ; 
And  you  fhall  find  I'll  lend  a  helping  Hand         [you  f 
To  raife  your  Fortunes  i  How  deals  your  Brother  with 

Luke.  Beyond  my  Merit,  I  thank  his  Goodnefs  for't. 
I  am  a  Freeman,  all  my  Debts  difcharg'd. 
Nor  does  one  Creditor,  undone  by  me 
Curie  my  loofe  Riots,     i  have  Meat  and  Cloaths, 
Time  to  afk  Heaven  Remifllon  lor  what's  paft  i 
Cares  of  the  World  by  me  are  laid  alide. 
My  prefent  Poverty's  a  Bleffing  to  me  ; 
And  though  I  have  been  long,  [  dare  not  fay 
I  ever  liv'd  till  now. 

Lord.  You  bear  it  well ; 
Yet  as  you  wifh  I  fhould  receive  for  Truth 
What  you  deliver,  with  that  Truth  acquaint  mc 
With  your  Brother's  Inclination.     Thave  heard 
In  the  Acquifition  of  his  Wealth,  he  weighs  not 
Whofe  Ruins  he  builds  upon, 

Luke.  In  that.  Report 
Wrongs  him,  my  Lord.     He  is  a  Citizen, 
And  would  increafe  his  heap,  and  will  not  lofe 
What  the  Law  gives  him.  Such  as  are  worldly  wife 
Purfue  that  Tract,  or  they  will  ne'er  wear  Scarlet. 

But 
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But  if  your  Honour  pleafe  to  know  his  Temper, 
You  are  come  opportunely.     I  can  bring  you 
Where  you  unfeen  fhall  fee,  and  hear  his  Carriage 
Towards  fome  poor  Men,  v/hofe  Making  or  Undoing 
Depend  upon  his  Pleafure. 

A  Table ^  Count -Book^  Siandijk,  Chairs,  and  Stoeh  fet  cut 

Lord.  To  my  wifh, 
I  know  no  Objeit  that  could  more  content  me.  [  Exeimt, 

SCENE    ni. 

Enter  Sir  John,  Hoyft,  Fortune,  Penury,  Goldwlre. 

vSir  John.  What  would  you  have  me  do  P  reach  me  a 
When  1  lent  my  Moneys  I  appeared  an  Angel  j  [Chair. 
Euc  now  I  would  call  in  mine  Ovvn^  a  Devit, 

Hoyjl.  Were  you  the  Devil's  Dam,  you  muft  ftay  till 
For  as  I  am  a  Gentleman, [I  have  it. 

Enter  Luke  .placing  the  Lord  Lacy. 

Luke.  There  you  may  hear  all.  [the  Value, 

Hoyji.  I  pawn'd  you  my  Land  for  the  tenth  Part  of 
Now  'caufe  I  am  a  Gamefler,  and  keep  Ordinaries, 
And  a  Livery  Punk,  or  fo,  and  trade  not  with 
The  Money-Mongers  Wives,  not  one  will  be  bound  for 
'Tis  a  hard  Cafe,  you  muft  give  me  longer  Day     [mc : 
Or  I  fhall  grow  very  angry. 

Sir  Jchn.  Fret,  and  fpare  not. 
I  know  no  Obligation  lies  upon  me 
With  my  Honey  to  feed  Drones.    But  to  the  Purpofc, 
How  much  owes  Penury? 

Goldwire.  Two  hundred  Pounds  : 
His  Bond  three  Times  fince  forfeited. 

Sir  John.  Is  it  fu'd  .? 

Goldivire.  Yes  Sir,  and  Execution  out  againft  h'm. 

Vot.  IV.  Lf  S»-  John. 
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'  Sir  John.  For  Body  and  Goods. 
Goldimre.  For  both,  Sir. 
Sir  John.  See  it  ferv'd. 

Peiiury.  I  am  undone  -,  my  Wife  and  Family 
Muft  ilarve  for  Want  of  Bread. 
Sir  John.  More  Infidel  thou, 
In  not  providing  better  to  fupport  'em. 
What's  Fortune's  Debt  ? 
Goldwire.  A  Thou  land,  Sir. 
Sir  John.  An  Eftate       n 
For  a  good  Man.     You  were  the  glorious  Trader, 
Embraced  all  Bargains ;  the  main  Venturer 
In  every  Ship  that  launched  forth  ;  kept  your  Wife 
As  a  Lady,  fhe  had  her  Coach,  her  Choice 
Of  Summer-Houfes,  built  with  other  Men's  Money 
Took  up  at  Intereft,  the  certain  Road 
To  Ludgate  in  a  Citizen.  Pray  you  acquaint  me 
How  were  my  Thoufand  Pounds  employ*d  ? 

Fortune.  Infult  not 
On  my  calamity,  though  being  a  Debtor, 
And  a  Slave  to  him  that  lends,  I  muft  endure  it. 
Yet  hear  me  fpeak  thus  much  in  my  Defence  ; 
Loffes  at  Sea,  and  thofe.  Sir,  great  and  many. 
By  ftorms  and  Tempefts,  not  domeftic  Riots 
In  foothing  my  Wile's  Humour,  or  mine  own, 
Have  brought  me  to  this  low  Ebb. 

Sir  John.  Suppofe  this  true  j 
What  is't  to  me  ?  I  muft,  and  will  have  my  Money, 
Or  I'll  proteft  you  firft,  and  that  done,  have 
The  Statute  made  for  Bankrupts  ferv'd  upon  you.    [if. 

Fortune.  'Tis  in  your  Power,  but  not  in  mine  tofhun 

Luke.  Not  as  a  Brother,  Sir,  but  with  fuch  Duty, 
As  I  (hould  ufe  unto  my  Father,  fince 
Your  Charity  is  my  Parent,  give  me  Leave 
To  fpcak  my  Thoughts. 

S'xrjohn.  What  would  you  fay  ? 

Luke.  No  Word,  Sir, 
I  hope  fhall  give  OfFence  ;  nor  let  it  relifh 
Ot  Flattery,  though  I  proclaim  aloud, 

I  glory 
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I  glory  in  the  Bravc^ry  of  yo  ir  Mind, 

To  which  your  Wealth's  a  Servant.     Not  that  Riches 

Is  or  fhoLiId  be  contemn'J.  it  beins;  a  Bleflins 

Deriv'd  from  Heaven,  and  by  your  Induftry 

Pull'd  down  upon  you  ;  but  in  this,  dear  Sir, 

You  have  many  Equals  :  Such  a  Man's  Poflcflloni 

Extend  as  far  as  yours ;  a  fecond  hath 

His  Bags  as  full  j  a  third  in  Credit  iiies 

As  high  in  the  popular  Voice :  but  the  Diftinction 

And  noble  Difference  by  which  you  are 

Divided  from  'em,  is,  that  you  are  fty'Id, 

Gentle  in  your  Abundance,  good  in  Plenty, 

And  that )  ou  feel  Corlipafllon  in  your  Bowels' 

Of  others  Miferies  (I  have  found  it,  Sir, 

Heaven  keep  me  thankful  for'tj  while  they  are  curs'd 

As  Rigid  and  Inexorable. 

Sir  John.  I  delight  no: 
To  hear  this  fpoke  to  my  Face; 

Luke.  That  fhall  not  grieve  you. 
Your  Affability,  and  Miidnefs  cloath'd 
In  the  Garments  of  your  Debtor's  Breath 
Shall  every  where,  though  you  ftrive  to  conceal  it^ 
Be  feen  and  wondred  at,  and  in  the  Act 
With  a  prodigal  Hand  rewarded.  Whereas  fuch 
As  are  born  only  for  themlelves,  and  live  fo, 
Though  profperous  in  worldly  Underftandings, 
Are  but  like  Beads  of  Rapine,  that  by  odds 
Of  Strength,  ufurp,  and  tyrannize  o'er  others 
Brought  under  their  Subje<^ion. 

Lord.  A  rare  Fellow  I 
I  am  ftrangely  taken  with  him. 

Luke.  Can  you  think,  Sir, 
In  your  unqueftionM  Wifdom,  I  befeech  you, 
The  Goods  of  this  poor  Man  fold  at  an  Out-cry, 
His  Wife  turn'd  oUt  of  Doors,  his  Children  lore'd 
To  beg  their  Bread  ;  This  Gentleman's  Ellate 
By  Wrong  extorted  can  advantage  you  f 

U   2  Hoyif. 
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Iloyjl.  If  it  thrive  with  him,   hang  me,  as  it  will 
If  he^be  not  converted.  [damn  him, 

Luke.  You  are  too  violent. 
Or  that  the  Ruin  of  this  once  brave  Merchant 
(For  fuch  he  was  efteem'd  though  now  decay'd)' 
Will  raifc  your  Reputation  with  good  Men  ? 
But  you  may  urge,  (pray  you  pardon  me,  my  Zeal 
Makes  me  thus  bold  and  vehement)  in  this 
You  fatisfy  your  Anger,  and  Revenge 
For  being  defeated.     Suppofe  this,  it  will  not 
Repair  your  Lofs,  and  there  was  never  yet 
But  Shame,  and  Scandal  in  a  Vi6lory 
"When  the  Rebels  unto  Reafon,  Paffions  fought  it. 
Then  for  Revenge  by  great  Souls  it  was  ever 
Contemn'd,  though  offered-,  entertain'd  by  none 
But  Cowards,  bafe  and  abjeft  Spirits,  Strangers 
To  moral  Honefty,  and  never  yet 
Acquainted  with  Religion. 

Lord.  Our  Divines 
Cannot  fpeak  more  effedually. 

Sir  John.  Shall  I  be 
Talk'd  out  of  my  Money  ? 

Luke.  No,  Sir,  but  intreated 
To  do  yourfelf  a  Benefit,  and  preferve 
What  you  poffefs  intire. 

Sir  John.  How,  my  good  Brother  f  [-eat, 

Luke.  By  making  thefe  your  Beads-men.  When  they 
Their  Thanks,  next  Heaven,  will  be  paid  to  your  Mercy; 
When  your  Ships  are  at  Sea,  their  Prayers  will  fwell 
The  Sails  with  profperous  Winds,  and  guard  'em  from 
Tempefts,  and  Pirates  :  keep  your  Ware-houfes 
From  Fire,  or  quench  'em  with  their  Tears. 
Sir  John.  No  more. 

Luke.  Write  you  a  good  Man  in  the  People's  Hearts, 
Follow  you  every  where. 
Sir  John.  If  this  could  be— 
Luke.  It  muft,  or  our  Devotions  are  but  Words, 
I  fee  a  gentle  Promife  in  your  Eye, 

Make 
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Make  it  a  blelTed  A(5V,  and  poor  me  rich 
In  being  the  Inftrument. 

Sir  John.  You  fliall  prevail. 
Give  'em  longer  Day.     But  do  you  hear  no  Talk  oft  ? 
Should  this  arrive  at  Twelve  on  the  Exchange; 
I  fhall  be  laugh'd  at  for  my  foolifli  l-'ity,  [Time 

Which  Money-men    hate    deadly.     Take  your  owa 
But  fee  you  break  not.  Carry  'em  to  the  Cellar, 
Drink  a  Health,  and  thank  your  Orator, 
Penury.  On  our  Knees,  Sir. 
Fortune.  Honeft  Mr.  Luke. 
Hoyft.  I  blefs  the  Counter,  where 
You  learn'd  this  Rhetorick. 

huke.  No  more  of  that  Friends. 

{^Exeunt  Luke,  HoyO:,  Fortune,  Penury. 
Sir  John.  My  honourable  Lord. 
hord.  I  have  feen  and  heard  all, 
Excufe  my  Manners,  and  wifh  heartily 
You  were  all  of  a  piece.  Your  Charity  to  your  Debtors 
I  do  commend,  but  where  you  fliould  exprefs 
Your  Piety  to  the  Height,  1  muft  boldly  tell  you 
You  fliew  yourfelf  an  Atheift. 
Sir  John.  Make  me  know 
My  Error,  and  for  what  I  am  thus  cenfur'd. 
And  I  will  purge  myfelf,  or  cife  confcfs 
A  guilty  Caufe. 

Lord.  It  is  your  harfii  Demeanour 
To  your  poor  Brother. 
Sir  John.  Is  that  all } 
Lord.  'Tis  more 
Than  can  admit  Defence.     You  keep  him  as 
A  Parafite  to  your  Table,  fubjed  to 
The  Scorn  of  your  proud  Wife  :  an  Underling 
To  his  own  Nices.     And  can  I  with  mine  Honour 
Mix  my  Blood  with  his,  that  is  not  fenfibls 
Of  his  Brother's  Miferies  ? 

Sir  John.  Pray  you  take  me  with  you. 
And  let  me  yield  my  Reafons  why  I  am 
No  opener-handed  to  him.     I  was  bornj 

U  3  Hi) 
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His  elder  Brother,  yet  my  Father's'Fondnefs 

To  him  the  younger  robb'd  me  of  my  Birth- right : 

He  had  a  fair  Eftate,  which  his  loofe  Riots 

Soon  brought  to  nothing.  Wants  grew  heavy  on  hini 

And  when  lay'd  up  for  Debt,  of  all  forlaken. 

And  in  his  own  Hopes  Joft,  I  did  redeem  him. 

Lord.  You  could  not  do  lefs. 

Sir  John.  Was  I  bound  to  it  my  Lord  ? 
What  I  pofTefs,  I  may  with  Juftice  call 
The  Harveft  of  my  Induftry.     Would  you  have  me, 
Neglefting  mine  own  Family,  to  give  up 
My  Eftate  to  his  Difpofure  ? 

Lord.  I  would  have  you, 
\Vhat's  pafs'd  forgot,  to  ufe  him  as  a  Brother  5 
A  Brother  of  fair  Parts,  of  a  clear  Soul, 
Religious,  good,  and  honeft. 

Sir  John.  Outward  Glofs 
Qften  deceives,  may  it  not  prove  fo  in  him  ? 
And  yet  m)'  long  Acquaintance  v/ith  his  Nature 
Renders  me  doubtful.     But  that  fhall  not  make 
A  Breach  between  us :  Let  us  in  to  Dinner, 
And  what  Truft,  or  Employment  you  think  fit 
Shall  be  conferr'd  upon  him :  If  he  prove 
True  Gold  in  the  Touch,  Til  be  no  Mourner  for  it. 

Lord.  If  Counterfeit,  Til  never  truft  my  Judgment,     ' 

{Exeunt, 
The  End  of  the  F  i  r  s  r    Act. 

^ !«  9;  9;  i«  %  ^  »!  ^:i  !i^  ?:;  ^I;  iO;  >:• !» ^^  »•  •:■  ^  •% -ft  »•  4(  $  ■%  ■»  « 'K  »■  .^ 

A  C  T  n.     SCENE     L 

Enter  Luke,  Holdfaft,  Goldwire,  Tradewell. 

Moldfafl.  'T^  H  E  like  was  never  feen. 

Luke.         X.     Why  in  this  Rage  Man  ? 

Holdfaji,  Men  may  talk  of  Country-Chriftmafes,  and 
Court-gluttony,  [Carps  Tongues, 

Tjieir  Thirty  Pound  for  butter'd  Eggs,  their  Pies  of 

Their 
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Their  Pheafants  drench'd  with  Ambergreafe,  the  Car- 
Of  three  fat  Weathers  bruiled  for  Gravy  to  [kafes 

Make  Sauce  for  a  fingle  Peacock,  yet  their  Feafts 
Were  Fails  compar'dwith  the  City's. 

Tradewell.  What  dear  Dainty 
W^as  it  thou  murmur'ft  at  ? 

Holdfaft.  Did  you  not  obferve  it  ? 
There  were  three  fucking  Pigs  ferv'd  up  in  a  Difli, 
Took  from  the  Sow  as  foon  as  farrow'd, 
A  Fortnight  fed  with  Dates,  and  Mufkadine, 
That  flood  my  Mailer  in  twenty  Marks  a  piece, 
Befides  the  Puddings  in  their  Bellies,  made 
Of  I  know  not  what.  I  dear  fwear  the  Cook  th.it  djefs'd 
Was  the  Devi!,  difguis'd  hke  a  Dutch-man.  [it 

Gold-wire.  Yet  all  this 
Will  not  make  you  far,  Fellow  Holdfaji. 

Holdfafl.  I  am  rather 
Starv*d  to  look  on'c.  But  here's  the  Mifchief,  tho* 
The  Difhcs  were  rais'd  one  upon  another 
As  Woodniongers  do  Billets,   for  the  firfb, 
The  fecond,  and  third  Courfe,  and  moft  of  the  Shops 
Of  the  heft  Confedtioners  in  London  ranlack'd 
To  furni(h  out  a  Banquet,  yet  my  Lady 
Call'd  me  penurious  Rafcal,  and  cry'd  out. 
There  was  nothing  worth  the  Eating. 

Goldivire.  You  muft  have  Patience, 
This  is  not  done  often. 

Holdfaji.  'Tis  not  fit  it  Ihould ; 
Three  fuch  Dinners  more  would  break  an  Alderman, 
And  make  him  give  up  his  Cloak.     1  am  refolv'd 
To  have  no  Hand  in'r.     Pll  make  up  my  Accompts  i 
And  fince,   my  Mafter  longs  to  be  undone. 
The  great  Fiend  be  his  Steward,  I  will  pray. 
And  blefs  myfelf  from  him.  [£x//  tloldfaft, 

Goldwire.  The  Wretch  fliews  in  this 
An  honeft  Care. 

Luke,  Out  on  him  !  with  the  Fortune 
Of  a  Slave,  he  has  the  Mind  of  one.     However 
She  bears  me  hard,  I  like  my  Lady's  Humor, 

U  4  And 
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And  my  Brother's  Suffrage  to  it.     They  are  now 

Bufy  on  all  Hands  j  one  Side  eager  for 

Large  Portions,  the  other  arguing  ftriftly 

For  Jointures  and  Security;  but  this 

Being  above  our  Scale,  no  way  concerns  us. 

How  dull  you  look !  in  the  mean  Time  how  intend  you 

To  fpend  the  Hours  ? 

Gohizvire.  We  well  know  how  we  would. 
But  care  not  ferve  our  Wills. 

'TradeivcU.  Being  'Prentices, 
We  are  bound  to  Attendance. 

Luke.  Have  you  almoft  ferv'd  out 
The  Term  of  your  Indentures,  yet  make  Confciencc 
By  ft  arts  to  ufe  your  Liberty  ?  Haft  thou  traded 
In  the  other  World,  expos'd  unto  all  Dangers, 
To  make  thyMafter  rich,  yetdar*ft  not  take 
Some  Portion  of  the  Profit  for  thy  Pleafure  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  being  Keeper  of  the  Cafb, 
Like  an  Afs  that  carries  Dainties,  feed  on  Thiftles  3? 
Are  you  Gentlemen  born,  yet  have  no  gallant  Tindure 
Of  Gentry  in  you  ?  You  are  no  Mechanicks, 
Nor  ferve  fome  needy  Shop-keeper,  who  furveys 
His  every-day-takings.     You  have  in  your  keeping, 
A  Mafs  of  Wealth,  from  which  you  may  take  boldly. 
And  no  way  be  difcover'd.     He's  no  rich  Man 
That  knows  all  he  pofTeiTes,  and  leaves  nothing 
For  his  Servants  to  make  Prey  of.     I  Blufh  for  you^ 
Blufti  at  your  Poverty  of  Spirit  j  you 
The  brave  Sparks  of  the  City  ? 

Goldwire.  Mr.  Luke. 
I  wonder  you  ihould  urge  this,  having  felt 
What  Mifery  follows  Riot. 

Tradewell.   And  the  Penance 
You  indur'd  for't  in  the  Counter. 

3   Like  an  Afs  that  carries  Dainties,  &c. 
Shakejpear  has  the  fame  Simile  in  his  Meafure  for  Meafure] 
_   Like  an  Af  ixhofe  Back  vjith  Ingots  hoivs, 
Tbm  bear'fi  thy  heavy  Riches,  &c. 

Aft  III.  5cene  I. 

Luke: 
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Luke.  You  are  Fools, 
The  Cafe  is  not  the  li\me,  I  fpent  mine  own  Money, 
And  my  Stock  being  fmall,  no  marvel  'tw.is  foon  walled. 
But  you  without  the  lead:  Doubt  or  Sufpicion, 
If  cautelous,  may  make  bold  with  your  Mafters. 
As  for  Example  ;  when  his  Ships  come  home. 
And  you  tal^e  your  Receipts,  as  'tis  the  Fafliion, 
For  fifty  Bales  of  Silk  you  may  write  forty, 
Or  for  fo  many  Pieces  of  Cloth  of  Bodkin, 
TifiTue,  Gold,  Silver,  Velvets,   Sattins,  TafFaties, 
A  Piece  of  each  deducted  from  the  grofs 
Will  never  be  mifs'd,  a  Dafh  of  a  Pen  will  do  it. 

Tradewell.  Ay,  but  our  Father's  Bonds  that  lie  in  pawn 
For  our  Honeities  mufb  pay  for't. 

Luke.  A  meer  Bugbear 
Invented  to  fright  Children.     As  I  live 
Were  I  the  Mafter  of  my  Brother's  Fortunes, 
I  fliould  glory  in  fuch  Servants.     Did'ft  thou  know 
What  ravifhing  Lechery  it  is  to  enter 
An  Ordinary,  cap-a  pe,  trim*d  like  a  Gallant, 
(For  which  in  Trunks  conceal'd  be  ever  furnifii*d) 
The  Reverence,  Refped,  the  Crouches,  Cringes, 
The  mufical  Chime  of  Gold  in  your  cram'd  Pockets, 
Commands  from  the  Attendants,  and  poor  Porters  I 
Tradewell.  Oh  rare ! 
Luke.  Then  fitting  at  the  Table  with 
The  Braveries  of  the  Kingdom,  you  fhall  hear 
Occurrents  from  all  Corners  of  the  World, 
The  Plots,  the  Counfels,  the  Defigns  of  Princes, 
And  freely  cenfure  'em  j  the  City  Wits 
Cry'd  up,  or  decry 'd,  as  their  Pafilons  lead  'em; 
Judgment  having  nought  to  do  there. 
Tradcwell.  Admirable  ! 

Luke.  My  Lord  no  fooner  fliall  rife  but  6f  his  Chair, 
The  gaming  Lord  I  mean,  but  you  may  boldly 
By  the  Priviledge  of  a  Gamefler  All  his  Room, 
F'or  in  Play  you  are  all  Fellows  ;  hav<j  your  Knife 
As  foon  in  the  Pheaiant ;  drink  your  Healtii  as  freely. 
And  ftriking  in  a  lucky  Hand  or  two, 
Buy  out  your  Time. 

Tradewsll, 
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^radewcll.  This  may  be ;  but  fuppofc 
We  fhouid  be  known. 

Luke.  Have  Money  and  good  Cloaths 
And  you  may  pafs  invifible.     Or  if 
You  love  a  Madam-punk,  and  your  wide  noftril 
Be  taken  with  the  Scent  of  Cambrick  Smocks 
Wrought,  and  perfum'd— 

Goldwire.  There,  there,  Mr.  Luke, 
There  lies  my  Road  of  Happinefs. 

Luke.  Enjoy  it. 
And  Pleafure's  ftol'n  being  fweetefl,  apprehen4 
The  Raptures  of  being  hurried  in  a  Coach  ,: 

To  Brentford^  Staines^  or  Barnei. 

Goldwire.  'Tis  inchanting, 
I  have  prov'd  it. 

Luke.  Haft  thou?  '^-"t 

Goldwire.  Yes,  in  all  thefe  Places, 
3  have  had  my  feveral  Pagans  billeted 
For  my  own  Tooth,  and  after  ten  pound  Suppers 
The  Curtains  drawn,  my  Fidlers  playing  all  Night 
The  Ihaking  of  the  Sheets,  which  I  have  danc'd 
Again,  and  again  with  my  Cockatrice, — Mr.  Luke, 
You  fhall  be  of  my  Counfel,    and   we   Two  fwora 

Brothers, 
And  therefore  Fil  be  open.     I  am  out  now 
Six  Hundred  in  the  Cafli,  yet  if  on  a  fudden 
I  Ihould  be  call'd  to  account,  I  have  a  Trick 
How  to  evade  it,  and  make  up  the  Sum. 

Tradewell.  Is't  pcffible? 

Luke.  You  can  intruft  your  Tutor. 
How?  how?  good  Tom. 

Goldwire.  Why  look  you.     We  Cafii- keepers 
Hold  Correfpondence,  fupply  one  another 
On  all  Occafions.     I  can  borrow  for  a  Week 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  of  One,  as  much  of  a  Second, 
A  third  lays  down  the  reft,  and  when  they  want. 
As  my  Mafter's  Money  come  in,  I  do  repay  it: 
Ka  me,  ka  thee. 

Luk^^ 
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Luke.  An  excellent  Knot!   'tis  pity 
It  e'er  fhould  be  unloos'd  :  for  me  it  fliall  not. 
You  are  fhew'n  the  Way,  Friend  Tradewell^  you  may 

make  ufe  on't, 
Or  freeze  in  the  Warehoufe,  and  keep  Company 
With  the  Cator  Holdfaji. 

Trade'-juell.  No,  I  am  converted. 
A  Barbican  Broker  will  furnidi  me  with  Outfide, 
And  then  a  Crafhat  the  Ordinary. 

Goldwire.  I  am  for 
The  Lady  you  faw  this  Morning,  who  indeed  is 
My  proper  Recreation. 

Luke,  Go  to,  Tom. 
What  did  you  make  me  ? 

Goldwire.  I'll  do  as  much  for  you, 
Employ  me  when  you  pleafe. 

Luke.  If  you  are  enquired  for, 
I  will  excufe  you  both.  -_ 

TradeweU.  Kind  Mr.  Luke-, 

Goldwire.  We'll  break  my  Maftcr  to  make  you ; 
You  know.  [ferves 

Luke.  I  cannot  love  Money,  go  Boys.     When  Time 
It  fliall  appear,  I  have  another  End  in't.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Lord,  Sir   John,  Lacy,  Plenty,  Lc.d)\  Ann, 
Mary,  Millefcent. 

Sir  John.  TenThoufand  Pounds  a  piece  I'll   make 
their  Portions, 
And  after  my  Deceafe  it  (hall  be  Double, 
Provided  you  affure  them  for  their  Jointures 
Eight  Hundred  Pounds  per  Annum.,  and  intail 
A  Thoufand  more  upon  the  Heirs  male 
Begotten  on  their  Bodies, 

Lord.  Sir,  you  bind  us 
To  very  ftrict  Conditions. 

Plenty 
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Plenty.  You,  my  Lord, 
May  do  as  you  pleafe :  but  to  me  it  feems  ftrange. 
We  fhould  conclude  of  Portions,  and  of  Jointures, 
Before  our  Hearts  are  fettled. 

Lady.  You  fay  right,  \_A  Chair  fet  out. 

There  are  Counlels  of  more  Moment,  and  Importance 
On  the  making  up  of  Marriages  to  be 
Confider'd  duly,  than  the  Portion,  or  the  Jointures^ 
In  which  a  Mother's  Care  mud  be  exaded. 
And  I  by  fpecial  Priviledge  may  challenge 
A  calling  Voice. 

Lord.  How*s  this  ? 

Lady,  Even  fo,  my  Lord, 
In  thefe  Affairs  I  govern. 

Lord.  Give  you  Way  to't  ? 

Sir  John.  I  muf--,  my  Lord. 

Lady.  'Tis  fit  he  fhould,  and  (hall : 
You  may  confult  of  fomething  elfe,  this  Province 
Is  wholly  mine. 

Lacy.  By  the  City  Cuftom,  Madam  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  my  young  Sir,  and  both  mufl  look  my 
Will  hold  it  by  my  Copy.-  [Daughters 

Plenty.  Brave  i'faith.  [to  do  j 

Sir  John.  Give  her  Leave  to  talk,  we  have  the  Power 
And  now  touching  the  Bufinefs  we  lall  taik'd  of. 
In  private,  if  you  pleafe. 

Lord.  'Tis  well  remembred. 
You  Ihall  take  your  own  Way,  Madam. 

[Exeunt  Lord  and  Sir  John,' 

Lacy.  What  ftrange  Ledure 
Will  llie  read  unto  us  ? 

Lady.  Such  as  Wifdom  warrants 
From  the  Superiour  Bodies.     Is  Stargaze  ready 
'  With  his  feveral  Schemes  ? 

Millif.  Yes,  Madam,  and  attends 
Your  Pleafure.  \Exit  Millifcent. 

Lacy.  Stargaze,  Lady  !  What  is  he  ?     [admire  him. 

Lady.  Call  him  in.  You  lliall  firft  know  him,  then 
For  a  Man  of  many  Parts,  and  thofe  Parts  rare  ones. 

He's 
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He's  every  Thing  indeed  ;  parcel  Phyfician 
And  as  fuch  prelcribcs  my  Diet,  and  foretells 
My  Dreams  when  I  eat  Potatoes ;  parcel  Poet, 
And  fings  Encomiums  to  my  Virtues  fwcetly  j 
My  Antecedent,  or  my  Gentleman  Uflier  ; 
And  as  the  Scars  move,  with  that  due  Proportion 
He  walks  before  me  ;  but  an  abfolute  Mafter 
In  the  Calculation  of  Nativities  ; 
Guided  by  that  ne'er  erring  Science  call'd, 
Judicial  Aftrology. 

Plenty.  Stargaze  !   fure 
I  have  a  Penny  Almanack  about  mc 
Infcrib'd  to  you,  as  to  his  Patronefs, 
In  his  Name  publifh'd. 

Lady.   Keep  it  as  a  Jewel. 
Some  Scatefmen  that  I  will  not  name,  are   wholly 
Govern'd  by  his  Predidions,  for  they  ferve 
For  any  Latitude  in  Chriitcndom, 
As  well  as  our  own  Climate. 

Enter  MlUifcent,  and  Stargaze,  '■ivith  t'H'o  Schemes. 

Lacy.  I  believe  fo. 

Plenty.  Mufl:  we  couple  by  the  Almanack  ? 

Lady.  Be  fiient. 
And  e'er  we  do  articulate,  much  more 
Grow  to  a  full  Conclufion,  inftruft  us 
Whether  this  Day  and  Hour,  by  the  PlanetP,  promife 
Happy  Succefs  in  Marriage. 

Stargaze.  In  cmni 
Parte.,  &  toto. 

Plenty.  Good  learn'd  Sir,  in  Englifh. 
And  fmce  it  is  refolv'd  we  muft  be  Coxcombs, 
Make  us  fo  in  our  own  Language. 

Stargaze.  You  are  pleafant : 
Thus  in  our  vulgar  Tongue  then. 

Lady.  Pray  you  obferve  him. 

Stargaze.  Venus,  in  the  Weil- angle,  the   Houfe  of 
•  Marriage  the  7th  Ploufe,  in  Trine  ot  Mars,  in  Conjunc- 
tion 
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tion  of  Luna ;  and  Mars  Almuthcxn,  or  Lord  of  the 
Horofcope. 

Plenty.  Hey-day. 

Lady.  The  Angels  Language,  lam  ravifli'd !  forward. 

Stargaze.  Mars,  as  I  faid  Lord  of  the  Horofcope,  or 
Geniture,  in  mutual  Reception  of  each  other,  flie  in  her 
Exaltation,  and  he  in  his  Triplicite  Trine,  and  Face,  af- 
fure  a  fortunate  Combination  to  Hymeny  excellent,  prof- 
perous,  and  happy. 

Lady.  Kneel,  and  give  Thanks.       [The  Women  kneel. 

Lacy.  For  what  we  underftand  not  ? 

Plenty.  And  have  as  little  Faith  in'c? 

Lady.  Be  crfdulous. 
To  me  *tis  Oracle. 

Stargaze.  Now  for  the  Sovereignty  of  my  future  La- 
dies, your  Daughters,  after  they  are  married. 

Plenty.  Wearing  the  Breeches  you  mean. 

Lady.  Touch  that  Point  home. 
It  is  a  principal  one,  and  with  London  Ladies 
Of  main  Confideration. 

Stargaze.  This  is  infallible  :  Saturn  out  of  all  Dig- 
nities in  his  Detriment  and  Fall,  combuft :  and  Venus 
in  the  South-angle  elevated  above  him.  Lady  of  both 
their  Nativities,  in  her  efTential  and  accidental  Dig- 
nities ;  occidental  from  the  Sun,  oriental  from  the 
Angle  of  the  Eaft,  in  Cazini  of  the  Sun,  in  her  Joy, 
and  free  from  the  malevolent  Beams  of  Infortunes  ;  in 
a  Sign  commanding,  and  Mars  in  a  conftellation  obey- 
ing ;  fhe  fortunate,  and  he  dejedled  -,  the  Difpofcrs  of 
Marriage  in  the  Radix  of  the  native  in  Feminine  Fi- 
gures, argue,  foretel,  and  declare  Preheminence,  Rule, 
l^reheminence  and  abfolute  Sovereignty  in  Women. 

Lacy.  Is't  polTibJe ! 

Stargaze.  'Tisdrawn,  I  afllire  you,  from  the  Apho- 
rifms  of  the  old  Chaldeans  ;  Zoroaftes  the  firfh  and  great- 
eft  Magician,  Mercurius  Trifmegijlus,  the  latter  Ptolo- 
my.,  and  the  everlafting  Prognofticator,  old  Err  a  Pat&r^ 

Lady.  Are  you  yet  fatisfy'd  \ 

Plenty.  In  what  ? 
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Lady.  That  you 
Are  bound  to  obey  your  Wives  ;  it  being  fo 
Determin'd  by  the  Stars,  againft  vvhofe  Influence 
There  is  no  Oppofition. 

Plenty.  Since  I  mull 
Be  married  by  the  Almanack,  as  I  may  be, 
•Twere  rcquilite  the  Services  and  Duties 
Which,  as  you  lay,  I  muft  pay  to  my  Wife, 
"Were  fet  down  in  the  Calender. 

Lacy.  With  the  Date  ^^  , 

Of  my  Apprenticefliip. 

Lady.  Make  your  Demands ; 
I'll  fit  as  Moderatrix,  if  they  prcfs  you 
With  over  hard  Conditions. 

Lacy.   Mine  hath  the  Van, 
I  fland  your  Charge,  iweet. 

Stargaze.  Silence. 

j^rm.  I  require  fir  ft 
(And  that  fince  'tis  in  Fafliion  with  kind  f-Iufbands, 
In  civil  Manners  you  muft  grant)  my  Will 
In  all  things  whatfoever,  and  that  Will 
To  be  obey'd,  not  argu'd. 

Lady.  And  good  Reafon. 

Plenty.   A  gentle  Imprimis. 

Lacy.  This  in  grols  contains  all ; 
But  your  fpecial  Items.,  Lady. 

A?in.  When  lam  one 
(And  you  are  honour'd  to  be  flyl'd  my  Hufband) 
To  urge  my  having  my  Page,  my  Gentleman- uflier ; 
My  Woman  fvvorn  to  my  Secrets ;  my  Coach 
Drawn  by  fix  Flanders  Mares ;  my  Coachman,  Grooms, 
Poftilion  i!nd  Footmen. 

Lacy.  Is  there  ought  elfe 
To  be  demanded? 

Ann.  Yes  Sir,  mine  own  Doftor, 
French  and  Italian  Cooks,  Muficians,  Songfiers, 
And  a  Chaplain  that  mull  preach  to  pleafe  my  Fancy ; 
A  Friend  at  Court  to  place  me  at  a  Mafic  j 
The  private  ^q\  took  up  at  a  new  Play 

For 
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For  me,  and  my  Retinue ;  a  frelh  Habit, 

(Of  a  Fafhion  never  feen  before)  to  draw 

The  Gallants  Eyes  that  fit  on  the  Stage  upon  me; 

Some  decayed  Lady  for  my  Parafite, 

To  flatter  me,  and  rail  at  other  Madams ; 

And  there  ends  my  Ambition. 

Lacy.  YourDefires 
Are  modefl:,  I  confefs. 

Ann.  Thefe  Toys  fubfcrib'd  to. 
And  you  continuing  an  obedient  Hufband 
ijpon  all  fit  Occafions,  you  fhall  find  me 
A  moft  indulgent  Wife. 

Lady.  You  have  faid,  give  place 
And  hear  your  younger  Sifter. 

Plenty.  If  fhe  fpeak 
Her  Language,  may  the  great  Fiend  booted  and  fpur'di 
With  a  Scithe  at  his  Girdle,  as  the  Scotchman  fays, 
Ride  headlong  down  her  Throat. 

Lacy.  Curfe  not  the  Judge 
Before  you  hear  the  Sentence. 

Mary.  In  fome  Part 
My  Sifter  hath  fpoke  well  for  the  City  Pieafurcs, 
But  I  am  for  the  Country's,  and  muft  fay 
Under  Corredlion,  in  her  Demands 
She  was  too  modeft. 

Lacy.  How  like  you  this  Exordium  ? 

Plenty .  Too  modeft,  with  a  Mifchiefl 

Mary.  Yes,  too  modeft: 
I  know  my  Value,  and  prize  it  to  the  worth ; 
My  Youth,  my  Beauty. 

Plenty,  How  your  Glafs  deceives  you  ! 

Mary.  The  Greatnefs  ofthe  Portion  I  bring  with  me,' 
And  the  Sea  of  Happinefs  that  from  me  flows  to  you^ 

Lacy.  She  bears  up  clofe. 

Mary.  And  can  you  in  your  Wifdom, 
Or  ruftical  Simplicity  imagine. 

You  have  met  fome  innocent  Country  Girl,  that  never 
Look'd  farther  than  her  Father's  Farm,  nor  knew  more 
Than  the  Price  of  Corn  in  the  Market ;  or  at  what  Rate 
Beef  went  a  Stone?  that  would  furvey  your  Dairy, 

And 
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And  bring  in  Mutton  out  of  Cheefe  and  Butter  ? 
That  could  give  Directions  at  wiiat  Time  of  the  Moon 
To  cut  her  Cocks,  for  Capons  againft  Chrijlmas, 
Or  when  to  raife  up  Gollings  ? 

Plenty.  Thefe  are  Arts 
Would  not  mifbecome  you,  tho'  you  fliould  put  ia 
Obedience  and  Duty. 

Alary.  Yes,  and  Padence, 
To  fit  1  ke  a  Fool  at  Home,  and  eye  your  Thrafhers; 
Then  make  Provifion  for  your  flavering  Hounds, 
When  you  come  drunk  from  an  Alehoufe  after  Hunting 
With  your  Clowns  and  Comrades  as  if  all  were  your's. 
You  the  Lord  Paramount,  and  I  the  Drudge  j 
The  Cafe,  Sir,  muil  be  otherwife. 

Plenty.  How,  I  b^fcech  you  ? 

Mary.  Marry,  thus.  I  will  not  like  my  Sifter  challenge 
What's  ufeful,  or  fuperfluous  from  my  Hufband, 
That's  bafe  all  o'er.     Mine  fhall  receive  from  me, 
What  I  think  fit.     Pll  have  the  'State  convey'd 
Into  my  Hands  ;  and  he  put  to  his  Penfion, 
Which  the  wife  Virago's  of  our  Climate  pradlife, 
I  will  receive  your  Rents. 

Plenty.  You  fliall  be  hang'd  firft. 

Mary.  Make  Sale,  or  Purchafe.     Nay,  I'll  have  mf 
Neighbours 
Inftrudled,   when  a  PalTdnger  fhall  afk, 
Whofe  Houfe  is  this?  though  you  Hand  by,  to  anfwer. 
The  Lady  Plenty's.     Or  who  owns  this  Manor  ? 
The  Lady  Plenty.     Whofe  Sheep  are  thefe  ?  Whofe 

Oxen  ? 
The  Lady  Plenty's. 

Plenty.  A  plentiful  Pox  upon  you. 

Mary.  And  when  I  have  Children,  if  it  be  enquir'd 
By  a  Stranger  whofe  they  are  ? — they  lliall  ftill  eccho 
My  Lady  Plenty's  the  Hufband  never  thought  on. 

Plenty.  In  their  Begetting,  I  think  fo. 

Mary.  Since  you'll  marry 
In  the  City  for  our  Wealth,  in  Juft:ice,  we 
Muft  have  the  Country's  Sovereignty, 

Vol.  IV.  X  PUnt:^ 
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Plenty,  And  we  nothing. 

Mary.  A  Nag  of  forty  Shillings,  a  Couple  of  Spaniels, 
Wi[h  a  §par-Hawk  is  fufficient,  and  thele  too. 
As  you  lliall  behave  youdelf,  during  my  Pleafure, 
1  will  not  greatly  ftand  on.     I  have  faid,  Sir  j 
Now  if  you  like  me,  fo. 

Lady.  At  my  Intreaty, 
The  Articles  fnall  be  eafier. 
Plenty.  Shall  they  i'faith  ? 
Like  Bitch,  like  Whelps: 
Lacy.  Ufe  fair  Words. 

Plenty.  I  cannot ;  [one  : 

I  have  read  of  a  Houfe  of  Pride,  and  now  I  have  found 
A  Whirlwind  overturn  it. 
Lacy.  On  thefe  Terms, 
Will  your  Minxfhip  be  a  Lady  ? 

Plenty.  A  Lady  in  a  Morris  ;  ^  • 

I'll  wed  a  Pedlar's  Punck  firft. 

Lacy.  A  Tinker's  Trull, 
A  Beggar  without  a  Smcck. 

Plenty.  Let  Moniieur  Almanack, 
Since  he  is  fo  cunning  with  his  Jacob* s  Staff, 
Find  you  out  a  Kuitand  in  a  Bowling-ally. 
Lacy.  The  general  Pimp  to  a  Brothel. 
Plenty.  Tho'  that  now, 
All  theloofe  Defires  of  Man  were  rak'd  up  in  me. 
And  no  Means  but  thy  Maidenhead  left  to  quench  'em, 
I  v.'ould  turn  Cinders,  or  die  next  Sow-gelder, 
(On  my  Lite)  fhould  lib  me,  rather  than  embrace  thee, 
Ann.  Wooing  do  you  call  this  ? 
Mary.  A  Bear-baiting  rather. 

Plenty.  Were  you  worried,  youdeferve  it,  and  I  hope 
I  fliall  live  to  fee  it. 

Lacy.  I'll  not  rail,  nor  curfe  yon,  [tions 

Only  this;  you  are  pretty  Pcates,  and  your  great  Por- 
Adds  much  unto  your  Handfomnefs  •,  but  as 
You  would  command  your  Hufbands  you  are  Beggars, 
Deform'd,  and  ugly. 
Lady,  Piear  me. 

Plenty, 
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Plenty.  Not  a  Word  more.    [Exeunt  Lacy  and  Plenty. 

Ann.  1  ever  thought  'twould  come  to  this. 

Mary.  We  may 
Lead  Apes  in  Hell  for  Hufbands,  if  you  bind  us 
T'arcicuiate  thus  v;ich  our  Suitors.    [Both  fpeak  weeping. 

Stargaze.  Now  the  Cloud  breaks. 
And  the  Storm  will  fall  on  me. 

Lady.  You  Rafcal,  Jugler.         [She  breaks  his  Head, 

Stargaze.  Dear  Madam.  and  heat  shim  ^ 

Lady.   Hold  you  LitelHgence  with  the  Stars, 
And  thus  deceive  me } 

Stargaze,   My  Art  cannot  err. 
If  it  does  I'll  burn  my  Altrolabe.   In  mine  own  Star 
I  did  forefee  this  broken  Head,  and  Beating; 
And  now  your  Ladyfliip  {q.cs,  as  I  do  feel  it, 
It  could  not  be  avoided. 
'  Lady.  Did  you  .'' 

Stargaze.  Madam, 
Have  patience  but  a  Week,  and  if  you  find  nor 
Ail  my  Predidions  true  touching  your  Daughters, 
And  a  Change  of  Fortune  to  yourfelf,  a  rare  one, 
Turn  me  out  of  Doors.     I'hcfe  are  not  the  Men,  the 

Planets 
Appointed  for  their  Hufbands,  there  will  come 
Gallants  of  another  Metal. 

Milhfcent.  Once  more  trull  him. 

Ann.  Mary.  Do,  Lady,  Mother. 

Lady.  I  am  vex'd,  look  to  it ; 
Turn  o'er  your  Books,  if  once  again  you  Fool  me. 
You  fhall  graze  elfewhere :  Come  Girls.  [Exeunt, 

Stargaze.  I  am  glad  I  'fcap'd  thus. 

SCENE    in. 

E.nter  Lord,  and  Sir  John. 

Lord.  The  Plot  fiiews  very  likely. 
Sir  John.   I  repole 
My  principal  Truft  in  your  LordQiip  ;  'twill  prepare 

X  2  The 
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The  Phyfick  I  intend  to  minifter 
To  my  Wife,  and  Daughters. 

Lord.  I  will  do  my  Part 
To  let  it  off  to  the  Life. 


Enter  Lacy  and  Plenty. 

Sir  John.  It  may  produce 
A  Scene  of  no  vulgar  Mirth. — Here  come  the  Suitors  -, 
When  we  underitand  how  they  relifh  my  "Wife's  Hu- 
mours, 
The  reft  is  feafible. 

Lord.  Their  Looks  are  cloudy. 

Sir  John.  How  fits  the  Wind  ?  Are   you  ready  to 
launch  forth 
Into  this  Sea  of  Marriage? 

Plenty.  Call  it  rather 
A  Whirlpool  of  Afflidions. 

Lacy.  If  you  pleafe 
To  injoin  me  to  it,  I  will  undertake 
To  find  the  North  PafTage  to  the  Indies  fooner, 
Than  plough  with  your  proud  Heifer. 

Plenty.  1  will  make 
A  Voyage  to  Hell  firfl:. 

Sir  John.  How,  Sir?  * 

Plenty.  And  court  Proferpine 
In  the  Sight  of  Pluto^  his  three  headed  Porter 
Cerberus  Handing  by,  and  all  the  Furies, 
With  their  Whips   to  fcourge   me   for't,  then   fay,  I 

Jeffrey 
Take  you  Adary  for  my  Wife. 

Lord.  Why  what's  the  Matter  ? 

Lacy.  The  Matter  is,  the  Mother,  (with  your  Pardon, 
I  cannot  but  fpeak  fo  much,)  is  a  moft  infufferable. 
Proud,  infolentLady. 

Plenty.  And  the  Daughters  worfe. 
The  Dam  in  Years  had  th'  Advantage  to  be  wicked. 
But  they  were  foin  her  Belly. 

Lacy, 
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Lacy.   1  mud  tell  you. 
With  Reverence  to  your  Wealth,  I  do  begin 
To  think  you  of  the  lame  L.eavcn. 

Plenty.  Take  my  Counfel ; 
'Tis  fafer  for  your  Credit  to  profefs 
Yourfelf  a  Cuckold,  and  upon  Record, 
Then  fay  they  are  your  Daughters. 
Sir  John.  You  go  too  far.  Sir. 
Lacy.  They  havefo  articl'd  with  us. 
Plenty.  And  will  not  take  us 
For  their  Hufbands,  but  their  Slaves ;  and  fo  aforehand 
They  do  profefs  they'll  ufe  us. 
Sir  John.  Leave  this  Heat : 
Tho'  they  are  mine  I  muft  tell  you,  the  Perverfenefs 
Of  their  Manners  (which  they  did  not  take  from  me. 
But  from  their  Mother)  qualified,  they  deferve 
Your  Equals, 

I^acy.  True,  but  what's  bred  in  the  Bone 
Admits  no  Hope  of  Cure. 

Plenty.  Tho'  Saints,  and  Angels 
Were  their  Phyficians. 

Sir  John.  You  conclude  too  fafl:. 
Plenty.    Good  by  t'youj     I'll    travel  three  YeaiSj 
but  I'll  bury 
This  Shame  that  lives  upon  me. 

Lacy.  With  your  Licence, 
I'll  keep  him  Company. 

Lord.  Who  fliall  furnilh  you. 
For  your  Expences  .^ 

Plenty.  He  fhall  not  need  your  Help, 
My  Purfe  is  his,  we  Avere  Rivals,  but  now  Fric  ;ds. 
And  will  live  and  die  fo. 

Lacy.  E*re  we  go  Til  pay 
My  Duty  as  a  Son. 

Plenty.  And  till  then  leave  you.  [Exit  Lacy  anl^.^  nty. 
Lord.  They  are  ibangely  mov'd. 
Sir  John,   What's  Wealth,  accompanied 
With  D:fobe:l;erce  in  a  Wife  and  Childien  ? 
My  Heart  will  brjak. 

X  2  Lord. 
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Lord.  Be  comforted,  and  hope  better : 
We'll  ride  abroad,  the  frefh  Air  and  Difcourfe, 
May  yield  us  new  Inventions. 

S'w'johi.  You  are  noble. 
And  fhall  in  all  things,  as  you  pleafe  command   me. 

\_Exeunt, 


The  End  of  the  Second  Act. 

ACT     III.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Shave'em  and  Secret. 

Secret.      T^Ead  doings,  Daughter. 
Shave^em.  \J  Doings !   Sufferings  Mother  : 
Men  have  torgot  what  doing  is  ; 
And  fuch  as  have  to  pay  for  what  they  do, 
Are  Impotent,  or  Eunuchs. 

Secret.     You  have  a  Friend  yet,      \_Mufick  comedown. 
And  a  ftriker  too,  I  take  it. 

Sbave'em.  Gcldwire  is  fo. 
And  comes  to   me  by  Stealth,  and   as   he  can   fleal, 

maintains  me 
In  Cloaths,  I  grant  •,  butalas!  Dame,  what's  one  Friend? 
1  would  have  a  ilundred  for  every  Hour,  and  vSq 
And  change  of  Humour  I  am  in,  a  frefh  one. 
'Tis  a  Flock  of  Sheep  that  makes  a  lean  Wolf  fat. 
And  not  a  fmgle  Lambkin.     I  am.  ilarv'd, 
Starv'd  in  my  Pleafures.     I  know  not  what  a  Coach  is, 
To  hurry  m.e  to  the  Burfe,  or  Old  Exchange, 
TheNeathoufefor  Mulk-melions,  and  the  Gardens 
Wnere  v/c  traffick  for  Afparagus,  are,  to  me 
In  the  other  World. 

Secret.  There  are  other  Places  Lady 
Where  you  m,ight  find  Cuftomers. 

Sbave^em. 
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Shave'' em.  You    would   have   me  loot  it 
To  the  dancing  of  the  Ropes,  fit  a  whole  Afternoon 

there 
In  Expedation  of  Nuts  and  Pippins  ; 
Gape  round  about  me,  and  yet  not  find  a  Chapman 
That  in  Courtely  will  bid  a  Chop  of  Mutton, 
Or  a  Pint  of  Strum-wine  for  me. 

Secret.  You  are  fo  impatient. 
But  I  can  tell  you  News  will  comfort  }ou, 
And  the  whole  Sifterhood. 

Shave' em.  What's  that  .^ 

Secret.  I  am  told 
Two  Amba0adors  are  come  over.  A  French  Monfieur, 
And  a  Venetian^  one  of  the  ClarifTimi, 
A  hot  rein'd  Marmofite.     Their  Follower:, 
For  their  Country's  Honour,  after  a  long  Vacation, 
Will  make  a  full  Term  with  us. 

Shave'' em.  They  indeed  are 
Our  certain  and  beft  Cuftomers :  Who  knocks  there? 

\knocking  within. 

Ramble.  (Within.)  Open  the  Door. 

Secret.  What  are  you  ? 

Ramble  {Within.) 

Sciiffie.  {Within.) 

Ramble.  (Within.)  Your  conftant  Vifitants. 

Shave'em.  Let  'em  not  in. 
I  know  'em  fwaggering,  fuburbian  Roarers, 
Six-penny  Truckers. 

Ramble.  (Within)  Down  go  all  your  Windows, 
And  your  Neighbours  too  fhallfuffer. 

Scuffle.  (Within)  Force  the  Doors. 

Secret.  They  are  out- laws,    Miftrefs  Shave' em^  and 
there  is 
No  Remedy  againft  'em.     What  fhould  you  fear  .? 
They  are  but  Men,  lying  at  your  dole  Ward, 
You  have  foil'd  their  betters. 

Shave' em.  Out  you  Baud  !  You  care  not 
Upon  what  defperate  Service  you  employ  me, 
Nor  with  whom,  fo  you  have  your  Fee. 

X  4  Secret. 
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Secret.  Sweet- Lady-bird 
Sing  a  milder  Key. 


Enter  Ramble   and  Scuffle. 

Scuffle.  Are  you  grown  proud  ? 

Ramble.  I  knew  you   a   Waftcotier  in  the  Garden 
Allies, 
And  would  come  to  a  Sailor's  Whiftle. 

Secret.  Good  Sir  Ramble^ 
Ufe  her  not  roughly.  She  is  very  tender. 

Ramble.  Rank  and  rotten,  is  flie  not  ? 

[She  draws  her  Knife. 

Shaviem.  YourfpittleRoguefliips  \K2x^\t  his  Sword, 
Shall  not  make  me  fo. 

Secret.  As  you  are  a  Man,  Squire  Scuffle., 
Step  in  between  'em.     A  Weapon  oi  that  Length 
Was  ne'er  drawn  in  my  Houle. 

Shan^eem.  Let  him  come  on, 
1*11  fcower  it  in  your  Guts,  you  Dog. 

Ra?nble.  You  Brach  '^, 
Are  you  turn'd  Mankind  ?    You  forgot  I  gave  you^ 
When  we  laftjoin'd  Iffue,  Twenty  Found. 

Shave'' cm.  O'er  Night, 
And  kick'd  it  out  of  me  in  the  Morning.     I  was  then 

*  You  Brack 

Ae you  turnd  Mankind? 
Mr.  Vpton  in  his  Remarks  on   the'  three  Plays  r/"Ben  Johnfon,  p.  92. 
obferves  that  the  Word  Mankind  or  Mannijh,  which  we  meet  with  in 
old  Authors,  has  not  been  yet  iufEciently  explained — Man  befides  its 
well  known  Signification,  in  the  Language  of  our  Forefathers,  figni- 
fied  Wickednejs.     Sojnner,  Man,   Hon:o,  a  Man.      Itttn  facinus,fceius, 
r^efas,  &c.   Matiful^  nefandus,  fcelefus  quaji  fcc'crum  plenum.      Having 
thus  feen  its  original  Signification,  let  us  now  turn  to  our  old  PoeLs'; 
and  thus  Chaucer  ufes  it  in  the  Maaof  Lawus  Tale 
Fie,  Mannijh  Jic. 
Fairfax. 

See,  fee  this  mankind  Strumpet,  Je  (he  cried) 
This  Jhamelefs  Whore, 
Shake/pear  in  Coridanus,  Act.  IV. 
'•  Are  you  Mankind  f " 

A  No- 
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A  Novice,  but  I  know  to  make  my  Game  now. 
Fetch  the  Con  ft  able. 


Enter  Goldwire  like  a  Jujlice  cf  Peace^  Ding'em    like  a 
Conjlable,  the  Muficians  like  Watchmen. 

Secret.  Ah  me  !  Here'5  one  unfent  for. 
And  a  Juftice  of  Peace  too. 

Shave'em.  I'll  hang  you  both,  you  Rafcals, 
I  can  but  ride.     You  tor  the  Furfe  you  cut 
In  Powl*s  at  a  Sermon.     I  have  fmoak'd  you. 
And  you  for  the  Bacon  you  took  on  the  Highway, 
From   the   poor   Market  Woman,  as  Ihe  road  from 
Rumford. 

Ramble.  Miftrefs  Shave\m. 

Scuffle.  Miftrefs  5^^r^/. 
On  our  Knees  we  beg  your  Pardon. 
Ramble.  Set  a  Ranfom  on  us. 
Secret.    We   cannot   ftand  trifling.      If  you   mean 
to  fave  them. 
Shut  them  out  at  the  Back-door. 

Shave'em.  Firft  for  Puniftiment 
They  fhall  leave  their  Cloaks  behind  'em,  and  in  Sign 
i  am  their  Sovereign,  and  they  my  Vaftals, 
For  Homage  kifs  my  Shoe-fole  Rogues,  and  vanifh. 

\_Exeunt  Ramble  arid  Scuffle. 
Goldwire.  My   brave    Virago !    The   Coaft's   clear. 

Strike  up, 
Shave*em.  My  Goldwire  mzdt  2.  ]u?dcQ. 

[Goldwire,  and  the  reft  difcovered. 
Secret.  And  your  Scout 
Turn'd  Conftable,  and  the  Muficians  Watchmen. 
Goldwire.  We  come  not  to  fright  you,  but  to  make 
you  merry. 
A  light  Lavoho.  [They  dance. 

Shave* enj.  I  am  tir'd.     No  more. 
This  was  your  Device. 

Bing^em.  Wholly  his  own.     He  is 
No  Pig  fconce  Miftrefs. 

Secret, 
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Secret.  He  has  an  excellent  Head-piece. 

Goldwire.  Fie  no,  not  I:  your  jeering  Gallants  fay 
We  Citizens  have  no  Wit. 

Dittg'em.  He  dies  that  fays  fo. 
This  was  a  Mafter-piece. 

Gold-wire.  A  trifling  Stratagem, 
Not  worth  the  talking  of. 

Shave' em.  I  mufl  kifs  thee  for  it. 
Again,  and  again. 

Dih^'em.  Make  much  of  her.     Did  you  know 
What  Suitors  fhe  had  fince,  fhe  faw  you 

Goldwire.  I'the  Way  of  Marriage. 

Ding'em.  Yes,    Sir,    for  Marriage,    and  the   other 
thing  too. 
The  Commodity  is  the  fame.  An  Irijh  Lord  ofFer'd  her 
Five  Pound  a  Week. 

Secret.  And  a  calhier'd  Captain,  half 
Of  his  Entertainment. 

Ding'em.  And  a  new  made  Courtier 
The  next  Suit  he  could  beg. 

Goldwire.  And  did  my  fweet  one 
Refufe  all  this  for  me  ? 

Shave'em.  Weep  not  for  Joy, 
'Tis  true.  Let  others  talk  of  Lords,  and  Commanders, 
And  Country  Heirs  for  their  Servants  •,  but  give  me 
My  gallant  'Prentice.     He  parts  with  his  Money 
So  civilly,  and  demurely  :  keeps  no  Account 
Of  his  Expences,  and  comes  ever  furnifh'd. 
I  know  thou  haft  brought  Money  to  make  up 
My  Gown  and  Petticoat,  with  th'  Appurtenances. 

Goldwire.  1  have  it  here  Duck,  thou  Ilialt  want  for 
^  Nothing.  [you  Sirrah 

Shave'em.  Let  the  Chamber  be  perfum'd,  and   get 
His  Cap  and  Pantables  ready. 

Goldwire.  There's  for  thee. 
And  thee.     That  for  a  Banquet. 

Secret.  And  a  Caudle 
Again  you  rife. 

Goldwire.  There. 

Shave'em, 
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Shave'em.  Ufher  us  up  in  State. 
Goldwire.  You  will  be  conftant. 
Shave'em.  Thou  arc  the  wliole  World  to  me. 

[ExewU  wantonly,  Muftck  plafd  before  them. 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Luke. 

Attn.  (Within)  Where  is  this  Uncle]? 

.    Lady.  (Within)  Call  this  Beadfman-Brother : 

He  hath  forgot  Attendance. 

Mary.  (Within)  Seek  him  out  j  Idlenefs  fpoils  him, 
Luke.  I  deferve  much  more 

Than  thtir  Scorn  can  load  me  with,  and  *tis  but  Juftice, 

That  I  lliould  Jive  the  Family's  Drudge,  defign'd 

To  all  the  fordid  Offices  their  Pride 

Impofes  on  me ;  fince  if  now  I  fat 

A  Judge  in  mine  own  Caufe,  I  fhould  conclude 

I  am  not  worth  their  Pity :  Such  as  want 

Difcourfe,  and  Judgment,  and  through  Weaknefs  fall. 

May  merit  Man's  CompafBon  ;  but  I, 

That  knew  Profufenefs  of  Expence  the  Parent 

Of  wretched  Poverty,  her  fatal  Daughter, 

To  riot  out  mine  own,  to  live  upon 

The  Alms  of  others !  (leering  on  a  Rock 

I  might  have  fhun'd:  O  Heaven  !  'tis  not  fit 

1  fliould  look  upward,  much  lefs  hope  for  Mercy. 

Enter  Lady,  Ann,  Mary,  Stargaze  and  Millifcent. 

Lady.  What  are  you  devifing,  Sir? 

Jnn.  My  Uncle  is  much  given  to  his  Devotion, 

Mary.  And  takes  Time  to  mumble 
A  Paternojler  to  himfelf 

Lady.  Know  you  where 
Your  Brother  is  ?  It  better  would  become  you 

(Your 
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(Your  means  of  Life  depending  wholly  on  him) 
To  give  your  Atiendance. 

Luke.  In  my  Will  1  do  : 
But  fince  he  rode  forth  Yefterday  with  Lord  Lac)\ 
I  have  not  ktr\  him. 

Lady.  And    -hy  went  not  you 
By  his  Stirrup  ?  how  do  you  look  ?  were  his  Eyes  clos'd. 
You'd  be  glad  of  fuch  Employment. 

Luke.  'Twas  his  Pleafure 
I  fhould  wait  your  Commands,  and  thofe  I  am  ever 
Moft  ready  to  receive. 

Lady    I  know  you  can  fpeak  well. 
But  fay  and  do. 

Enter  Lord  Lacy  with  a  Will. 

Luke.  Here  comes  my  Lord. 

Lady.  Further  off: 
You  are  no  Companion  for  him,  and  his  Bufinefs 
Aims  not  at  you,  as  I  take  it. 

Luke.  Can  I  live  in  this  bafe  Condition  .?       |    [Jfide, 

Lady.  I  hop'd,  my  Lord, 
You  had  bro-jght  Mr.  Frugall  with  you 5  fori  muftafk 
An  Account  or  him  from  you. 

Lord.  I  can  give  it.  Lady ; 
But  with  the  beft  Difcretion  of  a  Woman, 
And  a  ftrong  fortified  Patience,  I  defire  you 
To  give  it  hearing. 

Luke.  My  Heart  beats. 

Lady.  My  Lord,  you  much  amaze  me. 

Lord.  I  fhall  aftonilh  you.     The  noble  Merchant, 
Who,  living  was  for  his  Integrity 
And  upright  Dealing  (a  rare  Miracle 
In  a  rich  Citizen)  London's  beft  honour  j 
Is-      -I  am  loth  to  fpeak  it. 

Luke.  Wondrous  ftrange! 

Lady,  I  do  fuppofe  the  worft ;  not  dead  I  hope  ? 

Lord, 
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Lord.  Your  Suppofition's  true,  your  Hopes  are  falfe. 
He's  Dead. 

Lady.  Ay  me  ! 

Ann.  My  Father ! 

Mary.  My  kind  Father ! 

Luke.  Now  they  inllik  not. 

Lord.  Pray  hear  me  out. 
He's  dead.     Dead  ro  the  World,  and  you  ;  and  now 
Lives  only  to  himfelf. 

Luke.  What  Riddle's  this  ? 

Lady.  A61  not  the  Torturer  in  my  Affliflions ; 
But  make  me  underftand  the  Sum  of  all 
That  I  mull  undergo. 

Lord.  In  few  Words  take  it : 
He  is  retir'd  into  a  Monaftery, 
Where  he  refolves  to  end  his  Days. 

Luke.  More  ftrange! 

Lord.  I  faw  him  take  Poft  for  Dover,  and  the  Wind 
Sitting  fo  fair,  by  this  he's  fafe  at  Calais, 
And  ere  long  will  be  at  Lovain. 

Lady.  Could  I  guefs 
What  were  the  Motives  that  induc'd  him  to  it, 
'Twere  fome  Allay  to  my  Sorrows. 

Lord.  V\\  inftru'ft  you. 
And  chide  you  into  that  Knowledge :  *twas  your  Pride 
Above  your  Rank,  and  ftubborn  Difobedience 
Of  thefe  your  Daughters,  in   their  Milk   fuck'd  from 

you. 
At  Home  the  Harflinefs  of  his  Entertainment, 
You  wilfully  forgetting  that  your  all 
Was  borrowed  from  him  ;  and  to  hear  Abroad 
The  Imputations  difpers'd  upon  you. 
And  juftly  too,  I  fear,  that   drew   him  to 
This  ftrict  Retirement :  And  thus  much  faid  for  him, 
I  am  myfell  toaccufe  you. 

Lady.  I  confefs 
A  guilty  Caufe  to  him,  but  in  a  Thought, 
My  Lord,  I  ne'er  wrong'd  you. 

Lord. 
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Lord.  In  Fa6l  you  have ; 
The  infolcnt  Difgrace  you  put  upon 
My  only  Son,  and  Mr.  Plenty,  Men,  that  lov'd 
Your  Daughters  in  a  noble  Way,  to  waOi  off 
The  Scandal,  put  a  Reiblution  in  'em 
For  three  Years  Travel. 

Lady.  I  am  much  griev'd  for  it. 

Lord.  One  thing  I  had  forgot;  your  Rigour  to 
His  decayed  Brother,  in  which  your  Flatteries, 
Or  Sorceries,  made  him  Coagent  with  you. 
Wrought  not  the  lead  Impreflion. 

Luke.  Humph  !   this  founds  well. 

Lady.  'Tis  nov/  paft  help:  After  thefe  Storms,  my 
Lord, 
A  little  Calm,  ifyoupleafe. 

Lord.  If  what  I  have  told  you 
Shew'd  like  a  Storm,  what  now  I  muft  deliver 
Will  prove  a  raging  Tempeft.     His  whole  Eftate 
In  Lands  and  Leafes,  Debts  and  prefent  Monies, 
With  all  the  moveables  he  flood  polTefs'd  of, 
With  the  beft  Advice  which  he  could  get  for  Gold 
From  his  learned  Counfcl,  by  this  formal  Will 
Is  pafs'd  o'er  to  his  Brother.     With  it  take 
The  Key  of  his  Counting  Houfe.     Not  a  Groat  left  you. 
Which  you  can  call  your  own. 

Lady.  Undone  for  ever. 

Ann.  Mary.  What  will  become  of  us  ? 

Luke.  Humph! 

Lord.  The  Scene's  chang'd. 
And  he  that  was  your  Slave,  by  Fate  appointed 
Your  Governor,  you  kneel  to  me  in  vain. 
I  cannot  help  you  ;  I  difcharge  the  Truft 
Impofed  upon  me.     This  Humility 
From  him  may  gain  Remiffion,  and  perhaps 
Forgetfulnefs  of  your  barbarous  Ufage  to  hinl. 

Lady.  Am  I  come  to  this.? 

Lord.  Enjoy  your  own,  good  Sir, 
But  ufe  it  with  due  Reverence.     I  once  heard  you 
Speak  moft  divinely  in  the  Oppofition 

4  Of 
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Of  a  revengeful  Humor,  to  thefe  fhew  it; 
And  fuch  who  then  depended  on  the  Mercy 
Of  your  Brother  wholly  now  at  your  Devotion, 
And  make  good  the  Opinion  I  held  of  you  ; 
Of  which  1  am  moft  confident. 

Luke.  Pray  you  riie, 
And  rife  with  this  Afllirance,  I  am  ftill. 
As  I  was  of  late,  your  Creature -,  and  if  rais'd 
In  any  thing,  'tis  in  my  Power  to  ferve  you. 
My  Vv^iU  is  Itill  the  fame.     O  my  Lord  ! 
This  Heap  of  Wealth  which  you  pofiefs  me  of. 
Which  to  a  worldly  Man  had  been  aBlefling, 
And  to  the  Meffenger  might  with  Juftice  challenge 
A  kind  of  Adoration  is  to  me 
A  Curfe,  I  cannot  thank  you  for  ;  and  much  lefs 
Rejoice  in  that  Tranquillity  of  Mirtd, 
My  Brother's  Vows  muft  purchafe.     I  have  made 
A  dear  Exchange  with  him.     He  now  enjoys 
My  Peace,  and  Poverty,  the  Trouble  of 
His  Wealth  confer'don  me,  and  that  a  Burthen 
Too  heavy  for  my  weak  Shoulders. 

Lord.  Honeft  Soul, 
W^ith  what  feeling  he  receives  it  I 

Lady.  You  fhall  have 
My  bed  Affiftance,  if  you  pleafe  to  ufe  it 
To  help  you  to  flipport  it. 

Luki    By  no  Means, 
The  Weight  fliall  rather  fink  me,  than  you  part 
With  one  fhort  Minute  from  thofe  lawful  Pleafures 
Which  you  v/ere  born  to  in  your  Care  to  aid  me, 
You  fhall  have  all  Abundance.     In  my  Nature 
I  was  ever  liberal ;  my  Lord  you  know  it. 
Kind,  affable.     And  now  methinks  I  fee 
Before  my  Face  the  Jubilee  of  Joy, 
When  it  is  aflur'd,  my  Brother  lives  in  me. 
His  Debtors  in  full  Cups  crown'd  to  my  Health, 
With  PfEans  to  my  Praife  will  celebrate. 
Fur  they  well  know  'tis  far  from  me  to  take 
The  Forfeiture  of  a  Bond.     Nay,  I  fhall  blulh. 

The 
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The  Intereft  never  paid  after  three  Years, 

When  I  demand  my  principal.     And  his  Servants 

Who  from  a  (lavidi  Fear  pay'd  her  Obedience 

By  him  exacted  ;  now  when  they  are  mine 

Will  "row  familiar  Friends,  and  as  fuch  ufe  me. 

Being  certain  of  the  Mildnefs  of  my  Temper, 

Which  my  Change  of  Fortune,  frequent  in  moft  Men, 

Hath  not  the  Power  to  alter. 

Lord.  Yet  take  Heed,  Sir, 
You  ruin  it  not  v/ith  too  much  Lenity, 
What  his  fit  Severity  rais'd. 
Lady.  And  we  fail  from 
That  Height  we  have  maintain'd.  ^ 

Luke.  I'll  build  it  higher. 
To  Admiration  higher.     With  Difdain 
I  look  upon  thele  Habics,  no  Way  fuiting 
The  Wife  and  Danghters  of  a  knighted  Citizen 
Blefs'd  with  Abundance. 

Lord.  There,  Sir,  I  join  with  you  ; 
A  fit  Decorum  muft  be  kept ;  the  Court 
Diftinguiili'd  from  the  City. 
Luke.  With  your  Favour 
I  know  what  you  would  fay,  but  give  me  Leave 
In  this  to  be  your  Advocate.     You  are  wide, 
W^ide  the  whole  Region  in  what  I  purpofe. 
Since  all  the  Titles,  Honours,  long  Defcents 
Borrow  their  Glofs  from  Wealth,  the  Rich  with  Reafon 
May  challenge  their  Prerogatives.     And  it  fhali  be 
My  Glory,  nay  a  Triumph  to  revive 
In  the  Pomp  that  thefe  fliall  Ihine,  the  Memory 
Of  the  Roman  Matrons,  who  kept  captive  Queens 
To  be  their  Hand-maids.     And  when  you  appear 
Like  Juno  in  full  Majeftyj  and  my  Nieces 
Like  Iris,  Hebe,  or  what  Deities  q.\(& 
Old  Poets  fancy ;  your  cram'd  Ward-robes  richer 
Than  various  Nature's,  and  draw  down  the  Envy 
Of  our  Weffcern  World  upon  you,  only  hold  mc 
Your  vigilant  Hermes  with  leriai  Wings, 
My  Caduceus,  my  ftrong  Zeal  to  ferve  you, 

Prefs'd 
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Prefs'd  to  fetch  in  all  Rarities  may  delight  you. 
And  I  am  made  immortal. 

Lord.  A  ftrange  Frenzy. 

Luke.    Off  vvich    thele  Rags,    and   then    to  Bed. 
There  dream 
Of  future  Greatnefs ;  which  when  you  awake 
I'll  make  a  certain  Truth  :  but  I  mull  be 
A  Doer,  not  a  Promifer.     The  Performance 
Requiring  Hade,  I   kifs   your  Hands  and  leave   you." 

\Exit  Luke. 

Lord.  Are  we  all  turn'd  Statues.^    Has  his   ftrange 
Words 
Charm'd  us  ?  What  mufe  you  on  Lady  ? 

Lady.  Do  not  trouble  me. 

Lord.  Sleep  you  too,  young  ones  ? 

An/t.  Swifc  wing'd  Time  till  now 
Was  never  tedious  to  me.     Would  'twere  Night. 

Mary.  Nay,  Morning  rather. 

Lord.  Can  you  ground  your  Faith 
On  fuch  Impollibilities  ?  have  you  lu  foon 
Forgot  your  Hufband  ? 

Lady.  He  was  a  Vanity 
I  muft  no  more  remember. 

Lord.  Excellent! 
You  your  kind  Father  ? 

A7m.  Such  an  Uncle  never 
Was  read  of  in  Story  1 

Lord.  Not  one  Word  in  Anfwer 
Of  my  Demands  ? 

Mary.  You  are  but  a  Lord,  and  know, 
My  Thoughts  foar  higher. 
■     Lord.  Admirable !  I  will  leave  you 
To  your  Caftles  in  the  Air— when  I  relate  this 
Ic  will  exceed  Belief,  but  he  muft  know  it.    [£x//  Lord: 

Stargaze.  Now  I  may  boldly  fpeak  j  may  it  pleafq 
you,  Madam, 
To  look  upon  your  Valfil:  I  forefaw  this. 
The  Stars  affur'd  it.  t    ?  , 

Vol.  IV.  X  i^'^y^ 
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Lady.  I  begin  to  feel 
My  felt"  another  Woman. 

Stargaze.  Now  you  fliall  find 
All  my  Predidions  true,  and  nobler  Matches, 
Prepared  for  my  young  Ladies. 

Millif-  Princely  Hufbands. 

Ann.  I'll  go  no  iefs. 

Mary.  Not  a  Word  more. 
Provide  my  Night-rail. 

Millif.  What  fh all  we  be  To-morrow?  [ExcunL 


SCENE     III. 

Enter  Luke  %vith  a  Key. 

Luke.  *Twas  no  phantaftick  Obje£l,  but  a  Truth, 
A  real  Truth,  no  Dream.     I  did  not  fiumber. 
And  could  wake  ever  with  a  brooding  Eye 
To  gaze  upon't !  It  did  endure  the  Touch, 
I  faw,  and  felt  it.     Yet  what  I  beheld 
And  handl'd  oft,  did  fo  tranfcend  Belief 
(My  Wonder,  and  Aftonifhment  pafs'd  o'er) 
I  faintly  could  give  Credit  to  my  Senfes. 
Thou  dumb  Magician  that  without  a  Charm 
Did'ft  make  my  Entrance  eafy,  to  poffefs 
What  wife  Men  wifh  and  toil  for.     Hermes  Moly, 
Syhilla's  golden  Bough  -,  the  great  Elixar, 
Imagin'd  only  by  the  Alchymift, 
Compar'd  with  thee  are  Shadows,  thou  the  Subftance 
And  Guardian  of  Felicity.     No  marvel, 
My  Brother  made  thy  Place  of  Reft  his  Bofom, 
Thou  being  the  Keeper  of  his  Heart,  a  Miftrefs 
To  be  hugg'd  ever.     In  bye  Corners  of  ; 

This  facred  Room,  Silver  in  Bags  heap'd  up 
Like  Billets  faw*d,  and  ready  for  the  P'ire, 
Unworthy  to  hold  Fellowlhip  with  bright  Gold 
That  flow'd  about  the  Room,  conceal'd  itfelf. 

There 
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There  needs  no  artificial  Light,  the  Splendor 

Makes  a  perpetual  Day  there,  Night  and  Darknefs 

By  that  ftill  burning  Lamp  for  ever  banifh'd. 

But  when  guided  by  that,  my  Eyes  had  made 

Difcovery  of  the  Cafkets,  and  they  open'd. 

Each  fparkling  Diamond  horn  itfelf  lliot  forth 

A  Pyramid  oi  Flames,  and  in  the  Roof 

Fix  it  a  glorious  Star,  and  made  the  Place 

Heaven's  abflraft,  or  Epitome.  Rubies,  Saphires, 

And  Ropes  of  oriental  Pearl ;  thefe  ken  I  could  not 

But  look  on  Gold  with  Contempt.     And  yet  I  found 

What  weak  Credulity  could  have  no  Faith  in 

A  Treafure  far  exceeding  thefe.     Here  lay 

A  Manor  bound  faft  in  a  Skin  of  Parchment, 

The  Wax  continuing  hard,  the  Acres  melting. 

Here  a  fure  Deed  of  Gilt  for  a  Market  Town, 

If  not  redeem'd  this  Day,  which  is  not  in 

The  Unthrift's  Power.     There  being  fcarce  one  Shire 

In  Wales  oi  England,  where  my  Moneys  are  not 

Lent  out  at  UTury,  the  certain  Hook 

To  draw  in  more.     I  am  fublim'd  !  grofs  Earth 

Supports  me  not.     I  walk  on  Air! — Who's  there, 

Thieves !  raife  the  Street,  Thieves ! 

Enter  Lord,  Sir  John,  Lacy,  and  Plenty,  as  Indians: 

Lord.  What  ftrange  Paflion's  this  ? 
Have  you  your  Eyes  ?  do  you  know  me  ? 

Luke.  You,  my  Lord ! 
I  do  :  but  this  Retinue,  in  thefe  Shapes  too. 
May  well  excufe  my  Fears.     When  'tis  your  Pleafure 
That  I  lliould  wait  upon  you,  give  me  Leave 
To  do  it  your  own  Houfe,  for  I  muft  tell  you. 
Things  as  they  now  are  with  me,  well  conlider'd, 
I  do  not  like  fuch  Vifitanis. 

Lord.  Yefterday 
When  you  had  nothing  (praife  your  Poverty  for't) 
You  could  have  fungfecu  re  before  a  Thief; 
But  now  vou  are  2;rown  rich.  Doubts  and  Sufpicions, 

Y  2  Ar.d 
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And  ncedlcfs  Fears  poflefs  you.     Thank  a  good  Bro- 
ther, 
But  let  not  this  exalt  you. 

Luke.  A  good  Brother : 
Good  in  his  Confcience,  I  confcfs,  and  wife. 
In  (living  o'er  the  World.     But  his  Eftate 
Which  your  Lordfliip  may  conceive  great,  no  Way 
Anfwers  the  general  Opinion.     Alas, 
With  a  great  Charge,  I  am  left  a  poor  Man  by  him. 

Lord.  A  poor  Man,  fay  you  ? 

Luke.  Poor,  compar'd  with  what 
'Tis  thought  I  do  poflefs.     Some  little  Land, 
Fair  houlhold  Furniture ;  a  few  good  Debts, 
But  empty  Bags  I  find :  yet  I  will  be 
A  faithful  Steward  to  his  Wife  and  Daughters, 
And  to  the  utmoft  of  my  Power  obey 
His  Will  in  all  things. 

Lord.  V\\  not  argue  with  you 
Of  his  Eftate,  but  bind  you  to  Performance 
Of  his  laft  Requeft,  which  is  for  Teftimony" 
Of  his  religious  Charity,  that  you  would 
Receive  thefe  Indians,  lately  fenthim  from 
Plrginia,  into  your  Houfe;  and  labour 
At  any  Rate  with  the  beft  of  your  Endeavours^ 
Aflified  by  the  Aids  of  our  Divines, 
To  make  'en:i  Chriftians. 

Luke.  Call  you  this,  my  Lord, 
Religious  Charity  ?  to  fend  Infidels, 
Like  hungry  Locufts,  to  devour  the  Bread 
Should  feed  his  Family.     I  neither  can. 
Nor  will  confent  to't. 

Lord.  Do  not  flight  it,  'tis 
With  him  aBufinefs  of  fuch  Confequence, 
That  Ihould  he  only  hear  'tis  not  embrac'd. 
And  chearfuUy,  in  this  his  Confcience  aiming 
At  the  laving  of  three  Souls,  'twill  draw  him  o'er 
To  fee  it  himfelf  accomplifli*d. 

Luke.  Heaven  forbid 
I  fj^ould  divert  him  from  his  holy  Purpofe 

4  To 
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To  worjdly  Cares  again.     I  rather  will 
Suftain  the  Burthen,  and  with  the  Converted 
Feaft  the  Converters,  who  I  know  will  prove 
The  greater  Feeders. 

Sir  John.  Ob,  ha,  enewah  Chrijh  bully  leika. 

Plenty.  E?iaula. 

Lacy,  liarrico  botikia  bonnery. 

Luke.  Ha!  In  this  Heathen  Language, 
How  is  it  pofTible  our  Doftors  fliould 
Hold  Conference  with  'em  ?  or  1  ule  the  Means 
For  their  Converfion? 

Lord.  That  fhall  be  no  Hindrance 
To  your  good  Purpofes.     They  have  liv'd  long 
In  the  Englifh  Colony,  and  fpeak  our  Language 
As  their  own  Diale6l;  the  Bufinefs  does  concern  you. 
Mine  own  Defigns  command  me  hence.     Continue, 
As  in  your  Poverty  you  were,  a  pious 
And  honeft  Man.  \Exit. 

Luke.  That  is,  interpreted, 
A  Slave,  and  Beggar. 

Sir  John.  You  conceive  it  right. 
There  being  no  Religion,  nor  Virtue 
But  in  Abundance,  and  no  Vice  but  Want. 
All  Deities  ferve  Plutus. 

Luke.  Oracle. 

Sir  John.  Temples  rais'd  to  ourfelves  in  the  Increafc] 
Of  Wealth,  and  Reputation,  fpeak  a  wife  manj 
But  Sacrifice  to  an  imagin'd  Power, 
Of  which  we  have  no  Senfe,  but  in  Belief, 
A  fuperilitious  Fool. 

Luke.  True  Worldly  Wifdom. 

Sir  John.  All  Knowledge  elfe  is  Folly. 

Lacy.  Now  we  are  yours. 
Be  confident  your  better  Angel  is 
Entered  your  Houfe. 

Plenty.  There  being  nothing  in 

The  Compafsof  your  Willies,  but  Ihall  end 

In  their  Fruition  to  the  Full. 

y  5  Sir ^ohn. 
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Sir  John.  As  yet, 
You  do  not  know  us ;  but  when  you  underfland 
The  Wonders  we  can  do,  and  what  the  Ends  were 
That  brought  us  hither,  you  will  entertain  us 
With  more  Rcfpe(5t. 

Luke.  There's  fomething  whifpers  tome, 
Thefe  are  no  common  Men — my  Houfe  is  yours. 
Enjoy  it  freely  :  only  grant  me  this, 
Not  to  be  feen  Abroad  till  I  have  heard 
More  of  your  facred  Principles.     Fray  enter. 
You  are  learned  Europeans^  and  we  worfe 
Than  ignorant  Americans. 

Sir  John.  You  fhall  find  it.  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Thikd    Act. 

A  C  T  IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter 'D'mg'tm,  Gett-all,  andHoWz^. 

Ding'em.'^T  O  T  fpeak  with  him  ^  with  Fear  furvey 

X  ll  me  better. 

Thou  Figure  of  Famine. 

Gett-all^  Coming,  as  we  do. 
From  his  quondam  Patrons,  his  dear  Ingles  now, 
The  brave  Spark  Tradewell. 

Ding'em.  And  the  Man  of  Men 
In  the  Service  of  a  Woman,  gallant  Goldwire  ? 

Enter  Luke: 

Holdfaft.  I  know  'em  for  his  'Prentices,  without 
Tntfe  Flounlhes.     Here  are  rude  Fellows,  Sir: 
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Ding' em.  Not  yours,  youRafcal? 
Holdfaji.  No,  Don  Pimp,  you  may  fcek  'em 
In   Bridewell^    or  the   Hole,  here   are   none   of  your 
Comrades. 
Luke.  One  of  'em  looks  as  he  would  cut  my  Throat : 
Your  Bufinefs  Friends  ? 

Holdfaji.  I'll  fetch  aConftahle, 
Let  him  anfwer  him  in  the  Stocks. 

Ding'cm.  Stir  and    thou  dar'ft 
Fright  me  with  Bridczve/l  and   the  Stocks  ?  they  are 

Flea-bitings 
I  am  familiar  with.  [draws. 

Luke.  Pray  you  put  up. 
And  Sirrah  hold  your  Peace, 

Ding'em.  Thy  Word's  a  Law, 
And  I  obey.  Live  Scrape-flioe,  and  be  thankful. 
Thou  Man  of  Muck,  and  Money,  for  as  fuch 
I  now  falute  thee.     The  Suburbian  Gamefters 
Have  heard  thy  Fortunes,  and  I  am  in  Perfon 
Sent  to  congratulate. 

Gett-alL  The  News  hath  reach'd 
The  Ordinaries,  and  all  the  Gamefters  are 
Ambitious  to  fhake  the  golden  Golls 
Of  worfhipful  Mr.  Luke.  I  come  from  Tradewell 
Your  fine  facetious  Faftor. 

Ding'em.  I  from  Goldwire. 
He  and  his  Hellen  have  prepared  a  Banquet 
With  the  Appurtenances  to  entertain  thee. 
For  I  muft  whifper  in  thine  Ear,  thou  arc 
To  be  her  Paris ;  but  bring  Money  with  thee 
To  quit  old  Scores. 

Gett-all.  Blind  Chance  hath  frown'd  upon 
Brave  Tradewell.  He's  blown  up,  but  not  without 
Hope  of  Recovery,  fo  you  fupply  him 
With  a  good  round  Sum.  In  my  Houfe  I  can  affure  you 
There's  half  a  Million  ftirring. 

Luke.  What  hath  he  loft  ? 

Gett-all.  Three  hundred. 

Luke.  A  Trifle. 

Y  4  Celt- all. 
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Gett-nli.  Make  it  upaThoufand, 
And  I  will  fit  iiim  with  fuch  Tools  as  fiiall 
Bring  in  a  Myriad. 

Luke.  They  know  me  well, 
J<ior  need  you  ufe  fuch  Circum fiances  for  *em. 
"What's  mine  is   theirs.     They   are  my  Friends,  not 

Servants ; 
But  in  their  Care  to  enrich  me,  and  thefeCourfes 
The  Ipeeding  Means.     Your  Name,  I  pray  you? 

Gett.  Get t- all. 
I  have  been  many  Years  an  Ordinary-keeper, 
My  Box  my  poor  Revenue. 

Luke.  Your  Name  fuits  well 
"With  your  Profefllon.     Bid  him  bear  up,  he  fliall  not 
Sit  long  on  pennilefs  Bench. 

Gett- all.  There  fpake  an  Angel. 

Luke.  You  know  Miflrels  Shave' em  ? 

Geti-all  The  Pontifical  Punk. 

Luke.  The  fame. 
Let  him  meet  me  there  fome  two  Hours  hence. 
And  tell  Tom  Goldwire^  I  will  then  be  with  him, 
Furnifii'd  beyond  his  Hopes,  and  let  your  Miflrefs 
Appear  in  her  beft  Trim. 

Ding'efn.  She  will  make  thee  young. 
Old  jEfo7i.     She  is  ever  furnifii'd  with 
Med^ea''sDx\^gs,  Refioratives.     I  fly 
To  keep  'em  fober  till  thy  Worfhip  come. 
They  will  be  drunk  with  Joy  elfe. 

Gett- all.  I'll  run  with  you. 

[Exeunt  Ding'em  atid  Gett-alh 

Holdfajl.  You  will  not  do  as  you  fay,  I  hope. 

Luke.  Enquire  nor, 
I  fhall  do  what  becomes  me— to  the  Door.      [Knocking, 
New  Vifitants :  WItat  are  they  ? 

Hcldfajl.  A  whole  Batch,  Sir, 
Almofl  of  the  fame  Leaven  :  your  needy  Debtors, 
Penur)\  Fortune,  Hoyji. 

Luke.  They  come  to  gratulate 
The  Fortune  fali'n  upon  me. 

mdfaji. 
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Holdfaji.  Rather,  Sir, 
Like  the  others,  to  prey  on  you. 

Luke.  I  am  fimple, 
They  know  my  good  Nature.  But  let  *em  in  however. 

Holdfaji.  All  will  come  to  Ruin  ;  I  fee  Beggary 
Already  knocking  at  the  Door — You  may  enter 
But  ufe  a  Confcience,  and  do  not  work  upon 
A  tender  hearted  Gentleman  too  much, 
*Twill  fhew  like  Charity  in  you. 

Enter  Fortune,  Penury,  and  Hoyft. 

Luke.  Welcome  Friends : 
I  know  your  Hearts,  and  Wiflies ;  you  are  glad 
You  have  thang'd  your  Creditor. 

Pemiry.  I  weep  tor  Joy 
To  look  upon  hio  Worship's  Face. 

Fortune.  His  Worlhips  ? 
I  fee  Lord  Mayor  written  on  his  Forehead  j' 
The  Cap  of  Maintenance,  and  City  Sword 
Born  up  in  State  before  him. 

Hoyji.  Hcfpitals, 
And  a  third  Burfe  ere6ted  by  his  Honour. 

Penury.  The  City  Poet  on  the  Pageant  Day 
Preferring  him  before  Grejham, 

HoyJl.  All  the  Conduits 
Spouting  Canary  Sack. 

Fortune.  Not  a  Prifoner  left. 
Under  Ten  Pounds. 

Penury.  We  his  poor  Beads-men  feafling 
Our  Neighbours  on  his  Bounty. 

Luke.  May  I  make  good 
Your  Prophecies,  gentle  Friends,  as  I'll  endeavour 
To  the  utmoft  of  my  Power. 

Holdfaji.  Yes,  for  one  Year, 
And  break  the  next. 

Luke.  You  are  ever  prating,  Sirrah: 
YQur  prefenc  Bufinefs,  Friends  ? 

pcviune. 
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Fortune.  Were  your  Brother  prefent. 
Mine  had  been  of  feme  Confequence;  but  now 
The  Power  lies  in  your  Worfhip's  Hand,  *tis  iittle. 
And  will  I  know,  as  foon  as  afk'd,  be  granted. 

Luke.  'Tis  very  probable. 

Fortune.  The  kind  Forbearance  r^^""*^*) 

Of  my  great  Debt,  by  your  Means  (Heaven  be  prais'd 
Hath  rais*d  my  funk  Eftate.     I  have  two  Ships, 
Which  I  long  fince  gave  loft,  above  my  Hopes 
Return'd  from  Barbary,  and  richly  freighted. 

Luke.  Where  are  they  ? 

Fortune.  ^tz.r  Gravefend. 

Luke.  I  am  truly  glad  of  it. 

Fortune.  I  find  your  Worfhip's  Charity,  and   dare 
fwear  fo. 
Now  may  I  have  your  Licence,  as  I  know 
With  Wilhngnefs  I  fhall,  to  make  the  beft 
Of  the  Commodities,  though  you  have  Execution, 
And  after  Judgment  againft  all  that's  mine. 
As  my  poor  Body,  I  iliall  be  enabl'd 
To  make  Payment  of  my  Debts  to  all  the  World, 
And  leave  my felf  a  Competence. 

Luke.  You  much  wrong  me. 
If  you  only  doubt  it.     Yours  Mr.  Hoyft  ? 

Hoyft.  'Tis  the  furrendering  back  the  Mortgage  of 
My  Lands,  and  on  good  Terms,  but  three  Days  Pa- 
tience ; 
By  an  Uncle's  Death  I  have  Means  left  to  redeem  it. 
And  cancel  all  the  forfeited  Bonds  1  feal'd  too 
In  my  Riots  to  the  Merchant ;  for  I  am 
Refolv'd  to  leave  off  Play,  and  turn  good  Huft)and. 

Luke.  A  good  Intent,  and  to  be  cherilh'd  in  you. 
Yours  Penury  ? 

Penury.  My  State  ftands  as  it  did,  Sir  : 
What  I  ow'd  I  owe,  but  can  pay  nothing  to  you. 
Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  truft  me  with  ten  Pounds  more 
I  can  buy  a  Commodity  of  a  Sailor  ' 

Will  make  me  a  Freeman.     There  Sir  is  hisName- 
And  the  Parcels  I  am  to  deal  for. .        [Gives  him  a  Paper 

Luke. 
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Luke.  You  are  all  fo  reafonable 
In  your  Demands,  that  I  mufl:  freely  grant  'em. 
Some  three  Hours  hence  meet  mc  on  the  Exchange.^ 
You  fhall  be  amply  fatisfy'd. 

Pe7iury.  Heaven  preferve  you. 

Fortune.  Happy  were  hondon^  if  within  her  Walls 
She  had  many  fuch  rich  Men. 

\_Exeunt  Fortune,  Hoyft,  and  Penury. 

"Luke.  No  more,  now  leave  me; 
I  am  full  of  various  Thoughts.     Be  careful  Holdfajt^ 
I  have  much  to  do. 

Holdfaji.  And  I  fomcthing  to  fay 
Would  you  give  me  hearing. 

Luke.  At  my  better  Leifure. 
'Till  rny  Return,  look  well  unto  the  Indians. 
In  the  mean  Time  do  you  as  this  direds  you.     [Exeuni* 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Goldwire,  Tradewell,  Shave'em,  Secret,  Gett-all, 
^»^Ding^em. 

Goldwire.  All  that  is  mine  is  theirs.     Thofe  were  his 
Words. 

Ding^em.  I  am  authentical. 

Tradewell.  And  that  I  fhould  not 
Sit  long  on  pennilefs  Bench. 

Get i- all.  But  fuddenly  ftart  up 
A  Gamefter  at  the  Height,  and  cry  at  all. 

Shave'em.  And  did  he  feem  to  have  an  Inclination 
To  toy  with  me  ? 

Din^em.  He  wifli'd  you  would  put  on 
Your  heft  Habiliments,  for  he  refolv'd 
To  make  a  jovial  Day  on't. 

GoLl'wire.  Hug  him  clofe  Wench, 
And  thou  may'il  eat  Gold,  and  Amber.     I  well  know 

him 
For  a  m:)ft  infatiate  Drabber.     He  hath  given, 

Before 
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Before  he  fpent  his  own  Eftate,  which  was 
Nothing  to  the  huge  Mafs  he's  now  poffefs'd  of, 
A  hundred  Pound  a  Leap. 

Shave'em.  Hell  take  my  Doflor, 
He  fhould  have  brought  me  feme  frefh  Oil  of  Talk, 
Thefe  Cerufes  are  common. 

Secret.  'Troth,  fweet  Lady, 
The  Colours  are  well  laid  on. 

Goldwire.  And  thick  enough, 
I  find  that  on  my  Lips. 

Shave" em.  Do  you  fo,  Jack  fauce  ? 
I'll  keep  'em  further  off. 

Goldwire.  But  be  aflur'd  firft 
Of  a  new  Maintainer  e'er  youcafliire  the  old  one. 
But  bind  him  fall  by  thy  Sorceries,  and  thou  (halt 
Be  my  Revenue;  the  whole  College  Study, 
The  Reparation  of  thy  ruin'd  Face; 
Thou  fhalt  have  thy  proper  and  bald  headed  Coachman, 
Thy  Taylor,  and  Embroiderer  Ihall  kneel 
To  thee  their  Idol.     Cheapfide  and  the  Exchange 
Shall  court  thy  Cuflom,  and  thou  (halt  forget 
There  ever  was  a  Saint  Martinis.     Thy  Procurer 
Shall  be  fheath'd  in  Velvet,  and  a  reverend  Vail 
Pafs  her  for  a  grave  Matron.     Have  an  Eye  to  the 

Door, 
And  let  loud  Mufick  when  this  Monarch  enters 
Proclaim  his  Entertainment. 

Bing'em.  That's  my  Office.  [Cornets flour ijh. 

The  Confort's  ready. 

Enter  Luke. 

Tradewell.  And  the  God  of  Pleafure, 
Mr.  Luke  our  Comus  enters. 

Goldwire.  Set  your  Face  in  Order, 
I  will  prepare  him — Live  I  to  fee  this  Day, 
And  to  acknowledge  you  my  royal  Mafter  ? 

TradeweU, 
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Tradewell.  Let  the  Iron  Chefts   fly  open,  and   the 
Gold 
Rufty  for  Want  of  Ufe  appear  again. 

Gett-all.  Make  my  Ordinary  iiouririi. 

Shave' em.   Welcome,  Sir, 
To  your  own  Palace.  [Mufick, 

Goldijoire.  Kifs  your  Ckopotra, 
And  fhewyourfelf  in  your  magnificent  Bounties 
A  fecond  Anthony. 

Ding' em.  All  the  Nine  Worthies. 

Secret.  Variety  of  Pieafures  wait  on  yo'.i, 
And  aftiong  Back. 

Luke.  Give  me  Leave  to  breath,  I  pray  you. 
I  am  aftoniih'd !  all  this  Preparation 
For  me  ?  and  this  choice  modeft  Beauty  wrought 
To  feed  my  Appetite. 

All.  We  are  all  your  Creatures. 

Luke.  A  Houfe  well  furnifh'd. 

Goldwire.  At  your  own  Coft,  Sir, 
Glad  I  the  Inftrument.     I  prophecied 
You  fhoLild  polTefs  what  now  you  do,  and  therefore 
Prepar'd  it  for  your  Plcafure.     There's  no  Rag 
This  Venus  wears,  but  On  my  Knowledge  was 
Deriv'd  from  your  Brother's  Cafli.     The  Leafe  of  the 

Houfe 
And  Furniture,  coft  near  a  Thoufand,  Sir. 

Shave' em.  But  now  you  are  Mafter  both  of  it  and  me, 
I  hope  you'll  build  elfewhere. 

Luke.  And  fee  you  plac'd 
Fair  one  to  your  Dtfeit.     As  I  live.  Friend  'Trade'daefi^ 
I  hardly  knew  you,  your  Cloaths  fo  well  become  you. 
What  is  your  Lofs  j  fpeak  Truth  ? 

Tradewell.  Three  Hundred,  Sir. 

Gett-all.  But  on  a  new  Supply  he  fhall  recover 
The  Sum  told  twenty  Times  o'er. 

Shave' em.  There  is  a  Banquet, 
And  after  that  a  foft  Couch  that  attends  you. 

Luke.  I  couple  not  in  the  Day-light.     Expectation 
Heightens  the  Pleafure  of  the  Night,  my  fweet  on;-. 

Your 
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Your  Mufick's  harfh,  difcharge  it:  I  have  provided 

A  better  Conforr,  and  you  fhall  frolick  it 

In  another  Place.  \7he  Mufick  ceafes. 

Gold-wire.  But  have  you    brought  Gold,  and  Store, 
Sir? 

Iradewell.  I  long  to  wear  the  Caftor. 

Goldivire.  I  to  appear 
In  a  frefli  Habir. 

Shave  em.  My  Mercer  and  my  Silkman 
Waited  me  two  Hours  fince. 

Luke.  I  am  no  Porter 
To  carry  fo  much  Gold  as  will  fupply 
Your  vail  Defires,  but  I've  ta'en  Order  for  you. 

Enter  Sheriff.,  Marjhal,  and  Officers. 

You  fiiall  have  what  is  fitting,   and  they  come  here 
Will  fee  itperform'd.     Do  your  Offices:   You  have 
My  Lord  chief  Juftice's  Warrant  for't. 

Sheriff.  Seize  'em  all. 

Shave'eni.  The  City  Marlhal ! 

Goldivire.  And  the  Sheriff!  I  know  him. 

Secret.  We  are  betrayed. 

Ding'em.  Undone. 

Get t- all.  Dear  Mr.  Luke. 

Goldwire.  You  cannot  be  fo  cruel :  Your  Perfuafion 
Chid  us  into  thefe  Courfes,  oft  repeating, 
Shew  yourfelves  City-fparks,  and  hang  up  Money. 

Luke.  True  ;    when  it   was    my   Brother's   I   con-, 
temn'd  ir, 
But  now  it  is  mine  own,  the  Cafe  is  alter'd. 

Tradewell.  Will  you  prove  yourfelf  a  Devil? 
Tempt  us  to  Mifchief,  and  then  difcover  it. 

Luke.  Argue  that  hereafter. 
In  the  mean  Time,  Mr.  Goldwire,  you  that  made 
Your  ten  Pound  Suppers  -,  kept  your  Punks  at  Livery 
In  Brentford,  Staines,  and  Barnet;  and  thh  in  London, 
Held  Co;refpondence  with  your  Fellow- calhiers, 

Ka 


THE    C  I  T  Y-M  ADAM.         335 

Ka  me,  ka  thee-,  and  knew  in  your  Accompts 
To  cheat  my  Brother,  if  you  can  evade  me. 
If  there  be  Law  in  hondon  your  Father's  Bonds 
Shall  anfwer  for  what  you  are  out. 

Goldwire.  You  often  told  us 
It  was  a  Bug  bear.  , 

Luke.  Such  a  one  as  fhall  fright  'cm 
Out  of  their  Eftatcs  to  make  me  SatisfaiTiion, 
To  the  utmoft  Scruple.     And  for  you.  Madam, 
My  Cleopatra.,  by  your  own  ConfelBon 
Your  Houfe,  and  all  your  Moveables  are  mine; 
Nor  fliall  you,  nor  your  Matron  need  to  trouble 
Your  Mercer,  or  your  Silkman  ;  a  blue  Gown, 
And  a  Whip  to  boot,  as  I  will  handle  it 
Will  ferve  the  Turn  in  Bridewell.,  and  thefefcft  Hands, 
"When  they're  inur'd  to  beating  Hemp,  befcour'd 
In  your  penitent  Tears,  and  quite  forget 
Powders,  and  bitter  Almonds. 

Shave'' em^  Secret,  Tjin^em.,  Will  you  fhew  no  Mercy  ? 
Ijuke.  I  am  inexorable. 
Gett-all.  I'll  make  bold 
To  take  my  Leave,  the  Gamefters  flay  my  coming. 
huke.  We  mufh  not  part  fo,  gentle  Mr.  Gett-alL 
Your  Box,  your  certain  Income,  muft  pay  back 
Three  Hundred  as  I  take  it,  or  you  lie  by  it. 
There's  half  a  Million  Itirring  in  your  Houfe, 
This  a  poor  Trifle.— Mr.  Shrief  and  Mr.  Marflial 
On  your  Perils  do  your  Offices. 
Goldivire.  Doft  thou  cry  now 
Like  a  maudlin  Gamefter  after  Lofs  ?  I'll  fuffer 
Like  a  Boman,  and  now  in  my  Mifery, 
In  fcorn  of  all  thy  Wealth,  to  thy  Teeth  tell  thee 
Thou  were  my  Pander. 

Luke.  Shall  I  hear  this  from 
My 'Prentice? 

Marflml.  Stop  his  Mouth. 
Sheriff.  Away  with  'em. 

[Exeunt  Sheriff,  Marflml,  and  the  reft. 
Luke.   A  profperous  Omen  in  my  Entrance  to 
My  aher'd  Nature!  Thefe  Houfe-thieves  remov'd, 

And 
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And  what  was  loft,  beyond  my  Hopes  recover'd. 

Will  add  unto  my  Heap.     Increafe  of  Wealth 

Is  the  rich  Man's  Ambition,  and  mine 

Shall  know  no  Bounds.     The  valiant  Macedon 

I-Iaving  in  his  Conceit  fubdu'd  one  World, 

Tamentcd  that  there  were  no  more  to  conquer: 

In  my  Way,  he  Hiall  be  my  great  Example. 

And  when  my  private  Houfe  in  cram'd  Abundance 

Shall  prove  the  Chamber  of  the  City  Poor, 

And  Genoa's  Bankers  fhali  look  pale  with  Envy 

When  I  am  mentioned,  I  fhall  grieve  there  is 

No  more  to  be  exhaufted  in  one  Kingdom. 

Religion,  Confcience,  Charity,  farewel; 

To  me  you  are*Words  only,  and  no  more,' 

All  human  Happinefs  confifts  in  Store,  \Exit._ 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Serjeants^  Fortune,  Hoyft,  Penury. 

Fortune.  At  Mr.  Luke''s  Suit  ? 
TheA(5lion  twenty  Thoufand. 

1  Serjeant.  With  two  or   three   Executions,  which 
fliall  grind 
You  to  Powder  when  we  have  you  in  the  Compter. 
Fortune.  Thou  do'ft  belie  him  Varlet.     He,  good 
Gentleman, 
Will  weep when  he  hears  how  we  are  us'd, 

1  Serjeant.  Yes,   Milftones. 

Penury.  He  promis'd  to  lend  me  ten  Pound  for  a 
Bargain, 
He  will  not  do  it  this  Way. 

2  Serjeant.  I  have  wan  ant 

For  what  I  have  done.     You  are  a  poor  Fellow, 

And  there  being  little  to  be  got  by  you. 

In  Charity,  as  I  am  an  Officer, 

I  would  not  have  feen  you,  but  upon  Compulfion, 

And  for  mine  own  Security. 

3  Serjeant, 
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3  Serjeant.  You  are  a  Gallant, 
And  I  do  you  a  Courtefy  j  provided 
That  you  have  Money.     For  a  Piece  an  Hour 
I'Ji  keep  you  in  the  Houfe,  till  you  fend  for  Bail. 

2  Serjehnt.  In  the  mean  Time,  Yeoman,  run  to  the 

other  Compter, 
And  fearch  if  there  be  ought  elfe  out  agalnft  him. 

3  Serjeant,  That  done,  hade  to  his  Creditors.     He's 

a  Prize, 
And  as  we  are  City  Pirates  by  our  Oaths, 
We  muft:  make  the  beft  On't. 

Hoyji.  Do  your  word:,  I  care  not. 
ril  be  remov'd  to  the  Fleets  and  drink  and  drab  there 
In  Spite  of  your  Teeth.     I  now  repent  I  ever 
Intended  to  be  honeft. 

Enter  Luke. 

3  Serjeant.  Here  he  comes 
You  had  beft  tell  fo. 

Fortune.  Worlhipful  Sir, 
You  come  in  Time  to  free  us  from  the  fe  Ban -dogs, 
I  know  you  gave  no  Way  to'c. 

Penury,  Or  if  you  did, 
*Twas  but  to  fry  our  Patience. 

HoyJi.  I  muft  tell  you 
I  do  not  like  fuch  Trials. 

Luke.  Are  you  Serjeants 
Acquainted  with  the  Danger  of  a  Refcue, 
Yet  ftand  here  prating  in  the  Street  ?   The  Compter 
Is  a  fafer  Place  to  parly  in. 

Fortune.  Are  you  in  earneft  ? 

Luke.  Yes  faith,  1  will  be  latisfy'd  to  a  Token, 
Or  build  upon*t,  you  rot  there. 

Fortune.  Can  a  Gentleman, 
Of  your  foft  and  filken Temper,  fpeak  fuch  Language? 

Penury.  So  Honeft,  fo  Religious .? 

Hoyji.  That  preach'd 
$0  much  of  Charity  .for  us  to  your  Brother? 

Vol.  IV.  Z  Luke, 
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Luke.  Ye$,  when  I  was  in  Poverty  it  fhew'd  well ; 
But  I  inherit  with  his  'State,  his  Mind, 
And  rougher  Naiure.     I  grant,  then  I  talk'd 
For  Tome  Ends  to  myfelf  conceal'd,  of  Pity, 
The  poor  Man's  Orifons  ;  and  fuch  like  nothing. 
But  what  I  thought  you  all  fliall  feel,  and  with  Rigour. 
Kind  Mr.  Luke  fays  it.  Who  pays  for  your  Attendance  ? 
Do  you  wait  Gratis  .^ 
Fortune.  Hear  us  fpeak. 
Luke.  While  I, 
Like  the  Adder  ;   flop  mine  Ears.     Or  did  I  liften, 
Tho'  you  fpake  with  the  Tongues  of  Angels  to  me, 
1  am  not  to  be  alter'd. 

Fortune.  Let  me  make  the  beft 
Of  my  Ships,  and  their  Freight, 

Penury.  Lend  me  the  Ten  Pounds  youpromis'd. 
Hoyji.  A  Day  or  two's  Patience  to  redeem  my  Mort- 
gage, 
And  you  fliall  be  fatisfy'd. 

Fortune.  To  the  utmoft  Farthing.  [not 

Luke.  V\\  fliew  fome  Mercy  ;  which  is,  that   I   will 
Torture  you  with  falfe  Hopes,  but  make  you  know 
What  you  fhall  truft  to.     Your  Ships  to  my  Ufe 
Are  feiz'd  on.     I  have  got  into  my  Hands 
Your  Bargain  from  the  Sailor,  'twas  a  good  one 
For  fuch  a  petty  Sum.     I  will  likewife  take 
The  Extremity  of  your  Mortgage,  and  the  Forfeit 
Of  your  feveral  Bonds,  the  Ufe,  and  Principle 
Shall  not  ferve.     Think  of  the  Bafket,  Wretches, 
And  a  Coal-fack  for  a  Winding- fliect. 
Fortune.  Broker. 
Hoyft.  Jew. 
Fortune.  Impoller. 
Hoyft.  Cut- throat. 
Fortune.  Hypocrite. 
Luke.  Do,  rail  on. 
Move  Mountains  with  your  Bieath,  it  fhakes  not  me. 

Penury.  On  my  Knees  I  beg  Compaflion.    My  Wife 
Shall  hourly  pray  for  your  Worfliip.  [and  Children 

Fortune, 
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Fortune.  Mine  betake  thee 
To  the  Devil  thy  Tutoi*. 

Penury.  Look  upon  my  Tears, 

Heyjl.  My  Rage. 

Fortune.  My  Wrongs. 

Luke.  They  are  all  alike  to  rrfe; 
Intreats,  Curies,  Prayers,  or  Imprecations, 
Do  your  Duties,  Serjeants,  1  am  elfewhere  look*d  for. 

{Exit  Luke. 

3  Serjeant.  This  your  kind  Creditor? 

2  Serjeant.  A  vail:  Villain  rather. 

Penury.  Sec,  fee,  the  Serjeants  pity  us.     Yet    he*s 
Marble. 

Hoyjl.  Buried  alive! 

Fortune.  There's  no  Means  to  avoid  it.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Holdfaft,  Stargaze,  and  Mi'lifcent. 

Stargaze.  Not  wait  upon  my  Lady  ? 
Holdfajl.  Nor  come  at  her. 
You  find  it  not  in  your  Almanack. 

Millifcent.  Nor  I  have  Licence 
To  bring  her  Breakfaft  ? 

Holdf<^Jt.  My  new  Matter  hath 
Decreed  this  for  a  Fafting  Day.     She  hath  feided  long; 
And  after    a  Carnival,     Lent  ever  follows. 

Millifcent.  Give  me  the  Key  of  her  Wardrobe.  You'll 
repent  this: 
I  mufl:  know  what  Gown  fhe'Il  wear  j 

Holdfajl.  You  are  miftaken. 
Dame  Prefident  of  the   Sweetmeats.      She   and   her 

Daughters 
Are   turn'd    Philofophers,  and   muft  carry  all 
Their  Wealth  about  'em.    They  have  Cloaths  laid   in 

their  Chamber, 
If  they  pleaic  to  put  'em  on,  andwithcut  Help  too, 

Z  2  Or 
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Or  they  may  walk  naked.     You  look  Mr.  Stargaze, 
As  you  had  leen  a  ftrange  Comet,  and  had  now  foretold. 
The  End  of  the  World,  and  on  what  Day.     And  you. 
As  the  WafpB  had  broke  into  the  Galley-pots, 
And  eaten  up  your  Apricots. 

Lady,  (within)  Stargaze!  Millifcentl 

Millifcent.  My  Lady's  Voice. 

Holdfajl.  Siir  not,  you  are  confin'd  here. 
Your  Ladyfhip  may  approach  them  if  you  pleafe. 
But  they  are  bound  in  this  Circle. 

Lady,  (within)  Mine  own  Bees 
Rebel  againft  me .?  When  my  kind  Brother  knows  this, 
I  will  be  lb  reveng*d. 

Holdfajl.  The  World's  well  akcr'd. 
He's  your  kind  Brother  now.  But  Yefterday 
Your  Slave  and  Jefting-ftock. 

Enter  Lady.,  Ann,  Mary,  in  courfe  Hahits  weeping. 

Millifcent,  What  Witch  hath  transform'd  you? 

Stargaze.  Is  this  the  glorious  Shape  your  cheating 
Brother 
Promised  you  (hould  appear  in  ^ 

Millifcent.  My  young  Ladies 
In  buffin  Gowns,  and  green  Aprons  1  tear  'em  off. 
Rather  fhew  all  than  be  feen  thus. 

Holdfajl.  'Tis  more  comely, 
1  wis,  than  their  other  whim-whams. 

Millifcent.   A  French  Hood  too. 
Now  'tisoutofFalhion  !  a  Fool's  Cap  would  (hew  betttcr. 

Lady.  We  are  fool'd  indeed :  By   whofe  Command 
are  we  us'd  thus  ? 

Enter  Luke. 

Holdfajl.  Here  he  comes  that  can  b?ft  refolve  you. 
Lady.  O  good  Brother ! 
Do  you  thus  prefervc  yQur  Protcftation  to  me  ? 

Can 
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Can  Queens  envy  this  Habit  ?  or  did  Juno 
E're  f'eatl  in  fuch  a  Shape? 

Ann.  You  talk*d  of  Hebey 
Of  /m,  and  I  know  not  what ;  but  v/ere  they 
Drefs'd  as  we  are  ?  I'hey    were  furc   (ome   Chandler's 

Daughters 
Bleaching  Linen  in  Moor  fields. 

Mary.  Or  Exchange  Wenches, 
Cpming  from  eating  Pudding-pies  on  a  Sunday 
At  Pemlicoy  or  IJlington, 

Luke.  Save  you,  Sifter. 
I  now  dare  ftile  you  fo :  You  were  before 
Too  glorious  to  be  look'd  on  •,  now  you  appear 
Like  a  City  Matron,  and   my    pretty  Nieces 
Such  things  as  were  born,  and  bred  there.    Why  fhould 

you  ape 
The  Fafhions  of  Court-Ladies  ?  whofe  high  Titles 
And  Pedigrees  of  long  Defcent  give  warrant 
For  their  fuperfluous  Bravery  ?  '  fwas  monftrous  : 
Till  now  you  ne'er  look'd  lovely. 

Lady.  Is  this  fpoken 
In  Scorn  ? 

Luke.  Fie,  no,  wich  Judgment.     I  make  good 
My  Promife,  and  now  Ihew  you  like  yourlelves, 
In  your  own  natural  Shapes,  and  ftand  refolv'd 
You  fliall  continue  fo. 

Lady.  It  is  confefs'd,  Sir. 

Luke.  Sir!  Sirrah.  UfeyouroldPhrafe,  I  can  bear  it. 

Lady.  That  ifyoupleafe  forgotten.  W^e  acknowledge 
We  have  deferv'd  ill  from  you,  yet  defpair  not, 
Tho'  we  are  at  your  Difpofure,  you'll  maintain  us 
Like  your  Brother's  W^ite  and  Daughters. 

Luke.  *Tis  my  Purpofe. 

Lady.  And  not  make  us  ridiculous. 

Luke.  Admir'd  rather, 
As  fair  Examples  for  our  proud  City  Dames, 
And  their  proud  Brood  to  imitate.    Do  not  frown, 
If  you  do,  I  laugh,  and  glory  thatl  have 
The  Power  in  you  to  fcourge  a  general  Vice, 

Z  3  And 
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And  rife  up  a  new  Satyrift,     But  hear  gently. 
And  in  a  gentle  Phrafe  I'll  reprehend 
Your  late  difguis'd  Deformity,  and  cry  up 
This  Decency  and  Neatnef^,  with  th'  Advantage 
You  fhall  receive  by't. 

Lndy.  We  are  bound  to  hear  you. 

Luke.  With  a  Soul  inclin'd  to  learn.  Your  Father  was 
An  honefl;  Country  Farmer.     Good  Man,  humble, 
By  his  Neighbours  ne'er  call'd  Mafter.     Did  your  Pride 
Defcend  from  him  }  but  let  thatpafs :  Your  Fortune, 
Or  rather  your  Hufband's  Induftry,  advanc'd  you 
To  the  Rank  of  a  Merchant's  Wife.     He  made  a 

Knight, 
And  your  fweec  Miftrefs-fhip  Ladyfied  -,  you  wore 
Sattin  on  folemn  Days,  a  Chain  of  Gold, 
A  Velvet  Hood,  rich  Borders,  and  fotnetimes 
A  dainty  miniver  Cap,  a  filver  Pin 
Headed  with  a  Pearl  worth  Three  Pence,  and  thus  far 
You  were  priviledg'd,  and  no  Man  envy'd  it ; 
It  being  for  the  City's  Honour  that 
There  Ihcvild  be  a  Diftin6iion  between 
The   Wife   of  a   Patrician,  and   Plebean. 

Milliftent.   Pray  you  leave  Preaching,  or  chufe  fome 
other  Text; 
Your  Rhetorick  is  too  moving,  for  it  makes 
Your  Auditory  weep. 

Luke.  Peace,  chattering  Magpie, 
I'll  treat  of  you  anon  :  But  when  the  Height 
And  Dignity  of  Z.(7Wc«'jBIeflings  grew 
Contemptible,  and  the  Name  Lady  Mayorefs 
Became  a  Bye-v.'ord,  and  you  fcorn'd  the  Means 
By  which  ycu  were  rais'd,  my  Brother's  fond  Indulgence, 
Giving  the  Reins  to  it  ;  and  no  Objeft  pleafed  you 
But  the  glittering  Pomp,  and  Bravery  of  the  Court ; 
What  a  itrange,  nay  monftious  Metamorpiiofis  foilow'd! 
No  Enghjh  Workman  then  could  pleafe  your  Fancy  ; 
The  French  and  T^ufcayi  drefs  your  whole  Difcourfe  j 
This  Baud  to  Prodigality  entertain'd, 
lo  buz  into  your  Ears,  what  Shape  this  Countefs 

Appear'd 
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Appear'd  in  the  lafi:  Mafk,  and  how  it  drew 
The  young  Lord's  Eyes  upon  her;  and  this  Ufher 
Succeeded  in  the  eldeft  'Prentice's  Place 
To  walk  before  you. 

Lady.  Pray  you  end. 

Holdfajl.  Proceed,  Sir, 
I  could  faft  almofl  a  'Prenticefhip  to  hear  you, 
You  touch  'cm  fo  to  the  Quick. 

Luke.  Then  as  I  faid. 
The  Reverend  Hood  caft  off,  your  borrowed  Hair, 
Powder'd  and  curl'd,  was  by  your  Drefler's  Art 
Form*d  like  a  Coroner,  hang'd  with  Diamonds, 
And  the  richeft  Orient  Pearl:  Your  Carkanets 
That  did  adorn  your  Neck  of  equal  Value-, 
Your  Hunger  land 'Qz.rids,  and  Spanifi  Quellio  ru0e3  : 
Great  Lords  and  Ladies  featted  tofurvey 
Embroider'd  Petticoats;  and  Sicknefs  fain'd 
That  your  Night  Rails  of  Forty  Pounds  a  Piece, 
Might  befeen  with  Envy  of  the  Vifitants: 
Rich  Pantables  in  Oftentation  fliown. 
And  Roi:^s  worth  a  Family.     You  were  ferv'd  in  Plate, 
Stir'd  not  a  Foot  without  your  Coach  ;  and    going 
To  Church,  not  for  Devotion,  but  to  ftiew 
Your  Pomp,  you  were  tickl'd  when  the  Beggars  cry'd 
Heaven  fave  your  Honour.     This  Idolatry 
Paid  to  a  painted  Room. 

Holdfajl.  Nay,  you  have  reafoa 
To  blubber,  all  of  you. 

Luke.  And  when  you  lay 
In  Child-bed,  at  the  Chriftening  of  this  Minx, 
I  well  remember  it,  as  you  had  been 
An  abfolute  Princ-efs,  fince  they  have  no  more. 
Three  feveral  Chambers  hung.     The  firft  with  Arras, 
And  that  for  Waiters;  the  fecond  Crimlbn  Sattin, 
For  the  meaner  Sort  of  Guefts;  the  third  of  Scariet 
Of  the  rich  Tyrian  Dye,  a  Canopy 
To  cover  the  Brai's  Cradle,  you  in  State 
Like  Pompeys  Julia. 

Lady.  No  more,  I  pray  you. 

Z  4  Luke. 
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Luke.  Of  this,  be  fure  you  (hall  not.   I'll  cut^ 
Whatever  is  exorbitant  in  you, 
Or  in  your  Daughters,  and  reduce  you  to 
Your  natural  Forms,  and  Habits:  not  in  Revenge 
Of  your  bafe  Ufage  of  me,  but  to  fright 
Others  by  your  Example:  'Tis  decreed 
You  ihall  ferve  one  another,  for  I  will 
Allow  no  Waiter  to  you.    Out  of  Doors 
With  thefe  ufelefs  Drones. 

Holdfaji.  Will  you  pack  ? 

Millifcent.  Not  till  I  have 
My  Trunks  along  with  me. 

Luke.  Not  a  Rag,  you  canne 
Hither  without  a  Box. 

Stargaze.  You'll  fhew  to  mc 
1  hope.  Sir,  more  Companion, 

Holdfaji,  'Troth  I'll  be 
Thus  far  a  Suitor  for  him.     He  hath  printed 
An  Almanack  for  this  Year  at  his  own  Charge, 
Let  him  have  th'  Imprefflon  with  him  to  fet  up  with. 

Luke.  For  once  I'll  be  intreated-,  let  it  be 
Thrown  to  him  out  of  the  Window. 

Stargaze.  O  curfed  Stars 
That  reign'd  at  my  Nativity  !  ho\y  have  you  cheated 
Your  poor  Obferver. 

Jnri.  Muft  we  part  in  Tears  ? 

Mary.  Farewell,  good  Millifcent. 

Lady.  I  am  fick,  and  meet  with 
A  rough  Phyfician.     O  my  Pride!  and  Scorn! 
How  juftly  am  I  punifh'd! 

Mary'.  Now  we  fufFer 
J^orour  Stubbornefs  and  Difobedicnce 
To  our  good  Father. 

Ann.  And  the  bafe  Conditions, 
We  impos'd  upon  our  Suitors. 

Luke.  Get  you  in. 
And  Catterwall  in  a  Corner. 

Lady.  There's  no  contending. 
[Lady^  Ann,  Mary,  go  off  at  one  DooVy  Stargaze  and 
Millifcent,  at  the  other.  Luke. 
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Luke.  How  lik'ft  thou  my  Carriage,  Holdfaft  ? 
Holdfajl.  Well  in  feme  Part, 

But  it  reliflies  I  know  not  how,  a  little 

Of  too  much  Tyranny. 
Luke.  Thou  art  a  Fool : 

He's  cruel  to  himfelf,  that  dares  not  be 

Severe  ip  thofe  that  us'd  him  cruelly.  [Exeunt. 


7he  End  cf  ibe  Fourth  Act. 

ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  Luke,  Sir  John,  Lacy,  Plenty. 

Luke.  '\7'OU  care  not  then,  as  it  fcems,  to  be  coiv- 

j[  verted 

To  our  Religion. 

Sir  John.  We  know  no  fuch  Word, 
Nor  Power  but  the  Devil,  and  him  we  ferve  for  Fear, 
Not  Love. 

Luke.  I  am  glad  that  Charge  is  fav'd. 

Sir  John.  We  put 

That  Trick  upon  your  Brother,  to  have  Means 

To  come  to  the  City.     Now  to  you  we'll  difcover 

The  clofe  Defign  that  brought  us,  with  Aflurancc 

If  you  lend  your  Aids  to  furnifh  us  with  that 

Which  in  the  Colony  was  not  to  be  purchased, 

J<o  Merchant  ever  made  fuch  a  Return 

For  his  moft  precious  Venture,  as  you  Ihall 

Receive  from  us ;  far,  far  above  your  Hopes, 

Pr  Fancy  to  imagine. 

Luke. 
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Luke.  It  miift  be 
Some  ftrange  Commodity,  and  of  a  dear  Value, 
(Such  an  Opinion  is  planted  in  me, 
leu  will  deal  fairly)  that  I  would  not  hazard. 
Give  me  the  Name  oft. 

Lacy.  I  tear  you  will  make 
Some  Scruple  in  your  Confcience  to  grant  it.      [Safety, 

Luke.  Confcience  !  No,  no  ;  fo  it  may  be  done  with 
And  without  Danger  of  the  Law. 

Plenty.  For  that 
You  fhali  fltep  fecurely.     Nor  fhall  it  diminiih. 
But  add  unto  your  Heap  fuch  an  Increafe, 
As  what  you  now  poffefs  fhall  appear  an  Atom, 
To  the  Mountain  it  brings  with  it. 

Luke.  Do  not  rack  me 
WithExpecStation. 

Sir  John.  Thus  then  in  a  Word : 

The  Devil (Why  ftart  you  at  his  Name?  if  you 

Defire  to  wallow  in  Wealth  and  worldly  Honours, 
You  muft  make  Hafte  to  be  familiar  with  him) 
This  Devil,  whofe  Prieft  I  am,  and  by  him  made 
A  deep  Magician  (for  I  can  do  Wonders) 
Appear*d  to  me  in  Virginia^  and  commanded 
With  many  Stripes  (for  that's  his  cruel  Cuftom) 
I  fhould  provide  on  Pain  of  his  fierce  Wrath, 
Againft  the  next  great  Sacrifice,  at  which 
We,  groveling  on  our  Faces  fall  before  him. 
Two  Chriftian  Virgins,  that  with  their  pure  Blood 
Might  dye  his  horrid  Altars,  and  a  third 
(In  his  Hate  to  fuch  Embraces  as  are  lawful) 
Married,  and  with  your  ceremonious  Rites, 
As  an  Oblation  unto  Hecate, 
And  wanton  Luft  her  Favourite. 

Luke.  A  deviiifh  Cufbom! 
And  yet  why  ihould  it  ftartie  me?  there  are 
Enough  of  the  Sex  fit  for  his  Ufe  :   but  Virgins, 
And  lucha  Matron  as  you  fpeak  of,  hardly 
To  be  wrought  to  it. 

Plenty.  A  Mine  of  Gold  for  a  Fee 
Waits  him  thsit  undertakes  it,  and  performs  it. 

Lacy 
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Lacy.  Know  you  no  diftrefled  Widow,  or  poor 
Maids,  whofe  Want  of  Dower,  tho'  well  born. 
Makes  'cm  weary  of  their  own  Country  ? 

Sir  John.  Such  as  had  rather  be 
Miferable  in  another  World,  then  where 
They  have  furteited  in  Felicity  ? 

Luke.  Give  me  Leave, 
I  would  not  lofe  this  Purchafe,     A  grave  Matron 
And  two  pure  Virgins !   Umph  !   I  think  my  Sifter 
Though  proud,  was  ever  hontft-,  and  my  Nieces 
Untainted  yet!  Why  fhould  not  they  be  Hiipp'd 
For  this  Employment  ?  they  areburthenfome  to  me. 
And  eat  too  much.     And  if  they  ftay  in  London^ 
They  will  find  Friends  that  to  my  Lofs  will  force  me 
To  Compofition.     'Twere  a  Mafter-piece 
If  this  could  be  effefted.     They  were  ever 
Ambitious  of  Title.     Should  I  urge 
Matching  with  thefe  they  fhall  live  Indian  Queens, 
It  may  do  much.     But  what  Ihall  I  feel  here. 
Knowing  to  what  they  are  defign'd  ?  They  abfent. 
The  Thought  of  them  will  leave  me.  It  ftiall  be  fo. 
rilfurnifh  you,  and  to  indear  the  Service 
In   mine  own  Family,  and  my  Blood  too. 

Sir  John.  Make  this  good,  and  your  Houfc  (hall  not 
Contain  the  Gold  we'll  fend  you. 

Luke.  You  have  feen  my  Sifter,  and  my  two  Nieces  ? 
Sir  John.  Yes,  Sir. 
Luke.  Thefe  perfuaded 
How  happily  they  fhall  Jive,  and  in  what  Pomp 
When  they  are  in  your  Kingdoms,   (for  you  mud 
Work  in  'em  a  Belief  that  you  are  Kings) 
Plenty.  We  are  fo. 

Luke.  I'll  put  it  in  Praflicc  inftantly.      Study  you 
For  movin<^  Language.     Sifter!  Nieces!  Howl 


Enter  Lady^  Ann,  Mary.    • 

Still  mourning  ?  dry  your  Eyes,  and  clear  thefe  Clouds 
That  do  obicure  your  Beauties,     Did  you  believe 

My 


J48        T  H  E    C  I  T  Y-M  ADA  xM. 

My  perfonated  Reprehenfion,  though 
It  fhew'd  Jike  a  rough  Anger,  could  be  ferious  ? 
Forget  the  Fright  I  put  you  in.     My  Ends 
"  In  humbling  you  was,  to  fetoff  the  Height 
Of  Honour,  principle  Honour,  which  my  Studies, 
When  you  leaft  exped  it  fhall  confer  upon  you  t 
Still  you  feem  doubtful :  be  not  wanting  to 
Yourfelves,  nor  let  the  Strangenefs  of  the  Means, 
With  the  Shadow  of  fome  Danger,  render  you 
Incredulous. 

Lady.  Our  Ufage  hath  been  fuch. 
As  we  can  faintly  hope  that  your  Intents 
And  Language  are  the  fame. 

Luke-.  I'll  change  thofe  Hopes 
To  Certainties. 

Sir  John.  With  what  Art  he  winds  about  them ! 

Luke.  What  will  you  fay !  or  what  Thanks  j^all  I 
look  for? 
If  now  I  raife  you  to  fuch  Eminence,  as 
The  Wife,  and  Daughters  of  a  Citizen 
Never  arriv'd  at .?   Many  for  their  Wealth  (I  grantj 
Have  written  Ladies  of  Honour,  and  fome  few 
Have  higher  Titles,  and  that's  the  fartheft  Rife 
Tou  can  in  England  hope  for.     What  think  you 
If  I  fhould  mark  you  out  a  Way  to  live 
Queens  in  another  Climate  ^ 

Ann.  We  defire 
A  Competence. 

Mary.  And  prefer  our  Country's  Snioke 
Before  outlandifh  Fire.  V: 

Lady.  But  Ihould  we  liften 
To  fuch  Impoffibilities,  'tis  not  in 
The  Power  of  Man  to  make  it  good. 

Luke.  I'll  do't. 
Nor  is  this  Seat  of  Majefty  far  remov*d. 
It  is  but  to  Virginia. 

Lady.  How,  Virginia  ! 
High  Heaven  forbid.     Remember,  Sir,  I  befeech  you. 
What  Creatures  are  Ihipp'd  thithqr. 

Ann. 
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Am.  CondemiiM  Wretches, 
Forfeited  to  the  Law. 

Mary    Strumpets  and  Bawds, 
For  the  Abomination  of  their  Lives, 
Spew'd  out  of  their  own  Country. 

Luke.  Your  falfe  fears 
Abufe  my  noble  Purpofts.     Such  indeed 
Are  fent  as  Slaves  to  labour  there,  but  you 
To  abfolute  Sovereignty.     Obfcrve  thcfe  Men, 
With  Reverence  obferve  them.     They  arc  Kings, 
Kings  of  fuch  fpacious  Territories,  and  Dominions, 
As  our  great  Britain  meafur'd,  will  appear 
A  Garden  to  it. 

Lacy.  You  fhall  be  ador'd  there 
As  Goddeffes. 

Sir  John.  Your  Litters  made  of  Gold 
Supported  by  your  VafTels,  proud  to  bear 
The  Burthen  on  their  Shoulders. 

Plenty.  Pomp,  and  Eafe, 
With  Delicates  that  Europe  never  knew. 
Like  Pages  (hall  wait  on  you. 

Luke.  If  you  have  Minds 
To  entertain  the  Greatnefs  offer'd  to  you. 
With  outftretched  Arms,  and  willing  Hands  embrace  it. 
But  this  refus'd,  imagine  what  can  make  you 
Mod  miferable  here  ;  and  reft  aflfur'd. 
In  Storms  it  falls  upon  you  :  Take  'em  in, 
And  ufe  your  beft  Perfuafion.     If  that  fail, 
I'll  fend  'em  aboard  \n  a  dry  Fat. 

Sir  John.  Be  not  mov'd.  Sir. 
We'll  work  'em  to  your  Will  :  Yet  e're  we  part, 
Your  worldly  Cares  deferr'd,  a  little  Mirth 
Would  not  mifbecome  us. 

{Exeunt  Lacy,  Plenty,  Lady,  Ann,  Mary. 

Luke.  You  fay  well.     And  now 
It  comes  into  my  Memory,  this  is  my  Birth-day, 
Which  with  Solemnity  I  would  obferve. 
But  that  it  would  afk  Coft, 
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Sir  John.  That  Iliall  not  grieve  you. 
By  my  Art  I  will  prepare  you  fuch  a  FeaH", 
As  Perf,a  in  her  Ileighch  of  Pomp,  and  Riot 
Did  never  equal  -,  and  ravifhing  Mufick 
As  the  Italian  Princes  feldom  heard 
At  their  greateft  Entei-tainments.    Name  your  Guefts. 

Luke    I  muft  have  none* 

Sir  John.  Not  the  City  Senate  ? 

Luke.  No. 
Nor  yet  poor  Neighbours.    The  firft  would  argue  me 
Of  fooiifh  Oftentation,  The  latter 
Of  too  much  Hofpitality,  and  a  Virtue 
Grown  obfolete,  and  ufelefs.     I  will  fit 
Alone,  and  furfeit  in  my  Store,  Vv^hile  others 
With  Envy  pine  at  it.     My  Genius  pamper'd 
With  the  Thought  of  what  I  am,  and  what  they  fufFei*, 
I  have  mark'd  out  to  Mifcry. 

Sir  John.  You  fhall  ; 
Aqd  fomething  I  will  add,  you  yet  conceive  not. 
Nor  will  I  be  flow-pac'd. 

Luke.  I  have  oneBufinefs, 
And  that  difpatch'd  I  am  free. 

Sir  John.  About  it,  Sir, 
Leave  the  reft  to  me. 

Luke.  'Till  now  I  ne'er  lov'd  Magick.  [  [Exeunt^ 


SCENE     il. 


Enter  Lord,  Old  Goldwire,  andOldi.  Tradewell. 

Lord.  Believe  me.  Gentlemen  I  I  never  was 
Socozen'd  in  a  Fellow.     He  difguis*d 
Hypocrify  in  fuch  a  cunning  Shape 
Of  real  Goodncfs,  that  I  would  have  fworn 
This  Devil  a  Saint.     Mr.  Goldwire.,  and  Mr.  Tradewell^ 
What  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  Put  on. 

Old  Goldwire.  With  your  Lordfliip's  Favour. 

Lord.  I'll  have  it  fo. 

Old 
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Old  Tradew.  Your  Will,  my  Lord,  excufes 
The  Rudenefs  of  our  Manners. 

Lord.  You  have  receivM 
Penitent  Letters  from  your  Sons,   I  doubt  not  ? 

OldTradew.  They  are  our  only  Sons. 

Old  Goldiv.  And  as  we  are  Fathers, 
Remembringthe  Errors  of  our  Youth, 
We  would  pardon  Slips  in  them. 

Old  Tradew.  And  pay  for  'em 
In  a  moderate  Way. 

Old  Gold-w.  In  which  we  hope  your  Lordfhip 
Will  be  our  Mediator. 

Lord.  All  my  Power, 

En/er  Luke. 

You  freely  fhall  command.    'Tis  he  !  You  are  well  met. 
And  to  my  Wifh.     And  vvondrous  brave, 
Your  Habit  fpeaks  you  a  Merchant  royal. 
Luke.  What  I  wear,  1  take  not  upon  ti  ufl-. 
Lord.  Your  Betters  may,  and  blufh  not  for*t. 
Luke.  If  you  have  nought  elfe  with  me 
But  to  argue  that,  I  will  make  bold  to  leave  you. 

Lord.  You  are  very  peremptory,    pray  yoj  ilay. 
I  once  held  you  an  upright  honeft  man. 

Luke.  I  am  honefter  now 
By  a  hundred  thoufand  pound  (I  thank  my  Stars  for't) 
Upon  the  Exchange  ;  and  if  your  late  opinion 
Be  alter'd,  who  can  help  it  ?  good  my  Lord 
To  the  point.     I  have  other  Bufinefs  than  to  talk 
Of  Honefty,  and  Opinions. 

Lord.  Yet  you  may 
Do  well,  if  you  pleale,  to  (hew  the  one,  and  merit 
The  other  from  good  men,  in  a  cafe  that  now 
Is  ofFer'd  to  you. 

Luke.  What  Wt  ?  I  am  troubl'd. 
Lord.  Here  are  two  Gentlemen,  the  Fathers  of 
Your  Broiher's  'Prentices. 

Luke.  Mine,  my  Lord,  I  take  it. 
L^rd.  Mr.  Gold-wire,  and  Mr.  Tradrjvell. 

Luke 
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Luke.  They  are  welcome,  if 
They  come  prepared  to  fatisfy  the  Damage 
I  have  fuftain'd  by  their  Sons. 

Old  Goldw.  We  are,  fo  you  pleafe 
To  ufe  a  Confcience. 

Old  Tradeiv.  Which  We  hope  you  will  do. 
For  your  own  Worfhip's  Sake. 

Luke.  Confcience,  my  Friends, 
And  Wealth  are  not  always  Neighbours.   Should  I  pari 
With  what  the  Law  gives  me,  I  Ihould  fufFer  mainly 
In  my  Reputation  .  For  it  would  convince  me 
Of  Indifcretion.  Nor  will  you,  I  hope,  move  me 
To  do  myfelf  fuch  Prejudice. 

Lord.  No  Moderation  ? 

Luke.  They  cannot  look  for*t,  and  preferve  irt 
Me  a  thriving  Citizen's  credit.     Your  bonds  lie 
For  your  Sons  Truth,  and  they  fliall  anfwer  all 
They  have  run  out.     The  Mafters  never  profper'd 
Since  Gentlemens  Sons  grew  'Prentices.    When  we  look 
To  have  our  Bufinefs  done  at  Home,  they  are 
Abroad  in  the  Tennis-Court,  or  in  Partridge- Alley i 
In  Lambeth  Marfh,  or  a  cheating  Ordinary, 
Where  I  found  your  Sons.   I  have  your  Bonds,  look  to't* 
A  thoufand  Pounds  a-piece,  and  that  will  hardly 
Repair  my  Lofles. 

Lord.  Thou  dar'ft  not  Ihew  thyfelf 
Such  a  Devil. 

Luke.  Good  Words. 

Lord.  Such  a  Cut-throat.     I  have  heard  of 
The  Ufage  of  your  Brother's  Wife,  and  Daughters, 
You  Ihall  find  you  are  not  lawlefs,  and  that  your 
Monies  cannot  jullify  your  Villanies. 

Luke.  I  endure  this. 
And  good  my  Lord,  now  you  talk  in  time  of  Monies^ 
Pay  in  what  you  owe  me.   And  give  me  leave  to  wonder 
Your  Wifdom  fhould  haVe  Leifure  to  confider 
The  Bufinefs  of  thefe  Gentlemen,  or  my  Carriage 
To  my  Sifttr,  or  my  Nieces,  being  yourfelf 
So  much  in  my  Danger, 

Lord, 
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Lord,  In  thy  Danger  ? 

Luke.  Mine. 
1  find  in  my  Counting-houfe  a  Manor  pawn'd  ; 
Pawn*d,  my  good  Lord,  Lacy- Manor,  and  that  Manor 
From  which  you  have  the  Title  of  a  Lord, 
And  itpleafe  your  good  Lordfliip.  You  are  a  Nobleman, 
Pray  you  pay  in  my  Monies.     The  Intereft 
Will  eat  fafler  in't,  than  Aqua-fortis  in  Iron. 
Now  though  you  bear  me  hard,  I  love  your  Lordfhip. 
I  grant  your  perfon  to  be  priviledg'd 
From  all  Arrells.     Yet  there  lives  a  foolifh  Creature 
Caird  an  Under-fherifF,  who  being  well-paid,  will  fcrvc 
An  Extent  on  Lords,  or  Lown's  Land,     Pay  it  in  j 
I  would  be  loth  your  Name  fliould  fink  ;  Or  that 
Your  hopeful  Son,  when  he  returns  from  travel. 
Should  find  you,  my  Lord,  without  Land.  Youareangry 
For  my  good  Ccunfel.  Look  you  to  your  Bonds ;  had  I 

known 
Of  your  Conling,  believe  it,  I  would  have  had  Serjeants 

ready  : 
Lord,  how  you  fret !  but  that  a  Tavern's  near 
You  fhould  tafte  a  Cup  of  Mufcadine  in  my  houfe. 
To  wafli  down  Sorrow  ;  but  there  it  will  do  better  ; 
I  know  you'll  drink  a  Health  to  me.  [Exit  Luke. 

Lord.  To  thy  Damnation. 
Was  there  ever  fuch  a  Villain  !   Heav'n  forgive  me 
For  fpeaking  fo  unchriftianly,  though  he  deferves  it. 

Old  Goldw.  We  are  undone. 

Old  Tradw.  Our  Families  quite  ruin'd. 

Lord.    Take  Courage,    Gentlemen,    Comfort    may 
appear^ 
And  Punifhment  overtake  him,  when  he  lead  expeds  it. 


SCENE    the  Laft.     " 

Enter  Sir  John,   end  Holdfaft. 

Sir  John.  Be  filent  on  your  Life. 
Boldfaji.  lam  o'erjoy'd. 
Vol.  IV.  A  a  Sir 
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'     Sir  John.  Are  the  Pictures  plac'd  as  I  direfted  ? 

Jloldfaft.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  And  the  Muficians  ready  ? 

Hoidfaji.  All  is  done 
As  you  commanded. 

Sir  John  [at  the  Door]  Make  Hafte,  and  be  careful. 
You  know  your  Cue,  and  Poftures. 

Plenty,  [within']   We  are  perfed. 

Sir  John.  'Tis.  well  :  Are  the  reft  come  too  ? 

Holdfnjl.  Anddifpos'd  of 
To  your  own  Wifh. 

Sir  John.  Set  forth  the  Table  !  So 

Enter  Servants  with  a  rich  Banqiut. 

^  perfcfl  Banquet.     At  the  Upper-end, 
His  Chair  in  State,  he  fhall  feaft  like  a  Prince. 
Holdfaft.  And  rife  like  a  Dutch  Hangman. 

Enter  Luke. 

Sir  John.  Not  a  Word  more. 
How  like  you  the  Preparation  ?  Fill  your  Room, 
And  tafte  the  Cates  •,  then  in  your  Thoughts  confider 
A  rich  Man,  that  lives  wifely  to  himleif. 
In  his  full  Height  of  Glory. 

Luke.  I  can  brook 
No  Rival  in  this  Happinefs.     How  fwectly 
Thefe  Dainties,  when  unpay'd  for,    pleafe  my  Palate  ! 
Some  Wine,  Jove's  Ne<5tar.     Brightnefs  to  the  Star 
That  govern'd  at  my  Birth;     Shoot  down  thy  Influence, 
And  with  a  Perpetuity  of  being 
Continue  this  Felicity,  not  gain'd 
By  Vows  to  Saints  alDove,  and  much  lefs  purchased 
By  thriving  Indullry  ;  nor  fall'n  upon  me 
As  a  Reward  to  Piety,  and  Religion, 
Or  Service  to  my  Country.     1  owe  all  this 
To  Diffimulation,  and  the  Shape 
I  wore  of  Gcodnefs,     Lei  my  Brother  number 

His 
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His  Beads  devoutly,  and  believe  his  Alms 
To  Beggars,   hisCompaiiion  to  his  Debtors, 
Will  wing  his  better  Part,  difrob'd  of  Flefli, 
To  fore  above  the  Firmament.     I  am  well, 
And  To  I  furfeit  here  in  all  Abundance  ; 
Tho'  ftil'd  a  Cormorant,  a  Cut-throat,  Jew, 
And  profecutcd  with  the  fatal  Curfes 
Of  Widows,  undone  Orphans,  and  what  elfe 
Such  as  malign  my  State  can  load  me  with, 
I  will  not  envye  it.     You  promis'd  Mufick  ? 

Sir  John.  And  you  fliall  hear  the  Strength  and  Power 
Of  it,  the  Spirit  of  Orphciis  rais'd  to  make  it  good. 
And  in  thofe  ravifhing  drains  with  which  he  mov'd. 
Charon  and  Cerberus  to  give  him  Way 
To  fetch  from  Hell  his  loil  Eurydice. 
Appear  fwifter  than  Thought. 

Mufick.      At    one   Door   Cerberus,    at  the   other i 
Charon,  Orpheus,  Chorus, 

Luke.  'Tis  wondrous  ftrange.  [you  ? 

Sir  John.  Does  cot  the  Objed  and  the  Accent  take 

Luke.  A  pretty  Fable.     But  that  Mufick  ihould 
Alter  in  Fiends  their  Nature,  is  to  me  ' 

Impoirible.     Since  in  myfel;  I  find 
What  I  have  once  decreed,  fhall  know  no  Change. 

Sir  John.  You  are  conftant  to  your  Purpofes,  yet  I 
think 
That  I  could  dagger  you. 

Luke.  How  ^ 

Sir  John.  Should  I  prefent 
Your  Servent?,  Debtors,  and  the  reft  that  fuffcr 
By  your  fit  Severity^  I  prefume  the  Sight 
Would  move  you  to  Compaflion. 

Luke.  Not  a  mote. 
Tlie  Mufick  that  your  Orpheus  made,  was  harfti 
To  the  Delight  I  ihould  receive  in  hearing 
Their  Cries  and  Groans  :  If  it  be  in  your  Power 
I  would  now  fee  'cm. 

Sir  John.  Spirits  in  their  Shapes 
Shall  fliew  them  as  they  are.    But  if  it  (hould  move  you  ? 

A  a  »  Cuke 
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Luke.  If  it  do.     May  I  ne*er  find  piry. 
Sir  John.  Be  your  own  judge. 
Appear  as  I  commanded. 

[Sad  Mufick.  £;//^rG old  wire,  ^;/i  Tradewell  as  from 
Prifon.  Fortune,  Hoy  ft,  Vcnmy  folloiving  after  them. 
Siiave'em  in  a  Blue-goivn ;  Secret,  Ding'em,  Old 
I'radewell,  and  Old  Goldwire,  with  Serjeants.  As 
directed.,  they  all  kneel  to  Luke,  heaving  up  their  Hands 
for  Mercy,  Stargaze  tvith  a  Pack  of  Almanacks^ 
Milliicent. 

Luke.  Ha,  ha,  lia  ! 
This  move  me  to  Compaflion  ?  Or  raife 
One  Sign  of  feeming  Pity  in  my  Face  1 
You  are  deceiv'd.    It  rather  renders  me 
More  flinty,  and  obdurate  :   A  South  Wind 
Shall  fooner  foften  Marble,  and  the  Rain 
That  Aides  down  gently  from  his  flaggy  Wings 
O'erflow  the  Alps,  than  Knees,  or  Tears,  or  Groans, 
Shall  wreft  Compundion  from  me.     'Tis  my  Glory 
That  they  are  wretched,  and  by  me  made  fo, 
It  fets  my  Happinefs  ofi-'.     I  could  not  triumph 
If  thefe  were  not  my  Captives.     Ha  !  my  TarrierS 
As  it  appears,  have  feiz'd  on  thefe  old  Foxes, 
As  I  gave  order.     New  Addition  to 
My  Scene  of  Mirth.     Ha,  ha !  They  now  grow  tedious. 
Let  'em  be  remov'd  •,  fome  other  Objedl,  if 
Your  Art  can  fliew  it. 

Sir  John.  You  fhall  perceive  *tis  boundlefs. 
Yet  one  Thing  real,  if  you  pleafe  ? 

Luke.  What  is  it  ? 

Sir  John.    Your  Nieces  e're  they  put  to  Sea,  crave 
humbly. 
Though  abfent  in  their  Bodies,  they  may  take  Leave 
Of  their  late  Suitors  Statues. 

E7iter  Lady,  Ann,  and  Mary. 

Luke.  There  they  hang  ; 
In  Things  indifferent  I  am  tractable. 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  There,  pay  your  Vows,  you  have  Liberty. 

Ann.  O  fweec  Figure      [Plenty  and  Lacy  ready  behind. 
Of  my  abufed  Lacy  !  When  rcmov'd 
Into  another  World  j  Pll  daily  pay 
A  SacriHce  of  Sighs,  to  thy  Remembrance  ; 
And  with  a  Shower  of  Tears  ftrive  to  wafh  off 
The  Stain  of  that  Contempt,  my  foolilh  Pride, 
And  Infolence  threw  upon  thee. 

Mary.  I  had  been 
Too  happy,  if  I  had  enjoy'd  the  Subftancej 
But  far  unworthy  of  it,  now  1  fliall 
Thus  proftrate  to  thy  Statue. 

Lady.  My  kind  Hulband, 
Blefled  in  my  Mifery,  from  the  Monaftery 
To  which  my  Difobcdience  confm'd  thee, 
With  thy  Soul's  Eye,  which  Diftance  cannot  hinder, 
Lock  on  my  Penitence.     O  !  that  I  could 
Call  back  time  paff,  thy  holy  Vow  difpens'd, 
With  what  Humility  would  I  obfcrve 
My  long  negleded  Duty. 

Sir  John.  Does  not  this  move  you  ? 

Luke.  Yes,  as  they  do  the  Statues,  and  her  Sorrow 
My  abfcnt  Brother.     If  by  your  magick  Art 
You  can  give  Life  to  thefe,  or  bring  him  hither 
To  witnefs  her  Repentance,  I  may  have 
perchance  fome  feeling  of  it. 

Sir  "John.  For  your  Sport 
You  fhall  fee  a  Mafler-piece.     Here's  nothing  but 
A  Superficies,  Colours,  and  no  Subllance. 
Sitftill,  and  to  your  wonder  and  Amazement, 
I'll  give  thefe  Organs.     This  the  Sacrifice, 
To  make  the  great  Work  perfect. 


Enter  Lacy  and  Plenty. 

Liike.  Piodigious. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  they  have  Life,  and  Motion.  Defcend, 
And  for  your  abfent  Brother.     This  walli'd  off, 
Againft  your  Will,  you  (hall  know  him. 

A  a    3  ErAt^l 
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Enter  Lord  and  the  Reft. 


Luke.  I  am  loft. 
Guilt  ftrikes  me  dumb. 

Sir  John.  You  have  feen,  my  Lord,  the  Pageant  ? 
Lord.  I  have,  and  am  ravifli'd  with  it. 
Sir  John.  What  think  you  now 
Of  this  clear  Soul  ?    this  honeft  pious  Man  ? 
Have  I  ftrip'd  him  bare  ?  Or  will  your  Lordfhip  have 
A  farther  Trial  of  him  ?    'Tis  not  in  a  Wolf  tp  change 
his  Nature. 
Lord.  I  long  fince  confes'd  my  Error, 
S\r  John.  Look  up,  I  forgive  you. 
And  feal  your  Pardons  thus. 

Lady.  I  am  too  full 
Of  Joy  to  fpeak  it. 

Jnn.  I  am  another  Creature ; 
Not  what  I  was. 

Mary.  I  vow  to  fliew  myfelf 
When  I  am  married,  an  humble  Wife, 
Not  a  commanding  Miftrefs. 
Flenty.     On  thofe  Terms 
I  gladly  thus  embrace  you. 

Lacy.  Welcome  to 
My  Bofom.     As  the  one-half  of  my  felf, 
I'll  love  you,  and  cherifh  you. 
Goldw.  Mercy. 

'Tradewell  and  the  reft.  Good  Sir,  Mercy. 
^wjchn.  This  Day  is  facred  to  it.     All  (hall  find  mt 
As  far  as  lawful  Pity  can  give  Way  to't, 
Indulgent  to  your  Wifhes,  though  with  Lofs 
Unto  myfelf.     My  kind,  and  honeft  Brother, 
Looking  into  yourfelf,  have  you  feen  the  Gorgon  ? 
What  a  golden  Dream  you  have  had  in  the  PofTefnon 
Of  my  Eltate  ?  but  here's  a  Revocation 
That  wakes  you  out  of  it.  Monfter  in  Natyre  \ 
Revengeful,   avaricious  Atheift, 
Trapfcending  all  Example.     But  I  fhall  b'e 

^  A 
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A  Sharer  in  thy  Crimes,  fliould  I  repeat  *em. 

What  wilt  thou  do  ?  Turn  Hypocrite  again. 

With  hope  DifTimulacion  can  aid  thee  ? 

Or  that  one  Eye  will  flied  a  Tear  in  fign 

Of  Sorrow  for  thee  ?  I  have  warrant  to  [too 

Make  bold  with  mine  own,  pray  you  uncafe.  This  key 

I  muft  make  bold  with.  Hide  thyfclf  in  fomeDelart, 

Where  good  Men  ne*er  may  find  thee-,  or  in  Juftice 

Pack  to  Virginia,  and  repent  -,  not  for 

Thole  horrid  Ends  to  which  thou  did'ft  defign  thefe. 

Luke.  I  care  not  where  I  go.  What's  done  with  Words 
Cannot  be  undone.  [^^^^  Luke. 

Lady.  Yec,  Sir^  fhew  fome  Mercy  -, 
Becaufe  his  Cruelty  to  me,  and  mine. 
Did  Good  upon  us. 

Sir  John.  Of  that  at  better  licifure. 
As  his  Penitency  fhall  work  me.   Make  you  good 
Your  promis*d  Reformation,  and  inftru6t 
Our  City  Dames,  whom  Wealth  makes  proud,  to  move 
In  there  own  Spheres  ;  and  willingly  to  confefs 
In  their  Habits,  Manners,  and  their  higheft  Port 
A  Diftance  'twixc  the  City  and  the  Court. 

[^Exeunt  Omnes, 
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To 


Poems  on  fe'veral  Occafwns.  ^S"^ 


To  my  judicicus  and  learned  Frteiid  the  Author 
[James  Shirley]  upon  his  higenious  Poem,  The 
Grateful  Servant,  a  Comedy,  publiflxdtn  1630.  ■ 

*«!«?ff  Hough  I   well  know,  that  my  obfcurer  Name 

*  '^  *  Lifted  with  theirs  *     who  here   advance   thy 

«*'**         Fame,  ^ 

Cannot  add  to  it,  give  me  Leave  to  be. 

Among  the  reft,  a  modcft  Votary 

At  th'  Altar  ot  thy  Mufe.     I  dare  not  raife 

Giant  Hyperboles  unto  thy  Praife  ; 

Or  hope  it  can  find  Credit  in  this  Age 

Though  I  fhould  fvvear,  in  each  triumphant  Page 

Of  this  thy  Work,  there's  no  Line  but  of  Weight, 

And  Poefy  itfelf  fhev/n  at  the  Height : 

Such  common  Places,  Friend,  will  not  agree 

With  thy  own  Vote,  and  my  Integrity. 

I'll  fteer  a  mid  Way,  have  clear  Truth  my  Guide, 

And  urge  a  Praife  which  cannot  be  denied. 

Here  are  no  forc*d  Expreflions,  no  rack'd  Phrafe; 

No  ^iZ^^/Compofitions  to  amaze 

The  tortur'd  Reader ;  no  believ'd  Defence 

To  ftrengthen  the  bold  Atheijls  Infolence  •, 

No  obfcene  Syllable,  that  may  compel 

A  Blufh  from  a  chafte  Maid,  but  all  fo  well 

Exprefs'd  and  ordered,  as  wife  Men  mull  fay 

It  is  a  grateful  Poem,  a  good  Play  : 

And  fuch  as  read  ingenuoufly,  fiiall  find 

Few  have  outftrip'd  thee,  many  halt  behind. 

Philip  Majjinger. 

*  John  Tox,  John  Hall,  Charhs    Alcyn,  TJ:D}na!    Randolph,  RtLri 
Stapjlhn,  Thomas  Qrafard,  William  Habingtcn. 
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T'o  his  Son^%  ttpon  his'^Vmtxvi-f. 

B^'5S^t5Q^  H  O  U  art  my  Son ;  in  that  my  Choice  is 

i3    T    §         Jpol^e: 

^■<r     *r5  Thine   with  thy  Father's  Mule  ftrikes  equal 

ber^CS^^S         Stroke. 

It  fliew'd  more  Art  in  Virgil  to  relate, 

And  make  it  worth  the  hearing,  his  Gnat's  Fate  ; 

Than  to  conceive  what  thofe  great  Minds  mufl:  be 

That  fought,  and  found  out,  fruitful  Italy. 

And  fuch  as  read  and  do  not  apprehend. 

And  with  Applaufe,  the  Purpofe  and  the  End 

Of  this  neat  Poem,  in  themfelves  confefs 

A  dull  Stupidity  and  Barrennefs. 

Mcthinks  1  do  behold,   in  this  rare  Birth, 

A  Temple  built  up  to  facetious  Mirth, 

Pleas'd  P^^f-^wj  fmiling  on  it :  doubt  not,  then, 

But  that  the  Suffrage  of  judicious  Men 

Will  honour  this  ^T^f^/z^^  J  and,  for  thofe 

That  praife  Sir  Bevis,  or  what's  worfe  in  Profe 

Let  them  dwell  ftill  in  Ignorance.  To  write 

In  a  new  Strain,  and  from  it  laife  Delight, 

As  thou  in  this  haft  done,  doth  not  by  Chance, 

But  Merit  crown  thee  with  the  Laurel  Branch. 

Philip  Maffinger. 


•  James  Shirley. 

t  The  Innovation  of  Penelope  and  Ulyfes,  a  mock  Poem.  See  Wit 
reftored,  in  feveral  feleft  Poems  not  formerly  publifh'd.  Odavo  i6cS 
p.  142. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  my  fuofl  fiiguhir  good  Lord 
and  Patron  Philip  Earl  ^"Pembroke  a7id  Mont- 
gomery, Lord  Chamberlain  of  his  Majeftys  Houfe- 
fjold,   &c.  upon  the  deplorable  and  untimely  Death  of 
his  late  truly  Noble  Son  Charles  Lord  Herbert, 


^cffcSi  WAS  Fate,  not  Want  of  Duty  did  me  wrong  j 
^'T^     Or  with  the  reft,  my  Hymai.^al  Song 
^QpcT  Had  been  prefented,  when  the  Knot  was  ty'd 
Thrit  made  the  Bridegroom  and  the  Bride 
A  happy  Pair.     1  curs'd  my  Abfence  then 
That  hinder'd  it,  and  bit  my  St.ir-crofs'd  Pen, 
Too  buly  in  Stage  Blanks,  and  trifling  Rhime, 
When  fuch  a  Caufe  call'd,  and  fo  apt  a  Time 
To  pay  a  general  Debt;  mine  being  more 
Than  they  could  owe,  who  fince,  or  heretofore. 
Have  labour'd  with  exalted  Lines  to  raife 
Brave  Piles,  or  rather  Pyramids  of  Praile 
To  Pembroke  and  his  Family  :  And  dare  I, 
Being  filent  then,  aim  at  an  Elegy  ? 
Or  hope  my  weak  Mufe  can  bring  forth  one  Verfe 
Deferving  to  wait  on  the  fable  Hearfe 
Of  your  late  hopeful  Charles?  His  Obfequies 
Exa6l  the  Mourning  of  all  Hearts  and  Eyes 
That  knew  him,  or  lov'd  Virtue.     He  that  would 
Write  what  he  was,  to  all  Pofterity,  fliould 
Have  ample  Credit  in  himfelf,  to  borrow 
(Nay  make  his  own)  the  faddeft:  Accents,  Sorrow 
Ever  exprefs'd,  and  a  more  moving  Qiiill 
Than  Spencer  us'd  when  he  gave  Jflrophil 
A  living  Epicediinn.     For  poor  me 
By  Truth  I  vow  it  is  no  Flattery, 

I  from 


gSG  Pcems  on  fever  at  Occajions, 

I  from  my  Soul  wi(h  (if  it  might  remove 

Grief's  Burthen,  which  too  feelingly  you  prove} 

'i'hough  I  have  been  ambitious  of  Fame, 

i\s  Poets  are,  and  would  preferve  a  Name, 

That,  my  Toys  burnt,  I'd  liv'd  unknown  to  Men, 

And  ne*er  had  writ,  nor  ne'er  to  write  again. 

Vain  Wifh,  and  to  be  fcorn'd  !  Can  my  foul  Drofs 

"With  fuch  pure  Gold  be  valu'd  ?  or  the  Lofs 

Of  Thoufand  Lives  like  mine  merit  to  be 

The  fame  Age  thought  on,  when  his  Deftiny 

Is  only  mentioned  ?  No,  my  Lord,  his  Fate 

Is  to  be  prized  at  a  higher  Rate  ; 

Nor  are  the  Groans  of  common  Men  to  be 

Blended  with  thofe  which  the  Nobility 

Vent  hourly  for  him.     That  great  Ladies  mourn 

Hisfudden  Death,  and  Lords  vie  at  his  Urn 

Drops  of  Compaffion  ;  that  true  Sorrow,  fed 

With  Show'rs  of  Tears,  ftill  bathe  the  widow'dBed 

Of  his  dear  Spoufe;  that  our  great  King  and  Queen 

(To  grace  your  Grief)  difdain'd  not  to  be  (ztn 

Your  royal  Comforters ;  thefe  well  become 

The  Lofs  of  fuch  a  Hope,  and  on  his  Tomb 

Deferve  to  live. — But,  fince  no  more  could  be 

Prefented,  to  fet  off  his  Tragedy, 

And  with  a  general  Sadnefs,  why  ihould  you 

(Pardon  my  Boldnefs !)  pay  more  than  his  Due, 

Be  the  Debt  ne'er  fo  great  ?  No  Stoick  can. 

As  you  were  a  loving  Father,  and  a  Man, 

Forbid  a  mod'rate  Sorrow  -,  but  to  take 

Too  much  of  it,  for  his  or  your  own  Sake, 

If  we  may  truft  Divines^  will  rather  be 

Cenfur'd  repining  than  true  Piety. 

I  ftill  prefume  too  far,  and  more  than  Fear 

My  Duty  may  offend  prelTing  too  near 

Your  private  Paffions.     I  thus  conclude, 

If  now  you  (hew  your  paffive  Fortitude 

In  bearing  this  AfRidion,  and  prove 

You  take  it  as  a  Trial  of  Heav'n's  Love 

V  And 
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And  Favour  to  you,  you  ere  long  Jong  fhall  fee 
Your  fecond  Care  return'd  from  Italy, 
To  blefs  his  native  England,  each  rare  Part 
That  in  his  Brother  liv'd,  and  joy*d  your  Heart 
Transfer'd  to  him,  and  to  the  World  make  known 
He  takes  Poffefllon  of  what's  now  his  own. 


Your  Honour's 


mod  humble 


and  faithful  Servant^ 


Philip  Massincer; 


'the  End  of  the  Fourth  Volume; 
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